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ROYAL HIOGHNEss, 
TE | 


DUTCHESS. 


MAD AM, 
E239 MBI TION is ſo far from being a. 
Voice in Poets, that *tis almoſt impoſ- 
ſible for them to ſucceed without it. 
Imagination muſt be rais'd, by a De- 
ſire of Fame, to a Deſire of Pleaſing: 
Tf And they whom in all Ages Poets 
have endeavour'd moſt to pleaſe, have been the 
Beautiful and the Great. Beauty is their Deity to 
which they ſacrifice, and Greatneſs is their Guar- 
Wian-Angel which protects them. Both theſe are 
o eminently join'd in the Perſon of Your Royal 
ighneſs, that it were not eaſie for any, but a 
WE oct, to determine which of them out-ſhines the. 
5 A 4 | Other. 


a The Epiſtle Dedicatory.. | 
other. But I confeſs, Madam, I am already by-. 
als'd in my Choice: I can eafily- reſign to others 
the Praiſe of Your Illuftrious- Family, and that 
Glory which you derive from a long continu'd 
Race of Princes, famous for their Actions both in 
Peace and War: I can give up to the Hiſtorians. 
of your Country, the Names of ſo many Gene- 
rals and Heroes which croud their Annals; and 
to our own, the Hopes of thoſe which yo1 are to 
produce for the Br:z:þ Chronicle. I can yield, 
without Envy, to the Nation of Poets, the Fami- 
Iy of Eſte, to which Arioſto and Taſſo have ow'd 
their Patronage; and to which the World has 
ow'd their Poems: Hut L could not without ex- 
tream Reluctance reſign the Theme of your Beau- 
ty to another Hand. Give me leave, Madam, 
to acquaint the World that I am Jealous of this 
Subject; and let it be no Diſhonour to you, that 
after having rais'd the Admiration of Mankind, 
you have inſpir'd one Man to give it Voice. But 
with whatſoever Vanity this new Honour of be- 
li ing your Poet has fill'd my Mind, I confeſs my 
1 ſelf too weak for the Inſpiration; the Prieſt, was 
always unequal to the Oracle: The God within 
him was too mighty for his Breaft': He labour'd. 
wich the ſacred Revelation, and there was more 
of the Myſtery left behind, than Divinity it ſelf 
could enable him to expreſs. I can but diſcover 
a Part of your Excellencies to the World; and 
that too according to the Meaſure of my own 
Weakneſs. Like thoſe who have ſurvey'd the 
Moon by Glaſſes, I can only tell of a new and 
1 ſninin World above us, but not relate the Riches 
11 and Glories of the Place. Tis therefore that I 
38 have already wav'd the Subject of your Greatneſs, 
| to reſign my ſelf to the Contemplation of what WF 
| | | 1s 
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— is more peculiarly yours. Greatneſs is indeed 
8 communicated to ſome few of both Sexes; but 
it Beauty is confin'd to a more narrow compals : 
d *Tis only in your Sex, 'tis not ſhar'd by many, 


.and its Supreme PerfeQion is in you alone. And 
here, Madam, I am proud that I cannot Flatter :. 
You have reconcil'd the differing Judgments of 
Mankind : For all Men are equal in their Judg- 
ment of what is eminently beſt. The Prize of 
Beauty was diſputed only till you were ſeen ; but 
now all Pretenders have withdrawn their Claims: 
There is no Competition but for the ſecond Place. 
Even the faireſt of our Iſland (which is fam'd 
for Beauties) not daring to commit their Cauſe 


u- gainſt you, to the Suffrage of thoſe who moſt 
n, Fartially adore them. Fortune has, indeed, but 
iis ender'd Juſtice to ſo much Excellence, in ſet- 


ing it ſo high to publick View: Or, rather Provi- 
Wence. has done Juſtice to it ſelf, in placing the 
noſt perfect Workmanſhip of Hewen, where it 


de- ay be admir'd by all Behold rs. Had the Su 
ny nd Stars been ſeated lower, their Glory had not 
vas een communicated to all at once; and the Crea- 
hin r had wanted ſo much of his Praiſe, as he had 
rd ade your Condition more obſcure.. But he has 
ore ac'd you ſo near a Crown, that you add a 
ſelf {MWultre to it by your Beauty. You are join'd to 


Prince who only. could deſerve you: Whoſe 
onduct, Courage, and Succeſs in War, whoſe 
Idelity to his Royal Brother, whoſe Love for 


the Country, whoſe Conſtancy to his Friends, 
and {Whoſe Bounty to his Servants, whoſe. Juſtice to 
ches erit, whoſe inviolable Truth, and whoſe Mag- 
at I Haimity in all his Actions, ſeem to: have been 
1eſs, MVarded by Heav'n by the Gift of you. You 
hat never ſcen but you are bleſt : And J am fure 
is | As Fon 


The Epifile Dedicatory. 
you bleſs all thoſe who ſee you. We think not the W 7 
| Day is long enough when we behold you: And WW 1 
you are ſo much the Buſineſs of our Souls, that it 
while you are in ſight, we can neither look nor 
think on any elſe. There are no Eyes for other 4 
Beauties: You only are preſent, and the reſt of WW þ 
your Sex are but the unregarded Parts that fill r. 
your Triumph. Our Sight is ſo intent on the Ob- ha 
ject of its Admiration, that our Tongues have w 
not leiſure even to praiſe you: For Language ſu 
ſeems too low a thing to expreſs your Excel- ot 
lence ; and our Souls are ſpeaking ſo much with- ve 
in, that they deſpiſe al! foreign Converſation. Wſ pl 
Every Man, even the Dulleſt, is thinking more T. 
than the moſt Eloquent can teach him how to mm: 
utter. Thus, Madam, in the midſt of Crouds the 
you reign in Solitude; and are ador'd with the js 
deepeſt Veneration, that of Silence. Tis true Gr 
you are above all mortal Wiſhes : No Man de- or 
fires Impoſſibilities, becauſe they are beyond the tiv. 
reach of Nature: To hope to be a God, is FollyM cor 
exalted into Madneſs : But by the Laws ot our Ob 
Creation we are oblig'd to adore him; and are mei 
permitted to love him too, at human Diſtance are 
Tis the Nature of Perfection to be attractive SO 
but the Excellency of the Obje& refines the Na- 
ture. of the Love. It ſtrikes an Impreflion of 
awful Reverence; 'tis indeed that Love which i tai 
more properly a Zeal than Paſſion. Tis the Rap 
ture which Anchorets find in Prayer, when 8 
Beam of the Divinity ſhines upon them; Tha 
which makes them deſpiſe all worldly Object 
and yet *tis all but Contemplation. They ary 
ſeldom viſited from above; but a ſingle Viſion ſq 
tranſports them, that it makes up the Happine! 
of their Lives. Mortality cannot bear it often 


The Epiſile Dedicatory. 


It finds them in the Eagerneſs and Height of their 
Devotion, they are ſpeechleſs for the Time that 
it continues, and proſtrate and dead when it de- 
parts. That Ecſtaſie had need be ſtrong, which 
without any End, but that of Admiration, has 
Power enough to deſtroy all other Paſſions. You - 
render Mankind inſenfible to other Beauties; and 
have deſtroy'd the Empire of Love, in a Court 
which was the Seat of his Dominion. You have 
ſubverted (may I dare to accuſe you of it) even 
our Fundamental Laws; and Reign abſolute o- 
ver the Hearts of a ſtubborn and free-born Peo- 
ple, tenacious almoſt to Madneſs of their Liberty. 
eßß The brighteſt and moſt victorious of our Ladies 
make daily Complaints of revolted Subjects: If 
they may be ſaid to be revolted, whoſe Servitude 
is not accepted: For your Royal Highneſs is too 
Great, and too Juſt a Monarch, either to want 
or to receive the Homage of Rebellious Fugi- 
tives. Vet if ſome few among the Multitude 
continue ſtedfaſt to their firſt Pretenſions, *tis an 
Obedience ſo luke-warm and languiſhing, that it 
merits not the Name of Paſſion: Their Addreſſes 
Jare ſo faint, and their Vows ſo hollow to their 
Sovereigns, that they ſeem only to maintain their 
Faith, out of a Senſe of Honour: They are a- 
Wſham'd to deſiſt, and yet grow Careleſs to ob- 
tain. Like deſpairing Combatants, they ſtrive a- 


url 


Lap ainſt you as if they had beheld unveil'd the 
n Magical Shield of your Arioſto, which dazled the 
[ halWBcholders with too much brightneſs : They can 


edo longer hold up their Arms, they have read 
4 heir Deſtiny in your Eyes. N 

incl lende lo Scudo a guiſa di Piropo; 

my Luce altra non & tanto lucente: 


Cader 


The Epiſtle Dedicatory; 
Cater in terra a lo ſplendor fu d' vopo, hh 
Con gli occhi abbacinati, e ſenza mente. 


And yet, Madam, if I could find in my ſelf the- 
Power to leave this Argument of your incompa- 
table Beauty, I might turn to one which would 
equally oppreſs me with its Greatneſs. For your 
Conjugal Virtues. have deſerv'd to be ſet as an 
Example, to a leſs-degenerate, leſs-tainted Age. 
They approach fo. near to Singularity in ours, 
4 that I, can ſcarcely make a Panegyric to your 
\ Royal Highneſs, without a Satyr on many others : 
f But your Perſon is a Paradiſe, and your Soul a 
Cherubin within to guard it. H the Excellence of 
the Outſide invite the Beholders, the Majeſty of 
your Mind deters them from too bold Ap- 
10 proaches; and turns. their Admiration into Reli-. 
Uh)... gion., Moral Perfections are rais'd higher by 
N Jou in the ſofter Sex: As if Men: were of too 
208 coarſe 4 Mould for Heaven to werk on, and 
that the Image of Divinity could not be caſt to |} 
likeneſs in ſo.harth a Metal. Your Perſon is fo 
admirable, that. it can ſcarce receive Addition, | 
when it ſhall, be glorify'd : And your Soul, which | 
ſhines thorough it, finds it of a Subſtance ſo near 
ber own, that ſhe. Will be pleas'd to paſs an Age 
Bi within it, and to be-confin'd to ſuch a Palace, | 
I I know not. how: L am hurried. back to my | 
WA former Theme: I ought, and purpos'd to have | 
ih celebrated thoſe Endowments and Qualities of | 
f your Mind, which were ſufficient, even without 
ilk the Graces of your Perſon, to render you, as you | 
Bk are, the Ornament of the Court, and the Object 
| of Wonder to Three Kingdoms: But all my 
Praiſes are but as a Bull-ruſh caſt upon a Stream; 
I they fink not, tis becauſe they are born up ” 9 
5 . ; [ 16: 
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The Epiſtle Dedicatory. 2 
the Strength of the Current, which ſupports their 
Lightneſs; but they are carry'd round again, and 
return on the Eddy where they firſt began. I can 
proceed no farther than your Beauty: And even. 
on that too, I have ſaid. ſo little, confidering the 
Greatneſs of the Subje that, like him wo 
would lodge a Bowl upon a Precipice, either. 
my Praiſe falls back, by the Weakneſs of the De- 
livery, or ſtays not on the Top, but rowls over, 
and is loſt on the other. Side, I: intended this a. 
Dedication, but how can I. conſider what belongs 
to my ſelf, when I. have been ſo long contempla- 
ting on you! Be pleas'd then, Madam, to receive 
this Poem, without Intitling ſo. much Excellen- 
cy as yours, to the Faults and Iimperfections of 
ſo mean a Writer: And inſtead of being favou- 
rable to the Piece, which Merits nothing, for- 
give the Preſumption of the Author; who is, with 

all poſſible Veneration, pl | 


War ROYAL HIGHNESS3 


Moſt Obedient, moſt Humble, 


Yi moſt Devoted Servant, 
ef | — 
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To Mr. DRYDEN, on his Po Er 
Wo of PARADISE. 


Orgive me, awful Poet, if a Muſe, | 
Whom artleſs Nature did for Plainneſs chuſe, 
In looſe Attire preſents her humble Thought, 
o this beſt Poems, that you ever wrought. 
his faireft Labour of your teeming Brain 
I wou'd embrace, but not with Flatt ry ſtam; 
Something I wou d to your vaſt Virtue raiſe, 
17 But ſcorn to dawb it with a fulſoine Praiſe ; 
7 That wou d but blot the Work I wou'd commend, 
3 And ſhew a Court-Admirer, not a Friend. 


* To the dead Bard, your Fame a little owes, 

Fil; For Milton did the wealchy Mine diſcloſe, ; 

1 And my caſt what you cou'd well diſpoſe : ; 
4 He roughly drew, on an old faſhion'd Ground, 


A Chaos, for no perfect World was found, 

Till through the Heap, your mighty Genius ſhin'd; 
He was the Golden Ore which you refin d. 

He firſt beheld the Beauteous ruſtic Maid, 

And to a Place of Strength the Prize convey ; 

Tous teok her thence : Ib Court this Virgin brought, 8 


„„ 
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Dreſt her with Gemms, new weav'd her hard-ſpun Thought, 
And ſofteſt Language, ſweeteſt Manners taught: 
Till from a Comet ſhe a Star did riſe, 

Not to affright, but pleaſe our wondring Eyes. 
W Betwixt ye both is fram'd a nobler Piece, 
fl Than ere was drawn in Italy or Greece. 
1. Thou from his Source of Thoughts ex'n Souls doſt bring, 
As ſmiling Gods, from fullen Saturn ſpring. 

When Nizht's dull Mask the Face of Heav'n does wear, 
Tis doubtful Light, but here and there a Star, 

Which ſerves the dreadful Shadows to diſplay, 

That vaniſh at the riſing of the Day; | 


* 
* 


* 


But then bright Robes the Meadows all adory, © 
And the World 15 50 it boy newly born. | 
So when your Senſe his myſtick Reaſon clear d, 

The niche Scene all Jay Ws. 

New Light leapt up, and a new Glam ſinil d, 
And all throughout was mighty, all was mild. 
Before this Palace which thy Wit did build, 
Which various Fancy did ſo gawdy gild, 

And Fudgment has with ſolid Riches fill d, 

My humbler Muſe begs ſhe may Centry 8 
Among ſt the reſt that guard this Eden Land. 

But there's no need, for ev'n thy Foes conſpire . -- 
Thy Praiſe, and hating thee, thy Work admire. 
On then, O mightieſt of th' inſpired Men, 

| Monarch of Verſe; new Theams employ thy Pen. 

The Troubles of Majeſtick CHARLES ſet down, 

Not David vanquiſh'd more to reach a Crown: 

Praiſe him, as Cowley id that Hebrew King, 
Theam's as great, do thou as greatly ſig. 

Then thou mayſt boldly to his Favour riſe, 

Look down, and the baſe Serpent's hiſs deſpiſe, 

From thund ring Envy ſafe in Lawrel ſit, 6 


While clam rous Criticks their vile Heads ſubmit, 
Condemn d for Treaſon at the Bar of Wit. 
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The AUT HO R's 


APO LO6Y 


For Heroick Poetry, and Poetick 


Licence. 


„0 ſatisſie the Curioſity of thoſe who will 
82 give themſelves the onble of reading the 
enſuing Poem, I think my ſelf oblig d to 
render them a Reaſon, why I publiſh an 
Opera which was never acted. In the firſt 


which I acknowledg'd in the Epiſtle, I was deſirous to 
lay at the Feet of ſo Beautiful and Excellent a Princeſs, a 
Work which I confeſs was unworthy her, but which I 
hope ſhe will have the Goodneſs to forgive. I was alſo 
induc'd to it in my own Defence: Many hundred Copies 


of it being diſpers d abroad without my. Knowledge or 


Conſent: So that every one gathering new Faults, it be- 


came at length a Libel againſt me; and I ſaw, with 
ſome Diſdain, more Nonſenſe than either I, or as bad a 


Poet, could have cram'd into it, at a Month's warning, 


in which time *twas wholly Written, and not fince Re- 


vis d. After. this, I. cannot without Injury to the deceas'd 


2 wy 


=). place I ſhall not be aſham'd to own, that 
— my chiefeſt Motive wae, the Ambition 
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"PEP ECP: 
Author of Paradiſe Loſt, but acknowledge that this poem 
has receiv'd its entire Foundation, 51 of the Deſign, 
and many of the Ornaments, from him. What I have 
borrow'd;. will be ſo eaſily diſcern d from my mean Pro- 
ductions, that J ſhall not need to point the Reader to the 
places: And, truly, I ſhould be ſorry, for my own fake, 
that any one ſhould take the Pains to compare them to- 
gether: The Original being undoubtedly, one of the 
greateſt, moſt noble, and moſt ſublime Poems, which 

either this Age or Nation has produc'd. And though I 
could not. refuſe the Partiality of my Friend, who is. 
pleaſed to commend me in his Verſes, I hope they will 
rather Le eſteem'd the Effect of his Love to me, than of 
his deliberate and ſober Judgment. His Genius is able to 
make beautiful what he pleaſes: Yet, as he has been too 

favourable to me, I doubt not but he will hear of his 

WKindneſs from many of our Contemporaries. For, we 

re fallen into an Age of illiterate, cenſorious, and detract- 

ng People, who thus qualified, ſet up for Criticks. 


In the firſt place J muſt take leave to tell them, that 
hey wholly miſtake the Nature of Criticiſm, who think 
ts Buſineſs is principally to find Fault, Criticiſm, as it 
was firſt inſtituted by Ariſtotle, was meant a Standard of 
udgirg well. The chiefeſt part of which is, to obſerve 
noſe Excellencies which ſhould delight a reaſonable Rea- 
er. If the Deſign, the Conduct, the Thoughts, and the 
xpreſſions of a Poem, be generally ſuch as proceed from 
true Genius of Poetry, the Critick ought to paſs his 
dgment in favour of the Author. *Tis malicious and 
nmanly to {narkat the little lapſes of a Pen, from which 
gil himſelf ſtands not exempted. Horace acknowledges 
at honeſt Homer nodds ſometimes: He is not e : 


ually a- 
ake in every Line: But he leaves it alſo as a ſtandiog 
eaſure for our Judgments, IN 


, Ui plura nitent in Carmine, paucis. 
Offendi maculis, quas aut incuria fudit, 


A bumana parum cavit Natura. 


WE 


PREFACE. 
And Longinus, who was undoubtedly, after Arifotle, the 
greateſt Critick amongſt the Greeks, in his twenty ſe- 
venth Chapter ge“ dus, has judiciouſly preferr'd the 
ſublime Genius that ſometimes errs, to the middling or 
indifferent one which makes few Faults, but ſeldom or 
never riſes to any Excellence. He compares the firſt to a 
Man of large Poſſeſſions, who has not leiſure to conſider 
of every ſlight Expence, will not debaſe himſelf to the 
management of every Trifle: Particular Sums are not 
kid out or ſpar'd to the greateſt Advantage in his Oeco- | 
nomy : But are ſometimes ſuffer'd to run to waſte, while 
he is only careful of the Main. On the other fide, he 
likens the Mediocrity of Wit, to one of a mean Fortune, 
who manages his Store with extream Frugality, or ra- 
ther Parſimony: But who with fear of running into Pro- 
fuſeneſs, never arrives to the magnificence of Living. This 
Kind of Genius writes, indeed, correctly. A wary Man 
he is in Grammar; very nice as to Solcciſm or Barbariſm, | 
judges to a Hair of little Decencies, knows better than 
any Man what is not to be written: And never hazards 
himſelf fo far as to fall: But plods on deliberately, and, as 
a grave Man ought, is ſure to put his Staff before him: 
in ſhort, he ſets his Heart upon it; and with wonderful | | 
Care makes his Buſineſs ſure: That is, in plain Engliſh, | 
neither to be blam'd, nor prais'd I could, ſays my 
Author, find out ſome Blemiſhes in Homer: And am per- 
haps, as naturally inclin'd to be diſguſted at a Fault as 2. 
nother Man: But, after all, to ſpeak impartially, his Fail- | 
ings are ſuch, as are only Marks of Human Frailty: They 
are little Miſtakes, or rather Negligences, which have e- 
ſcap'd his Pen in the fervor of his Writing; the Sublimi- 
Fi of his Spirit carries it with me againſt his Careleſneſs; iſ 
nd though Apollonius his Argonautes, and Theocritus his 
Erdullia, are more free from Errors, there is not any Man 
of ſo falſe a Judgment, who would chuſe rather to have 
been Apollonius or Theocritus, than Homer. | 


"Tis worth our Conſideration, a little to examine how L 
much theſe Hypercriticks of Engliſh Poetry, differ from the 
B | | Opinion 


PREFACE, 


Anion of the Greek and Latin Judges of Antiquity? 
. Italians and Freneh who Ea them; 
1. indeed, from the general Taſte and Approbation of 
Ages. Heroick Poetry, which they contemn, has ever 
en eſteem'd, and ever will be, the greateſt Work of 
man Nature: In that Rank his Ariſtotle plac'd it, and 
Wc is ſo full of the like Expreſſions, that he abun · 
iy confirms the others Teſtimony. Horace as plainly 
oers his Opinion, and particularly Praiſes Homer in 
eſe Verſes. , 15 | | 


77 0jani Belli Scriptorem, Maxime Lolli, 

bam tu declamas Roma, Praneſte relegi: 

= Qui quid ſit pulchrum, quid turpe, quid utile, quid non, 
Plenius ac melius Chryſippo & Crantore dicit. 


L 6 nd in another Place wy wn excluding himſelf from 
„e Number of Poets, becauſe he only writ Odes and 
1 Wtyrs, he tells you a Poet is ſuch an one, | 
114 | = 

SHE wn Cc mens Divinior, atque os 


Magna ſonaturum. 


uotations are ſuperfluous in an eftabliſh'd Truth. O- 
erwiſe I could reckon up amongſt the Moderns, all 
e Italian Commentators on Ariſtotle's Book of Poetry; 
d amongſt the French, the greateſt of this Age, Boi- 
zu and Rapin: The latter of which is alone ſufficient, - 


ere all other Criticks loſt, to teach anew the Rules 
c- Writing. Any Man who will ſeriouſly conſider the 


Mature of an 53 Poem, how it agrees with that 
Petry in general, which is to Inſtruct and to Delight; 
his bat Actions it deſcribes, and what Perſons they are 

iefly whom it informs, will find it a Work which 
deed is full of difficulty in the Attempt, but admirable 
en tis well performed. I write not this with the 
| Intention to underyalue the other Parts of Poetry: 
ow gy Comedy is both excellently Inſtructive, and ex- 
ny Pleaſant: Satyr laſhes Vice into Reformation, 
_ }. : an 


8 Dealer, whom I am proud to call my Friend, has oblig'd p ! 


„FCC ͤ _- 
and Humor repreſents Folly, ſo as to render it ridicu- 
lous. Many of our preſent Writers are eminent in both nd 
theſe kinds; and particularly the Author of the Plain 


all honeſt and virtuous Men, by one of, the moſt bold, Nor. 
. moſt general, and moſt uſeful Satyrs which has ever on 
been preſented on the Engliſh Theatre. I do not diſpute Wy i 
the eee of Tragedy; let every Man enjoy his 

Tafte: But tis unjuſt, that uy who have not the, leaſt Imi 
Notion of Heroick Writing, ſhould therefore condemn Have 
the Pleaſure which others receive from it, becauſe they ihe 1 
cannot comprehend it. Let them pleaſe their Appetite: ¶uſt 
in eating what they like: But let them not force their iter 
Diff on all the Table. They who would Combat gene- 
ral Authority with particular Opinion, muſt firſt Eſta- Mie! 
bliſh. themſelves a Reputation of Underſtanding better 
than other Men.- Are all the Flights of Heroick rat: A 
to be concluded Bombaſt, Unnatural, and meer Madneſs, 
becauſe they are not affected with their Excellencies¶ em 
Tis juſt as reaſonable as to conclude there is no Day, Miss 
becauſe a blind Man cannot diſtinguiſn of Light and Co- Me ! 
jours. Ought they not rather, in Modeſty, to doubt offing 
their own. Judgments, when they think this or that Ex- Mie ce 
preſſion in Homer, Virgil, Taſſo, or Milton's Paradiſe, to be s d. 
too far ſtrain'd, than poſitively to conclude, that tis ali run 
Fuſtian, and meer Nonſenſe? Tis true, there are Limit Na 
to, be ſet betwixt the Boldneſs and Raſhneſs of a Poet; em. 
but he muſt underſtand thoſe Limits who pretends toren 
Judge, as well as he who undertakes to write: And he 
who has no liking to the whole, ought in reaſon to be 
excluded from cenſuring of the Parts. He muſt be ing 
Lawyer before he mounts the Tribunal: And the Judi n « 
cature of one Court too, does not qualifſe a Man to pre ¶ het. 
fide in another. He may be an excellent Pleader in th any 
Chancery, who is not fit to Rule the Common Pleas. Bull 
Iwill preſume for once to tell them, that the boldeſſ 
Strokes of Poetry, when they are manag'd Artfully, ar 
taole which moſt Delight the Reader, 4 


* 
. *. 1 
"WH 
« Ml. 35 
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Age, have made frequent uſe of the hardeſt Metaphors, 
nd of the ſtrongeſt Hyperbeles: And in this caſe the 


— wh — © 4 


> have pleas'd, and through all A muſt bear the 
orce of univerſal Tradition. And if you would appeal 


— 
Wy 


> CD 3 « 


oſe Authors; and ſecondly, againſt all thoſe who have 


ave pleas'd, which has pleas'd the moſt Learn'd, and 
he moſt Judicious: And to be thought knowing, you 
uſt firſt put the Fool * all Mankind. If you can 
ter more deeply, than they have done, into the Cauſes 


— SZ Fo oa 


c 5 
Em 


he Field is open, you may be heard: But thoſe Springs 
human Nature are not ſo eaſily diſcover d by every ſũ- 
WErficial Judge: It requires Philoſophy as well as Poetry, 


demſelyes, and how they are to be provok'd: And in 
dis Science the beſt Poets have excell'd. iſtotle rais'd 
ze Fabrick of his Poetry, from obſervation of thoſe 
ings, in which Euripides, Sephocles, and ſchylus pleas'd: 


rung the Tropes and Figures, for which they wanted 


udy her; as well as Ariſtotle and Horace her Interpre- 
s. But then this alſo undeniably follows, that thoſe 


re-Whetorick made an Art: Therefore the Names of ſo 
the any Tropes and Figures were invented: Becauſe it 
Bulls obſerv'd they had ſuch and ſuch an Effect upon the 
JdelWdience. Therefore Catachreſes and Hyperboles have 


a end their Place amongſt them; not that they were to 
__ 014%} but to be us d Judiciouſiy, and Plac d in Poe- 


ae 


— 


ir; 


' Virgil and Horace, the ſevereſt Writers of the ſevereſt 
ſt Authority is the beſt Argument. For generally to 


om thence to right Reaſon, you will gain no more 
it in effect, than firſt, to ſet up your Reaſon againſt 


mird them. You muſt prove why that ought not to 


1d Reſorts of that which moves Pleaſure in a Reader, 


d ſound the Depth of all the Paſſions; what they are in 


e conſider d how they rais'd the Paſſions, and thence 
as drawn Rules for our Imitation. From hence have 


Name, who firſt practisd them, and ſucceeded in 
dem. Thus I grant you, that the Knowledge of Na- 
Ire was the Original Rule; and that all Poets ought to 


: i 


e Wings which delight all Ages, muſt have been an Imita- 
pn of Nature; which is all I contend, Therefore is 


f ſpeaking of Leander in his Georgicks, 


h PREFACE. 
try, as heightnings and ſhadows are in Painting, 
make the Figure bolder, and cauſe it to ſtand off t 


Hght. 


Nec retia Cervis | | 
Ulla. dolum meditantur ; ſays Virgil in his Eclogues: Ant 


Caca note natat ſerus freta, quem ſuper, mgens 
Porta tonat Cali, & ſcopulis illiſa reclamant 
Agquora: | 1 ee 


In both of theſe you ſee he fears not to give Voi 


5 4 


and Thought to things inanimate. h 
Will you arraign your Maſter Horace, for his Hardne 
of Expreſſion, when he deſcribes the Death of Cleoparnl 
and ſays ſhe did Aſperos tractare ſerpentes, ut atrum cori 
combiberet venenum? becauſe the Body in that Actio 
performs what is proper to the Mouth? | 


As for Hyperboles, I will neither quote Lacan, rm 
Statins, Men of an unbounded Imagination, but wi 
often wanted the Poyze of Judgment. The Divine J. 
gil was not liable to that Exception; and yet he deſcrii av 
Folyphemus thus: 


Graditurque per æquor 5 5 E 
Jam medium; nec dum fluctus latera ardua tingit. P 


In Imitation of this Place, our admirable Gopley ue 
paints Goliah, 1 9 | 


The Valley, now, this Monſter ſeem'd to fill; 
And we, methought, look'd up to him from our Hill. 


Where the two Words ſeer'd, and methought, il 
mollify'd the Figure: And yet if they had nat been thy 
the fright of the Iſraelites might have excusd their bi 
of the Giants Stature. | 


PREFACE. 


In the 8th of the Zneids, Virgil paints the Swiftneſt 
pf Camilla thus: | 


Ila vel intacta ſegetis per ſumma volaret 
Gramina, nec teneras curſu leſifſet ariſtas 
Vel Mare per medium, fluctu ſuſpenſa tumenti, 


Ani 
Ferret iter, celeres nec tingeret æquore plantas. 


mage, without being cozen'd by the Fiction. 


Yet even in Hiſtory, Longinus quotes Herodotus on this 
xccalion of Hyperboles, The Lacedemonians, ſays he, at 


aſt Extremity : And when their Arms fail'd them, fought 

out with their Nails and Teeth : Till at length, (the 
erſians ſhooting continually upon them) they lay buried 
nder the Arrows of their Enemies. It is not reaſona- 
le, (continues the Critick) to believe that Men could de- 
end themſelves with their Nails and Teeth from an 
rm'd Multitude: nor that they lay buried under a Pile 


f Darts and Arrows; and yet there wants not Probabi- 
e ty for the Figure: Becauſe the Hyperbole ſeems not to 


jave been made for the ſake of the Deſcription ; but ra- 


er to have been produc'd from the Occaſion, 


Tis true, the boldneſs of the Figures is to be hidden, 
ometimes by the Addreſs of the Poet; that they may 
ork their Effect upon the Mind, without diſcovering 
he Art which caus'd it. And therefore they are princi- 
Wally to be us'd in Paſſion; when we ſpeak more warm- 
and with more precipitation than at other times: For 
en, Si vis me flere, dolendum eſt primum ipſi tibi; the 
oet muſt put on the Paſſion he endeavours to repreſent: 
Man in ſuch an Occaſion is not cool enough, either ta 
h aſon rightly, or to talk calmly. Aggravations are then 
he beta, or a diſorder d Connection of Diſcourſe, are 

| | _ : graceful 


You are not oblig'd, as in Hiſtory, to a literal Belief 
pf what the Poet ſays; but you are pleasd with the 


ie Straights of Thermepyle, defended themſelves to the 


their proper Places, Interrogations, Exclamations, Hy- 


PREFACE. 

aceful there, becauſe they are natural. The Sum of al 
epends on what before I hinted, that this Boldneſs of fir 
Expreſſion is not to be blam'd, if it be manag'd by the no. 
Coolneſs and Diſcretion, which is neceſſary to a Poet. WM” , 
5 or 

Vet before I leave this Subject, I cannot but take no. 
; tice how diſ- ingenuous our Adverſaries appear: All tha 8 * 
is dull, infipid, languiſhing and without Sinews in a Poem, "$$ 
they call an Imitation of Nature: They only offend our 
moſt equitable Judges, who think bond! them; and 
Hvely Images and Elocution, are never to be forgiven, il 


* 


1173 


22 


What Fuſtian, as they call it, have T heard theſe Gen- lere 
tlemen find out in Mr. Cowley's Oles? 1 acknowledge my Wi] 
ſelf unworthy to defend ſo excellent an Author, neither 
have I room to do it here; only in general J will ſay, 


that nothing can appear more beautiful to me, than the T1D3 
ſtrength of thoſe Images which they condemn. a” - b 
| he 


he 


Imaging is, in it ſelf, the very heighth and life of Poe. . 
try. Tis, as Longinus deſcribes it, a Diſcourſe, which, by 1 Fl 
a kind of Enthuſiaſm, or extraordinary Emotion of the“ 
Soul, makes it ſeem to us, that we behold thoſe things] Sub 
which the Poet paints, ſo as to be pleas d with them, and F. 
to admire them. | 170 

If Poetry be Imitation, that part of it muſt needs be 
beſt, which deſcribes moſt lively our Actions and Paſ . 171 
fions ; our Virtues and our Vices; our Follies and our * 
Humours: For neither is Comedy without its part of ll . 
Imaging: And they who do it beſt, are certainly the 
moſt excellent in their Kind. This is too plainly prov'di 
to be deny'd: But how are Poetical Fictions, how are 
Hippocentaures and Chimæras, or how are Angels and 
immaterial Subſtances to be imag'd ? Which ſome of 
them are things quite out of Nature: Others, ſuch where. 
of we can have no Notion? This is the laſt Refuge of iſ 
our Adverſaries; and more than any of them have yet 


had the Wit to object againſt us. The Anſwer is cafic to 


5 


* 


7 
the 3 
i 
* * 1 
bs. 


1 part of it. The Fiction of ſome: Beings which 
not in Nature, (ſecond Notions, as the Logicians call 


ures, which have a real ſeparate Being. So Hippocen- 
e were imaged, by joining the Natures of a Man 
"WY Horſe together; as Lucretius tells us, who has us“ 


7 Word Image oftner than any of the Poets. 
TW. 
| q 1 2 * : „ : 
n vz cert? ex vivo, Centauri non ſit Imago, 
n fit qroniam talis natura animes : 
in ubi equi atque hominis, caſu, convenit imago, | 
„eit facile eætemplo, Ke. 8 8 
17 8 


he ſame reaſon may allo be alledg'd for Chimæra's and 
ct. And Poets may be allovr the like liberty, for 
WE: ibing things which really exiſt not, if they are found- 
n popular Belief; Of this Nature are Fairies, Pigmies, 

Ithe Extraordinary Effects of Magick: For *tis {till an 
ation, though of other Mens Fancies: And thus are 


e e Wee bi 
eſßear's Tempeſt, his Midſummer Nights Dream, and Ben 


Subſtances we are authoriz d by Scripture in their 
ription: And herein the Text accommodates it {elf 
lear Apprehenſion, in giving Angels the Likeneſs of 
iful young Men. Thus, after the Pagan Divinity, 
Homer drawn his Gods with human Faces: And thus 
have Notions of things above us, by deſcribing 
d like other Beings more within our Knowledge. 


guy 

Fo ii I could produce any one Example of excellent 
„ine in all this Poem: Perhaps I cannot: But that 
are! h comes neareſt it, is in theſe four Lines, which have 
and ſufniciently canvas d by my well- natur'd Cenſors. 
of 


aph and Cherub, careleſs of their Charge, 
| wanton, in fall eaſe now live at lars e: 
guarded leave the Pajes of the Sky, 

all diſſolv d in Halieluſalis lie. 


tue . 1 
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m) has been founded on the Conjunction of two 


oss nlaſdue of Wirches to be defended. For immate- 


Mtn tes erect oy 
— — 
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| PREFACE. | 
I have heard (ſays one of them) of Anchovies diſſolvd] 


in Sauce; but never of an Angel in Hallelujahs. A mighty 
Wittyciſm, (if you will pardon a new Word !) but there = ! 
is ſome difference between a Laugher and a Critick. He 
might have Burleſqu d Virgil too, from whom I took the 
Image. Invadunt urbem, ſomno vinoque ſopultam. A City's 0 ; 
being buried is juſt as proper on Occaſion, as an Angel's | b 
being diſſolv'd in Eaſe, and Songs of Triumph. Mr. Cov- | 
ley lies as open too in many places.  Þ 
Where their vaſt Courts the Mother Waters keep, &c. ; 
For if the maſs of Waters be the Mothers, then their Daugh- 1 p 
ters, the little Streams, are bound in all good Manners, | 
to make Court'ſie to them, and ask them Bleſſing. How 5 
eaſie tis to turn into ridicule the beſt Deſcriptions, when 
once a Man is in the Humour of laughing, till he whee:c: 
at his own dull Jeſt! but an Image which is ſtrongly and c 
beautifully ſet before the Eyes of the Reader, will {till be 3 | 
Poetry, when the merry fit is over; and laſt when the 
other is forgotten. =_ 
I promis'd to ſay ſomewhat of Poetick Licence, but haye 1 
in part anticipated my Diſcourſe already. Poetick Licend 
J take to be the Liberty, which Poets have aſſum'd u 
themſelves in all Ages, of ſpeaking things in Verſe, whicill 2 
are beyond the ſeverity of Proſe. Tis that particulai® : 
Character, which diſtinguiſhes and ſets the Bounds be, Na 
twixt Oratio ſoluta, and Poetry. This, as to what regard «1 
the Thought, or Imagination of a Poet, conſiſts in Fi. n 
on: But then thoſe Thoughts muſt be expreſsd ; ad +; 
here ariſe two other Branches of it: For if this Licen it * 
be included in a ſingle Word, it admits of Tropes: 1% - 
in a Sentence or Propoſition, of Figures: Both which 2 f x; 
of a much laiger extent, and more forcibly to be us'd il 1; 
Verſe than P:ofe. This is that Birth-right which is d 7 
riv'd to us from our great Forefathers, even from Home b 
down to Ben. and they who would deny it to us, ha f f 
in plain Terms, the Fox's quarrel to the Grapes; th . k 
cannot reach it. | = 
1 5 Fiel 


* 


PREFACE. 


How far theſe Liberties are to be extended, I will not 
preſume to determine here, fince Horace does not. But 
it is certain that they are to be varied, according to the 
Language and Age in which an Author writes. That 
which would be allow'd to a Grecian Poet, Martial tells 
you, would not be ſuffer'd in a Roman. And tis evident 
that the Engliſh does more nearly follow the ſtrictneſs of 
the latter, than the freedoms of the former. Connection 
of Epithets, or the Conjunction of two Words in one, 
are frequent and elegant in the Greek, which yet Sir Phi- 
lip Sidney, and the Tranſlator of Du Bartas, have unlucki- 
ly attempted in the Engliſh; though this I confeſs, is not 
ſo proper an Inſtance of Poetick Licence, as it is of variety 
of llliom in Languages. 


1 
n Horace a little explains himſelf on this Subject of L- 
x = cenia Poetica; in theſe Verſes, | | 
nd | 
be I hs Pictoribus atque Poetis 
e ZR audendi, ſemper fuit aqua poteſtas: 

1 Sed non, ut placidis coeant immitia, non ut 
1 73 Serpentes avibus geminentur, Tygribus Hœdi. 
1 He would have a Poem of a Piece: Not to begin with 
one thing and end with another: He reſtrains it ſo far, 
ich that Thoughts of an unlike Nature, ought not to be join- 
1 ed together: 'That were indeed to make a Chaos. He 
be tax'd not Homer, nor the Divine Virgil, for intereſtin 
e their Gods in the Wars of Troy and 7taly; neither, had he 
ci now liv'd, would he have tax'd Milton, as our falſe Cris 
an ticks have preſum'd to do, for his Choice of a ſuperna- 
e tural Argument: But he would have blamed my Author, 
K who was a Chriſtian, had he introduc'd into his Poem 
a Heathen Deities, as Taſſo is condemn'd by Nupin on the 
de like Occaſion: And as Camoens, the Author of the Lu- 
de ſiads, ought to be cenſur'd by all his Readers, when he 
07M brings in Bacchus and Chriſt into the ſame Adventure of his 
ol Fable. From that which has been faid, it may be col- 


F &&cd, that the definition of Wit (which has been fo often 
0 Ba attempted) 
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attempted, and ever un ſucceſsfully by many Poets, ) is 
only this: That it 1s a Propriety of Tho 

or in other Terms, Thoughts and Words, elegantly adapt- 
ed to the Subject. If our Criticks will join iſſue on this 
Definition, that we may convenire in aliquo tertio; if they 


ughts and Words; 


will take it as a granted Principle, *twill be eaſie to put 
an end to this Diſpute: No Man will diſagree from ano- 
ther's Judgement, concerning the dignity of Style, in 
Heroick Poetry: But alt reaſonable Men will conclude it 


neceſſary, that ſublime Subjects ought to be adorn'd with 
the ſublimeſt, and (conſequently often) with the moſt figu- 
rative Expreſſions. In the mean time I will not run into 
their Fault of impoſing my. Opinions on other Men, any 
more than I would my Writings on their Taſte: I have 


only laid down, and that ſuperficially enough, my preſent 
Thoughts; and ſhall be glad to be taught better, by thoſe 


who pretend to reform our Poetry. 
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| THE 2 
State of Innocence, 
AND 


FALL of MAN. 


— 
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AG T 1 SCEME ER 


Tye firſt Scene repreſents a Chaos, or a conſus d᷑ Maſs of Mat- 
ter; the Stage is almoſt wholly dark: A Symphoiy of war- 
like Muſick is heard for ſome time; then from the Heavens, 
(which are open'd) fall the rebellious Angels wheeling in 
the Air, and ſeeming transfix'd with. Thunderbolts : The bot- 
tom of the Stage being open d, receives the Angels, who 
fall out of fight. Tunes of Victory are play d, and an Hymn 
ſung; Angels diſcover d above, brandiſhing their Swords; 
The Muſick ceaſing, and the Heavens being clos'd, the Scene 
ſhifts, and on à ſudden repreſents Hell: Part of the Scene 
is a Lake of Brimſtone or rowling Fire; the Earth of a 
buynt colour: The fall'n Angels appear on the Lake, lying 
proſtrate ; a Tune of Horror and Lamentation is heard, 


Lucifer raiſing himſelf on the Lake. 

LU ts, 0 
S this the Seat our Conqueror, has given? 
And this the Climate we muſt change for Heas 


ven? | a got; 
I)heſe Regions and this Realm my Wars have 
This mournful Empire is the Loſer's Lot: | 
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| * 30 The STATE of INNO EN CE, 
nn liquid Burnings, or on Dry to dwell, I 
| Ti * Is all the ſad Valery of Hell.” (OI 
* | | But ſee, the Victor has recalbd, from far, Wa 
Hlhb'avenging Storms, his Miniſters of War: Sle 
WY His Shafts are ſpent, and his tir d Thunders ſleep; Of 
Vor longer bellow thro! the boundleſs Deep. ; ro 
WE Belt take th* Occaſion, and theſe Waves forſake, Ni. 
$4 While time is givn. Ho, Aſmoday, awake, Yo 
| If thou art he: But ah! how chang'd from him, To 
= Companion of my Arms! how wan! how dim! 15 
Ho faded all thy Glories are! I ſee 8 
9144 My ſelf too well, and my own Change, jn thee. — 
1 ' Afroday. Prince cf the Thrones, who, in the Fields of 
7h Led'ſt forth th' imbattel'd Seraphim to fight, [Light, 
| 5 Who ſhook the Pow'r of Heavens eternal State, 8 
| Wy; Had broke it too, if not. upheld by Fate; | 
Wl But now thoſe Hopes are fled: Thus low we lie, | Fi 
mW Shut from his Day, and that contended Sky, 7 7 
ml And loſt, as far as heav'nly Forms can die; 
Vet, not all periſh'd: We defie him ſtill, 
if And yet wage War, with our unconquer'd Will. B 
1 La. e may return. " 
An, Already of thy Virtue ] partake, . 
WAR Erected by thy Voice. 1 
ji Tuacif. — — See on the Lake v 
bh Our Troops like ſcatter'd Leaves in Autumn lie: I 
| | Firſt let us raiſe our ſelyes, and ſeek the dry, P 
| Perhaps more eaſie dwelling. 3 
Wt An. — From the Beach 
aj Thy well-known Voice the ſleeping Gods will reach, 


i} Had quelbd, and Lightning deep had driv'n within 'em. 

1 Lucif. With Wings expanded wide, our ſelves we'llrear, 
iy And fly incumbent on the dusky Air: 

Hell, thy new Lord receive. 


> 


| | And wake th' immortal Senſe which Thunders Noiſe 
| 


Heaven cannot envy me an Empire here. 
| | [ Both fly to dry Land, 
Aſm. Thus far we have prevail'd; if that be Gain 
Which is but change of Place, not change of Pain. 
Now Jummon we the reſt. 3 
| 4 ; Lua 6 


and FALL of MAN. 31 

Larif. Dominions, Pow'rs, ye Chiefs of Heav'n's bright 

(Of Heav'n, once yours; but now, in Battel, loſt) [Hoſts 

Wake from your Slumber: Are your Beds of Down ? 

sleep you fo eaſie there? Or fear the Frown 

of him who threw you thence, and joys to ſee 

vour abject State confeſs his Victory? 

EX Riſe, riſe, ere from his Battlements he view 3 

vVour proſtrate Poſtures, and his Bolts renew, 

To ſtrike you deeper down, - | 
Aſm. ———————-They wake, they hear, 

Shake off their Slumber firſt, and next their Fear; 

And only for th' appointed Signal ſtay. | 
Lucif. Riſe from the Flood, and hither wing your way.) 
Moloch from the Lake.) Thine to command; our part 

tis to obey. - 3 RE Ts 
| [The reſt of the Devils 20 up, and fly to the Land. 
Lucif. So, now we are our ſelves again, an Hoſt 

Fit to tempt Fate, once more, for what we loſt. 

T' O'erleap th Etherial Fence, or if ſo high 

We cannot climb, to undermine his Sky, - 

And blow him up, who juſtly Rules us now, © 

Becauſe more ſtrong : Should he be forc'd to bow, 

The Right were ours again: Tis juſt to win 

The higheſt place; t attempt, and fail, is Sin. 
Mol. Chang d as we are, we're yet from Homage 

We have, by Hell, at leaſt, gain d Liberty: 

That's worth our Fall; thus low tho' we are driven, 

Better to rule in Hell, than ſerve in Heaven. 

Lucif. There ſpoke the better half of Lucifer ! 
Aſm. Tis fit in frequent Senate we confer, 

And then determine how to ſteer our Courſe; 

To wage new War by Fraud, or open Force. 

The Doom's now paſt; Submiſſion were in vain. 
Mol. And, were it not, ſuch Baſeneſs I diſdain. 

I would not ſtoop, to purchaſe all above; : "2 

And ſhould contemn a Pow'r whom Pray'r could move, 


* 


free; 


- 


As one unworthy to have conquer'd me. | 

Beelzebub. Moloch, in that, all are refolv'd like thee. 
The means are unpropos d; but tis not fit 1 
Our dark Divas in publick view ſhould ſit 


* 
o 
[ 
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Let this be done; and quick as twas expreft. 1 


Such hate of univerſal Monarchy;) 


And all diſſoly d in Hallelujahs lie. 


We feel the worſt, ſecur'd from greater Pain: 'F 
Perhaps we may provoke the conqu'ring Foc - 0 9 


That not to be, is not to be in Woe. 


32 De STATE of INNocrency, 
Or what we plot againſt the Thunderer, > 


Th' ignoble Crowd of vulgar Devils hear. to 

Luciſ. A golden Palace let be rais d on high; nni] 
To imitate? No, to out-ſhine the Sky! | Ne 
All Mines are ours, and Gold above the reſt; hen 


[4 Palace riſes, where ſit, as in Council, Lucifer, Aſmocay 
Moloch, Belial, Beelzebub and Sat han. - =. 

Moſt high and mighty Lords, who better fell an 

From Eeav'n, to riſe States-General of Hell, - 1 

Nor yet repent, tho” ruin'd and undone, 

Our upper Provinces already won, 

(Such Pride therc is in Souls created free, 


Speak, (for we therefore meet) 
If Peace you chuſe, your Suffrages declare; 
Or means propound, to carry on the War. 
Aol. My Sentence is for War; that open too: 
UnskilPd in Stratagems; plain Force I know : 
Trezties are vain to Loſers; nor would we, 
Should Heav'n grant Peace, ſubmit to Sovereignty, 
We can no caution give we will adore; | 
And he above is warn'd to truſt no more. 
What then remains but Battel? 

Sathan. J agree, | 
With this brave Vote; and if in Hell there be 
Ten more ſuch Spirits, Heav'n is our own again!: 
We venture nothing, and may all obtain, 
Yet who can hope 2 well, ſince ev'n Succeſs 
Makes Foes ſecure, and makes our Danger leſs, 
Seraph, and Cherub, careleis of their Charge, - 
And wanton, in full eaſe now live at large; 
Unguarded leave the Paſſes of the Sky, 


Mol. Grant that our hazardous attempt prove vain; 
To make us nothing; yet, ev'n then, we know 


« 


— 2 Be lial. 18 


2d FALL. of Man. 393 
Belial. That Knowledge which, as Spirits, we obtain, 
to be valu'd in the midſt of Pain: 

nnihilation were to loſe Heav'n more: 

Me are not quite exibd where thought can ſoar. 

nen ceaſe from Arms; 

Newpt him not farther to purſue his Blow; 

nd be content to bear thoſe Pains we know. 

what we had, we could not keep, much leſs 

n we regain what thoſe above poſſeſs. a 
Beelzebub, Heav'n ſleeps not; from one wink a Breach 
the full Circle of Eternity. [would be 
Jong Pains, with uſe of bearing, are half eas'd; | 
eav'n unprovok'd, at length may be appeas'd. 

War, we cannot ſcape our wretched Lot; 

Ind may, perhaps, not warring, be forgot. | | 
Aſm, Could we repent, or did not Heay'n well know 
ebellion once forgiv'n, would greater grow: 

8 ſhould, with Belial, chuſe ignoble Faſt : 

ut neither will the Conqueror give Peace, 
(or yet ſo loſt in this low State we are, 

Ns to deſpair of a well-manag'd War. 325 
(or need we tempt thoſe Heights which Angels Keep, 
ho fear no Force, or Ambuſh from che Deep. | 
What if we find ſome eaſier Enterprize? 

WT here is a Place, if ancient Prophecies 

And Fame in Heay'n not err, the bleſt Abode 

Df ſome new Race, calfd Man, a Demy-God, | 
Vhom, near this time, th Almighty muſt create; 

e {wore it, ſhook the Heav'ns, and made it Fate. 

= Lzacif. J heard it; thro' all Heav'n the Rumour ran, 
nd much the talk of this intended Man: 

f Form divine; but leſs in Excellence 

WT hin we; indu'd with Reaſon lodg'd in Senſe : 
he Soul pure Fire, like ours, of equal Force; 

But, pent in Fleſh, muſt iſſue by Diſcourſe : ; 
nc {ce what is; to Man Truth muſt be brought 
„ Senſe, and drawn by a long Chain of Thought: 
„ that faint Light, to will and underſtand; 
cor wade leſs knowing, he's at more command... 
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34 The STATE of Innocence, | 
Aſm. Tho Heav'n be ſhut, that World, if it be made, Mrhat 
As neareſt Heav'n, lies open to invade; = 
Man therefore muſt be known, his Strength, his State, L 
And by what Tenure he holds all of Fate. 4 
Him let us then ſeduce, or overthrow : 1 
The firſt is eaſieſt; and makes Heaw'n his Foe. nd 
Adviſe, if this Attempt be worth our. Care. 1 
Belial. Great is th Advantage, great the Hazards are. 
Some one (but who that Task dares undertake ?) 
Of this new Creature muſt Diſcovery make. 
Hell's Brazen Gates he firſt muſt break, then far .% 
Muft wander thro' old Night, and thro' the War ern 
Of antique Chaos; and, when theſe are paſt, 1 
Meet Heav'n's Out- guards who ſcout upon the Waſte: 
At every Station muſt be bid to ſtand, _ 
And forc'd to anſwer every ſtrict demand. 


Mol, This glorious Enterprize—— Ring u. 1 4 
Tucif 2 Raſh Ange) ſtay; 1 7 
. [Rijmng, and laying his Scepter on Moloch's Head. 


M That Palm is mine, which none ſhall take away. 

1 if Hot Braves, like thee, may fight; but know not well 
I 0o manage this, the laſt great Stake of Hell. 2 
Why am I rank'd in State above the reſt, a 
If while I ſtand of Sovereign Pow'r poſſeſt, 2 

Another dares, in Danger, farther go? / Is 

Kings are not made for Eaſe, and Pageant-ſhow. 

Who would be Conquerer, muſt yenture all; 4 

He merits not to Riſe, who dares not Fall. 1 

Amſ. The Praiſe, and Danger, then, be all your own. 
Lucif. On this Foundation I ere& my Throne: 5 

Thro' Brazen Gates, vaſt Chaos, and old Night, 

I'll force my Way; and upwards ſteer my Floht: 

Diſcover this new World, and newer Man; 

Make him my Foot-ſtep to mount Heav'n again: 

Then, in the Clemency of upward Air, 

We'll ſcour our Spots, and 1 © dire Thunders fear, 
wy. With all the Remnants of th unlucky War, 
WA And once again grow bright, and once again grow fair, 
Wy Aſm. Mean time the Youth of Hell ſtrict guard may 
$nd ſet their Centries to the utmoſt Deep, Leko 
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and FALL of Man. 35 
hat no Etherial Paraſite may come ya 
o ſpy our Ills, and tell glad Tales at home. 


Lucif. Before yon Brimſtone Lake thrice ebb and flow, 
Alas, that we muſt meaſure Time by Woe!) | 


dall return: (my Mind preſages well) £2 
And outward lead the Colonies of Hell. | 

XY our Care I much approve; what Time remains, 

ee to forget, at leaſt divert your Pains 

with Sports and Muſick, in te Vales and Fields, 
nd whate'cr Joy ſo {ad a Climate yields. 


Betwixt the firſt Act and the ſecond, while the Chiefs ſit in 
= he Palace, may be expreſſed the Sports of the Devils; as 
== Flights and dancing in Groteſque Figures: And à Song ex- 
preſſing the Change of their Condition; what they enjoy'd 
before, and how they fell bravely in Battle, having deſerv d 
ictory 6y their Valour, and what they would have done if 
they had conquer d. | nes 


1 * 2 
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SCENE A Champaign Country. 
Adam, as newly created, laid on a Bed of Moſs and Flowers 


: by a Rock. 
Y Adam. NI HAT am 1? or from whence? For that 1 
m_ _. am 5 N ̃)iſſeng. 
I know, becauſe I think; but whence I came, Fa 


or how this Frame of mine began to be, | 

= What other Being can diſcloſe to me? | 

I move, I ſee, I {peak, diſcourſe, and know, 

Though now I am; I was not always ſo. . 

Then that from which I was,-muſt be before; 

Whom, as my Spring of Being, I adore, Z 

Ho full of Ornament is all I view © © 

In all its Parts! and ſeems as beautiful as new: E 
— 5 CL : 2 . © 
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36 The STATE of [INNocencr, 


Had made no Creature for himſelf to love. 


O goodly order d Work! O Pow'r Divine, + | add I 
Of thee I am, and what I am is thine! 7 t to 
Raphael deſcends to Adam in a Cloud. | Mc wc 


Raphael. Firſt of Mankind, made o'er the World to reign, t pe 
Whoſe fruitful Loins an unborn Kind contain, 
Well haſt thou reaſon'd : Of himſelf is none 
But that Eternal Infinite, and One, | 
Who never did begin, who ne'er can end; 
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On Him all Beings, as their Source, depend. 4A. 
We firſt, whe of his Image moſt partake, A 
Whom He all Spirit, Immortal, Pure did make. TT 
Man next; whoſe Race exalted, muſt ſupply oe 
The Place of thoſe who, falling, loſt the Sky. hot! 
Adam. Bright Miniſter of Heav'n, ſent here below Ra 
To me, who but begin to- think and know; v. 
If ſuch could fall from Bliſs, who knew and ſaw, n E 
By ncar Admiſſion, their Creator's Law, | ort 
What Hopes have I, from Heav'n remote ſo far, 3 hy 
To keep thoſe Laws, unknowing when LI err? nd 
Raphael. Right Reaſon's Law to every human les 4 ho! 
Th Eternal, as his Image, will impart: Ind 
This teaches to adore Heaven's Majeſty; 4 
In Pray'r and Praiſe does all Devotion lye: | BY 
So doing, thou and all thy Race are bleſt. = 
Adam. Of every creeping thing, of Bird, and Beaft,. ha. 
T {ee the Kinds: In Pairs diſtinct they go; - Not 
The Males their Loves, their Lovers Females know. Df 1 


Thou nam'dſt a Race which muſt proceed from me, he 
Yet my whole Species in my ſelf I ſee; |. 


A barren Sex, and ſingle, of no uſe; | . 24d 
But full of Forms which I can ne er produce. - For 


Raphael. Think not the Pow'r, who made thee thus 3 
No way like theirs to propagate thy Kind; [ can find 
Mean time, live happy in thy {elf alone; 3 
Like him who, ſingle, fills th*Etherial Throne. 
To ftudy Nature will thy Time employ ; 
Knowledge and Innocence are perfect Joy. 
Adam. If Solitude were beſt, th' All-wiſe abore 
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and FALL of Man. 
dd not to the Pow'r he had before; 


Et to make me, extends his Goodneſs more. 


> would not be alone, who all things can; 
t peopled Heay'n with, Angels, Earth with Man. 


W Raphael. As Man and Angels to the Deity, 
all inferior Creatures are to thee. 


cay'n's Greatneſs no Society can bear; 


Adam. Why did he Reaſon in my Soul implant, 
nd Speech, th' Effect of Reaſon? To the Mute 


) speech is loſt; my Reaſon, to the Brute. 


bye and Society more Bleſſings bring | 
o them, the Slaves, than Pow'r to me their King. 


nd thou, through Love, her Beauty ſhalt obey : 
hou ſhalt ſecure her helpleſs Sex from Harms, 
nd ſhe thy Cares ſhall ſweeten with her Charms. 


Manſion is provided thee, more fair | 
han this, and worthy Heav'n's peculiar Care: 


he Soil luxuriant, and the Fruit divine, 
here golden Apples on green Branches ſhine, 
nd purple Grapes diſſolve into immortal Wine; 


Por Noon-day's Heat are cloſer Arbours made, 
nd for freſh Ev'ning Air the op'ner Glade. 


ſcend; and, as we go, | 8 
lore Wonders thou ſhalt know. 


dund our great Maker's Pow'r and greater Love. 


( 
** 


[They aſcend zo ſoft Muſick, and a Song is 
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ryants he made, and thoſe thou want'ſt not here. 


- — 


Raphael. Thus far to try thee; but to Heav'n twas 
was not beſt for Man to be alone; [known,. 
In Equal, yet thy Subject, is deſign d | 
Wor thy ſoft Hours, and to unbend thy Mind. 
hy ſtronger Soul ſhall her weak Reaſon ſway; * 


Adam. What more can Heav'n beſtow, or Man require? 
Raphael. Ves, he can give beyond thy own Deſire. 


lot fram'd of common Earth, nor Fruits, nor Flowers, 
f vulgar Growth, but like Celeſtial Bowers: * 


* 


- 


Adam. And, as we go, let Earth and Heay'n above 


ſung, 


Scene changes, and repreſents, above, a Sun gloriouſly ri- 
, and moving orbicularly; at a. Diftauce, below, 


i: the 
Moon; 
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38 The STATE of IN NOcEN CF | 
Moon; the Part next the Sun, enlightened, the other dai 
A black Cloud comes whirling from the adverſe Part of 11 ief 
Heavens, bearing Lucifer in it; at his nearer Approach th 

Body of the Sun is darken d. 


Lucifer, Am I become ſo monſtrous? ſo disfigur d, 
That Nature cannot ſuffer my Approach, 
Or look me in the Face? but ſtands aghaſt; 
And that fair Light which gilds this new-made Orb, 
Shorn of his Beams, ſhrinks in; accurſt Ambition! 
And thou, black Empire of the neather World, 
How dearly have I bought you! But, tis paſt: 1 
I have already gone too far to ſtop, | 9 
And muſt puſh on my dire Revenge, in ruin b 
Of this gay Frame, and Man, my upſtart Riyal, 
In ſcorn of me created, Down, my Pride, 
And all my ſwelling Thoughts; I muſt forget, 
Awhile, I am a Devil, and put on 
A ſmooth ſubmiſſive Face; elſe I, in vain 
Have paſt through Night and Chaos, to diſcover 
Thoſe envy'd Skies again which I have loſt. 
But ſtay; far off, I ſee a Chariot driy'n, 
Flaming with Beams, and in it Uriel, 
One of the Seven, (I know his hated Face) 
Who ſtands in Preſence of th* Eternal Throne, 
And ſeems the Regent of that glorious Light. 


From that Part of the Heavens where the Sun appears, a Cha- 
riot is diſcovered drawn with white Horſes, and in it Uriel 
rhe Regent of the Sun. The Chariot moves ſwiftly toward. 
Lucifer, and at Uricl's Approach the Sun recovers his Light. 1 
Uriel. Spirit, who art thou, and from whence arrivd? 

(For I remember not thy Face in Heav'n ) 2 

Or by Command, or hither led by Choice? 3 

Or wander ſt thou within this lucid Orb, 

And ftray'd from thoſe fair Fields of Light aboye, 

Amidſt this new Creation want'ſt a Guide, 

_ To reconduct thy Steps? 


«© ; | Tucifer. 


and FALL of MAN. 39 

ief of the Seven, thou flaming Miniſter, 

o guard'ſt this new-created Orb of Light, 

he World's Eye that, and thou the Eye of it) 

hy Favour an high Office make thee known: 

8: humble Cherub I, and of leſs Note, \ 

et, bold, by thy Permiſſion, hither come, 

In high Diſcoveries bent, 3 

TJ Oriel. — - Speak thy Deſign. _ 
Lucifer. Urg'd by Renovyn of what I heard above, 
ivulg'd by Angels neareſt Heav'n's high King, | 

Poncerning this new World, I came to view 

f worthy ſuch a Favour) and admire 

his laſt Effect of our great Maker's Pow'r: - 
hence, to my wond'ring Fellows I ſhall turn, 

Pull fraught with joyful Tidings of theſe Works, 

ew, Matter of his Praife, and of our Songs. 

8 Uri. Thy Bufineſs is not what deſerves my Blame, 

Nor thou thy felf unwelcome; fee, fair Spirit, 
elow yon' Sphere (of Matter not unlike it) . 

here hangs the Ball of Earth and Water mixt, 

elf. center d and unmoy'd. | 
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r. —— But where dwells Mn? 
8 Uriel. On yonder Mount; thou ſeeſt it fenced with 
And round th Afcent a Theatre of Trees, [Rocks, - 


ſylvan Scene, which riſing by Degrees, 
Leads up the Eye below, nor gluts the Sight 


Miith one full Proſpect, but invites by many, 
4 oo view at laſt the whole: There his Abode, 


WT hither direct thy Flight. kt 
Lucifer. ————-O bleſt be thou, 
ho to my low Converſe haſt lent thy Ear, 
2 nd favour'd my Requeſt: Hail, and farewel. | 
1 [Flies downward out of Sight. 
Uriel. Not unobſervd thou goeſt, whoe'er thou art; 
WV hcther ſome Spirit on holy Purpoſe bent, 
r ſome falln Angel from below broke looſe, 
bo com'ſt with envious Eyes and curſt Intent, 
o view this World and its created Lord: 
wil I watch, and, while my Orb rouls on, 
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The feather'd Kind peep down to look on me; 


As I advance, ſo that advances too, - 
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40 The STATE of Innocence, 

Purſue from hence thy much ſuſpected Flight, 

And, if diſguis d, pierce through with Beams of Light. 
” [The Chariot drives forward out of Sigi 


Tie SCENE Paradiſe. 


Trees cut out on each Side, with ſeveral Fruits upon them; ' 
Fountain in the Midſt: At the far End the Proſpect terni 
nates in Walks, © „ 

Adam. If this be dreaming, let me never wake; Ml 

But ſtill the Joys of that ſweet Sleep partake. =... 

Methought — but why do I my Bliſs delay _ LY 

By thinking what I thought? Fair Viſion ſtay ; s 

My better Half, thou ſofter Part of me, | 1 | 

( 


To whom I yield my boaſted Soveraignty, 


I ſeek my ſelf, and find not, wanting thee.. [ Exit. M ou 
| Enter Eve. M& r 

Eve. Tell me, ye Hills and Dales, and thou fair Sun, p 
Who ſhin'ſt above, what am I? whence begun? nc; 


Like my ſelf, I ſee nothing: From each Tree 


And Beaſts with up-caſt Eyes forſake their Shade, ; 
And gaze, as if I were to be obey'd. at 
Sure I am ſomewhat which they wiſh to be, | 
And cannot; I my ſelf am proud of me. 
What's here? another Firmament below, | 
| [ Looks into a Foxntan 
Spead wide, and other Trees that downward grow? 
And now a Face peeps up, and now draws near, 


With ſmiling Looks, as pleas'd to ſeg me here, 


And ſeems to imitate” whate'er I do: 

When I begin to ſpeak, the Lips it moves; 

Streams drown the Voice, or it would ſay it loves. 

Yet when I would embrace, it will not ſtay: 4 
ers | | [Stoops down to embrauli8 

Loſt Cer *tis held; when neareſt, far away. \ 

Ah, fair, yet falſe; ah Being form'd to cheat, 

By ſeeming Kindneſs mixt with deep Deceit, 


$i 


and FALL of MAN. 4 
Enter Adam. | 
11am. O Virgin, Heav'n begot, and born of Man, 
ou faireſt of thy great Creator's Works; 
Fee, Goddeſs, thee th Eternal did ordain 
ſbofter Subſtitute on Earth to reign : 
WE. whereſocer thy happy Footſteps tread, 
are in triumph after thee is led. 8 
gels with Pleaſure view thy matchleſs Grace, 
love their Maker's Image in thy Face. 
ie. O, only like my ſelf, (for nothing here 
eracefab ſo majeſtick does appear: 
thou the Form my longing Eyes did ſee, 
sed from thy Fountain, and come out to me? 
ſure thou art not, nor thy Face the ſame, 
r thy Limbs moulded in fo {oft a Frame; | 
ou look'ſt more fternly, doſt more ſtrongly move, 
more of Awe thou bear'ſt, and leſs of Love. 
pleas'd 1 hear thee, and above the reſt; + 
next my ſelf, admire and love thee beſt. 
Aam. Made to command, thus freely I obey, 
at thy Feet the whole Creation lay. 
y that Love thy Beauty does beget ; 
hat more.I ſhall defire, I know not yet. 
tt let us lock'd in cloſe Embraces be, 
Wence I, perhaps, may teach my {ſelf and thee. | 
Eve. Somewhat forbids me, which I cannot name; 
r ignorant of Guilt, I fear not Shame: : 
Wt ſome reſtraining Thought, I know not why, 
ls me you long ſhould beg, I long deny. 
am. In vain! my Right to thee is ſeald above; 
ok round and ſee where thou canſt place thy Love: 
Creatures elſe are much unworthy thee; | 
ey match'd, and thou alone art left for me. 
not to Love, we both were made in vain; 
= nw Empire would refign again, | 
change with my dumb Skves my nobler Mind. 
0, void of Reaſon, more of Pleaſure find. 
WE: hinks for me they beg, each ſilently | 
mands thy Grace, and ſeems to watch thy Eye. 
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42 The STATE of INNOCENCE, 


Eve. I well fore-ſee, when &er thy Suit I grant, . 
That I my much-lov'd Sovereignty ſhall want: ing 
Or like my ſelf, ſome other may be made; in 
And her new Beauty may thy Heart invade. co 


Adam. Could Heav'n ſome greater Maſter- piece devil 
Set out with all the Glories of the Skies: 
That Beauty yet in vain he ſhould decree, 
Unleſs he made another Heart for me. 1 

Eve. With how much eaſe I, whom I love, believe! 
Giving my ſelf, my want of Worth I grieve, "=. 
Here, my inviolable Faith I plight, - "IF 
So, thou be my Defence, I, thy „ hou 

|  [Exeunt, he leading re 


Co > Ht Sy n pang ns 
AC HI. SCENE I. 
SCENE Paradiſe. 


Lucif. Par place; yet what is this to Heay'n, where 
Sate next, ſo almoſt equalbd the moſt High? 
I doubted, meaſuring both, who was more ſtrong; ou 
Then, willing to forget time ſince ſo long, i 
Scarce thought I was created: Vain deſire 
Of Empire, in my Thoughts ſtill ſhot me higher, ' 
To mount above his ſacred Head: Ah why, \ 
When he ſo kind, was ſo ungrateful 17 
He bounteouſly beſtow'd unenvy'd Good 
On me: In arbitrary Grace I ftood: © 
T' acknowledge this, was all he did exact; 
Small Tribute, where the Will to pay was Act. 
I mourn it now, unable to repent, _ 
As he, who knows my hatred to relent, | 
Jealous of Pow'r once queſtion d: Hope, farewel ; 
And with Hope, Fear; no depth below my Hell 
Can be prepar d: Then, Il] be thou my Good; _ 
And vaſt Deſtruction, be my Envy's Food. 
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and FALL of Ma: #43 
„with Heav'n, divided Empire gain; | 8 


ing Man, I make his Project vain. 
in one Hour, deſtroy his ſix Days pain. 
come again; I muſt . 

Enter Adam and Eve. 
am. Thus ſhall we live in perfect Bliſs, and ſee, 
leſs our ſelves, our num rous Progeny. 
young and beauteous, my Defires to bleſs; 
deſiring, what I ſtill poſſeſs. | 
. Heav'n, from whence Love (our greateſt Bleſſi 
ive no more, but ſtill to be the ſame. rams | 
| more of Pleaſure may'ſt with me partake; 
bre of Pride, becauſe thy Bliſs I make. | 
am. When to my Arms thou broughtſt thy Virgis 
Angels ſung our Bridal Hymn above: [Love, 
ernal, nodding, ſhook the Firmament, 
onſcious Nature gave her glad Conſent. 
unbid, and ev'ry fragrant Flow'r, 
from their Stalks, to ſtrow thy Nuptial Bower? 
furr'd and feather'd Kind the triumph did purſue, 
Ws Fiſhes leap'd above the Streams, the paſſing Pomp 
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1 to view. 

. When your kind Eyes look d languiſhing on mine, 

a wreathing Arms did ſoft Embraces join, 

Woubtful trembling ſeiz d me firſt all o'er; 

Wn, wiſhes; and a warmth, unknown before; 

at follow'd, was all Ecſtaſie and Trance; 

ortal Pleaſures round my ſwimming Eyes did dance, 
= ſpeechleſs Joys, in whole ſweet Tumult toſt, 

Sought my Breath, and my new Being loſt. | 

cf. O Death to hear! and a worſe Hell on Earth: 


at mad Profufion on this clod-born Birth : 
s of Joys, as if Heay'n meant to ſhew 
at, in baſe Matters, ſuch a Hand could do: 
vas his Virtue ſpent, and he no more 

h Angels could ſupply th” exhauſted Store 
which I ſwept the Sky? — 
. wanting Subjects to bis haug Will, 2 
this mean Work, employ d ks trifling Ski, 


ſe Eve, 
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44 The. STATE of INNO EN r 


Eve. Bleſt in our ſelves, all Pleaſures eiſe abound; 
Without our Care, behold th' unlabour'd Ground, 
Bounteous of Fruit, above our ſhady Bowers Bl 
The creeping Jeſs min thruſts ber fragrant Flower 
The Myrtle, Orange, and the bluſhing Roſe, 
With bending heaps ſo nigh their Blooms diſcloſe, 
Each ſeems to ſmell the Flavour which the other b 
By theſe the Peach, the Guava, and the Pine, 
And creeping *twixt em all, the mant'ling Vine, 
Docs round their Trunks her purple Cluſters twins 

Adam. All theſe are ours, all Nature's Excellenœ 
Whoſe Taſte or Smell can bleſs the feaſted Senſe; 
One only Fruit, in the mid Garden plac'd, . 
(The Tree of Knowledge,) is deny'd aur Taſte; 
(Our proof of Duty to our Maker's Will:) 

Of Diſobedience, Death's the threatned IIl. 
Evve. Death is ſome harm, which, tho* we knowl 
Since threatned, we muſt needs imagine great: 
And ſure he merits it, who diſobeys 1 118 
That one command, and one of ſo much eaſe. | 
Lucif. Muſt they then die, if they attempt to kno 
He ſees they would rebel, and keeps them low... Wl 
On this Foundation I their Ruin lay. 
Hope to know more ſhall tempt to diſobey... '_ 
I fell by this, and, ſince their Strength is leſs,” 
Why ſhould not equal Means give like Succels ? | 
Adam. Come, my fair Love, our Morning's Task 
Some Labour ey'n. the eaſieſt Life would chuſe: 
Ours is not great; the dangling Boughs to crop, 
Whoſe too luxuriant growth our Alleys ſtop; 
And choak the Paths: This our Delight requires, 
And Heay'n no more of daily Work deſires. 

Eve. With thee to live, is Paradiſe alone: 
Without the pleaſure of thy Sight, is none. 
I fear {mall Progreſs will be made this Day; 
So much eur Kiſles will our Task delay. [Ext 

Lucif, Why have not I like theſe, a Body too, 
Form'd for 2 tame Delights which they purſue? 
I could (fo variouſly my Paſſions move) 

Enjoy and blaſt her, in the Act of Love. 
5 Unu 
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and FALL of MAN. AF 
oly J hate ſuch Excellence; 

no'd me not; but I revenge th Offence _ 
r, on Heav'n, whole Thunder took away 
right Skies! Live happy whilſt you may, 
are not allow'd another Day! Exit. 


ing croſs each other, then light on the Ground. 


l. 1þuriel, ſince we two Commiſſion'd are 
eav'n the Guardians of this new-made Pair, 
ind his Caſh; for, ſee, the Night draws on, 
Ig Miſts purſue the ſetting Sun. | 
el. Bleſt is our Lot to ſerve; our Task we know: 
ch, leaſt any, from th' Abyſs below, 
oſe, diſturb their Sleep with Dreams; or worlſs, 
heir Beings with ſuperior Force. 
| [Uriel flies down from the Sun. 

= cri, if now the Watch be ſet, prepare 
icteſt Guard, to ſhow thy utmoſt Care. 
orning came a Spirit, fair he ſeem'd, 
by his Face, I ſome young Cherub deem'd; 

he much inquir'd, and where his place, 
es of Zeal to praiſe his Maker's Grace; 
with watchful Eyes, obſerv'd his Flight, 
him on yon ſteepy Mount alight; 
as he thought unſeen, he laid aſide 

Wrow'd Mask, and re- aſſum'd his Pride: 
'd his Looks, averſe to Heav'n and Good; 

he grew, and long revolving ſtood' 
ne deep, dark Deſign; thence ſhot with haſte, 
er the Mounds of Paradiſe he paſt: 4h 
proud Port, he ſeem'd the Prince of Hell; 
ere he lur Ks, in Shades, till Night: Search well 
rove and Thicket, pry in ev'ry Shape, 
hid in ſome, th' ee eſcape. 
iel. If any Spirit come t invade, or ſcout 
Jell, what earthy Fence can keep him out? 
ſt ſecare of his, he ſhall be found,. 
den, or proſerib'd This happy Ground. 
Thou to the Eaſt, I weſtward walk the round, ) 
; Lund 
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and Ithuriel deſcend, carried on bright Clouds; aud | 
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46 The STATE of INNocENcr, 
And meet we in the midſt. Uriel. Heav'n your De 


Succeed; your Charge requires you, and me mine, 
[Uriel flies forward out of Sight; the two Angel 


eunt ſeverally. t p 

A Night-piece of a pleaſant Bower: Adam and Exe l 
f af in it. 6 

Enter Lucifer. # 


Lucifer. So, now they lye ſecure in Love, and ice 
Their ſated Senſes in full Draughts of Sleep. 
By what ſure Means can I their Bliſs Invade? 
By Violence? No; for they're immortal made. 
Their Reaſon ſleeps, but mimick Fancy wakes, 
Supplies her Parts, and wild Ideas takes 
From Words and Things, ill ſorted and misjoyn'd; 
The Anarchy of 1 and Chaos of the Mind: n 
Hence Dreams confus'd and various may ariſe; Ip 
Theſe will I ſet before the Woman's Eyes; 
The weaker ſhe, and made my eaſier Prey; 
Vain Shows and Pomp the ſofter Sex betray. 
[Lucifer ſits down &y Eve, and ſeems to whiſper h 
her Ear. \ 
A Viſton, where a Tree "riſes loaden with. Fruit; four A 
riſe with it, and draw. a Canopy out of the Tree; oth 
rits dance about the Tree in deform d Shapes; afin WÞ 
Dance an Angel enters, with a Woman habited like E 
Angel. [Singing.] Look up, look up, and ſee 
What Heav'n prepares for thee; DD 
Look up, and this fair Fruit behold, 
Ruddy it ſmiles, and rich with Streaks of Gold. 
The loaded Branches downward bend, 
Willing they ſtoop, and thy fair Hand attend. 
Fair Mother of Mankind, make haſte, 
And bleſs; and bleſs thy Senſes with the Taſte. 
Woman. No, tis forbidden; 1 
In taſting it ſhall dye. | 
Angel. Say, who enjoyn'd this hnrſh Command. oy. 
Woman. "Twas Heay'n; and who can Heay'n withita_n 


i — 
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and FALL of Man. 47 


5 

D. Why was it made fo fair, why plac d in Sight? 
e. Fn is too good to envy Man's Delight. 

ge we before thy Face will try ö 


t thou ſo fear ſt, and will not dye. of 
[The Angel takes the Fruit and gives to the Spirits, whe 
danc d; they immediately put off their deform d Shapes, 
and appear Angels. SAT here! 
gels. C Singing.] Behold what a Change on a ſudden is 
glorious in Beauty, how bright they appear 
WW Spirits deform'd they are Deities made, 
Wir Pinions at pleaſure the Clouds can invade, 
1 [The Angel gives to the Woman, who eats. 
equal in Honour they riſe” N 
| im who commands in the Skies; 
n taſte without Fear, and be happy and wiſe. 
nan. Ab, now I believe; ſuch a Pleaſure I find, 
"A 7 my Eyes, and enlivens my Mind. 
th, 1 Sri who are turn Angels, fly up when they have 
=_ -aſted. Fo Oy | | 
Wy repent 
ferrd my Content. | 
aeel. Now wiſer Experience has taught you to prove 
t a Folly it is, | ee 
of Fear to ſnun Bliſs. | x 
che Joy that's forbidden we eagerly move; 
Ei hances the Price, and increaſes the Love. 
rus of both. To the Joy, Ge. 5 5 


angels deſcend; they take the Woman each by the Band, 

4 uh with her out of Sight. The Angel who ſung, 
the Spirits who held the Canopy, at the ſame Inſtant. 
* dom with the Tree. 5 | 


= E:ter Gabriel and Ithuriel to Lucifer, who remains, 

WE abril. What art thou? ſpeak thy Name = thy Intent. 
ũbere alone? and on what Errand ſent? © 

from above; no, thy wan Looks betray 
niniſh'd Light, and Eyes unus'd to Day. 

W--cifer. Not to know me, argues thy {elf unknown; 
was when, ſhining next th Imperial Throne, 
Two | 


Ve 


A R | 
We, unconftrain'd, what he commands us, do. 


The Clemency of ſome more temp'rate Clime 


os Res cir tA at Fs I 0 
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48 The STATE of INNOCENCE, 
I fate in awful State; while ſuch as thou 

Did in th' ignoble Crowd at Diſtance bow. 
Gabriel. Think*ſt thou, vain Spirit, thy Glories are 
And ſeeſt not Sin obſcures thy God-like Frame? { tam 

I know thee now by thy ungrateful Pride, 

That ſhows me what thy faded Looks did hide. 
Traytor to him who made, and ſet thee high, 
And, Fool, that Pow'r which form'd thee to defie. 

Lucifer. Go, Slaves, return, and fawn in Heav'n agi 
Seek Thanks from him whoſe Quarrel you maintain, 
Vile Wretthes! of your Servitude to boaſt; 
You baſely keep the Place I bravely loſt, 

Ithuriel. Freedom is Choice of what we will and do: | h 
Then blame not Seryants who are freely ſo. 10 
"Tis baſe not to acknowledge what we owe. by 

Lucifer. Thanks, howe'er due, proclaim Subjection d 
I fought for Power to quit th upbraided Debt. 

Whee er expects our Thanks, himſelf repays, 
And ſeems but little, who can want our Praiſe. 

Gabriel. What in us Duty, ſhows not Want in him; 

Bleſt in himſelf alone | 
To whom no Praiſe we, by good Deeds, can add; 
Nor can his Glory ſuffer from our bad. 

Made for his uſe; yet he has form'd us ſo, 


So praiſe we him, and ſerve him frecly beſt; 
Thus thou, by Choice, art fall'n, and we are bleſt. Ain, 
Ithuriel. This, leſt thou think thy Plea unanſwer'd, go 
Our Queſtion thou evad'ſt: How did'ſt thou dare 
To break Hell Bounds, and near this human Pair 

In nightly Ambuſh lye? 5 
Lucifer. Lives there who would not ſeek to force his v 
From Pain to Eaſe, from Darkneſs to the Day? 
Should I, who found the Means to ſcape, not dare 
To change my ſulph rous Smoak for upper Air? 
When I, in Fight, ſuſtain'd your Thunderer, 
And Heay'n on me alone ſpent half his War, 
Think'ſt thou thoſe Wounds were lighc? ſhould I not {ed 
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ond FAL L of MAN. 49 
urge my Gloom, and by the Sun refin d, 
in his Beams, and bleach me in the Wind? 
LLviel. If Pain to ſhun be all thy Buſineſs here, 
ainks thy Fellows the fame Courſe ſhould ſteer. 
Weir Pain leſs who yet behind thee ſtay ? 

hou leſs hardy to endure than they? 
er. Nor one, nor Yother; but, as Leaders ought, 
eur d firſt alone; firſt Danger ſought; | 
"WWW explor'd this new-created Frame, 
In filrd our dusky Regions with its Fame; 
pes my fainting Troops to ſettle here, 

o defend, againſt your Thunderer, 
Spot of Earth; or nearer Heay'n repair, 
orage to his Gates from middle Air. | 

riel. Fool, to believe thou any Part canſt gain | 

him, who could'ſt not thy firſt Ground mainta'n, 
Wi. But whether that Deſign, or one as vain, 
mpt the Lives of theſe, firſt drew thee here, 
the Place, and never more appear 
W this hallow'd Earth, elſe prove our Might. | 
er. Not that I fear, do I decline the Fight: : 
diſdain; let me with him contend 
hom your limitary Powers depend. 
nonour from the Sender than the Sent: 
en, I have accompliſh'd my Intent; 
gave this Place, which but augments my Pain, 
co wiſh, yet hopeleſs to obtain. Exit. 


er w. SCENE I. 
SCENE Paradiſe. 


Adam and Eve. 
| 0 Trange was your Dream, and full of (ad Portent; 
{2 Avert it, Heav/n (if it from Heay'n were ſent:) 
yr Foes the dire Prefages fall; | 
ad caſy, when we call, 
. I 


Fo The STATE of INNOCENCE, 
Eve. Behold from far a breaking Cloud appears. 
Which, in it, many winged Warriors bears 
Their Glory ſhoots upon my aking Senſe; | 
Thou ſtronger may'ſt endure the Flood of Light, 
And while in Shades I chear my fainting Sight, 
Encounter the deſcending Excellence. [xj 


The Cloud deſcends with fix Angels in it, and when it's n 
the Ground, breaks, and on each Side diſcovers ſix mn 
They deſcend out of the Cloud. Raphael and Gabriel 
ſcourſe with Adam, the reſt ſtand at diſtance. 


Raphael. Firſt of Mankind; that we from Heav'n are ſl 
Is from Heav'n's Care thy Ruin to prevent. - 
Th' Apoſtate Angel has by Night been here, 
And whiſper'd through thy ſleeping Conſort's Ear 
Deluſive Dreams, Thus warn'd by us, beware, 
And guide her Frailty by thy timely Care. ! 
Gabriel Theſe, as thy Guards from outward} Harn 
Ills from within thy Reaſon muſt prevent. [are {al 
Adam. Natives of Heav'n, who in Compaſſion deig 
To want that Place where Joys immortal reign, 
In care of me; what Praiſes can J pay, 
Defended in Obedience; taught to obey? 
Raphael. Praiſe him alone who, Gad-like, form'd t 
With Will unbounded, as a Deity ; (ﬆ 
Who gave thee Reaſon, as thy Aid, to chuſe 
| Apparent Gocd, and Evil to refuſe. 
Obedience is that Good; this Heay'n exacts, 
And Heav'n, all-juſt, from Man requires not Acts 
Which Man wants Pow'r to do: Pow'r then is giv'n 
Of doing Good, but not compelPd by Heav'n. 
Gabriel. Made good, that thou doſt to thy Maker on 
But to thy ſelf, if thou continu'ſt ſo. 
Alam. Freedom of Wil of all oo things is beſt, 


But can it be by finite Man poſleſt ? 

J know not how Reayn can communicate 

What c:uals Man to his Creator's State. 
 Puppgel Heav'n cannot give his boundleſs Poyy'r af 


_ Raphae!, Heay | * 
Put boundicls Liberty of Choice he may. | 
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and FAL L of Man. FT 
> Orbs from the firſt Mover Motion take, 

ct each their proper Revolutions make. 4. 
Adam. Grant Heav'n could once have given us Liberty; 
re we not bounded, now, by firm Decree, 
nce whatſoe er is preordain'd muſt be? 

ſe Heav'n for Man Events might preordain, 

ad Man's free Will might make thoſe Orders vain. 
Gabriel. Th Eternal, when he did the World create, 
Il other Agents did neceflitate : 

d what he order'd, they by Nature do; | 
hus light things mount, and heavy downward go. 
Wan only boaſts an arbitrary State. 

Aan. Yet Cauſes their Effects neceſſitate 
willing Agents: Where is Freedom then? 
r who can break the Chain which limits Men 
act what is unchangeably forecaſt, 

Wnce the firſt Cauſe gives Motion to the laſt ? 
Rac. Heav'n by fore-knowing what will ſurely be, 
des only, firſt, Effects in Cauſes fee, 

d finds, but does not make Neceſlity, 

eation is of Pow'r and Will th' Effect, 

dreknowledge only of his Intellect: ; 
is Preſcience makes not, but ſuppoſes things; 
fers Neceſſity to be, not brings. 
aus thou art not conſtrain'd to Good or III; 
uſes which work th' Effect, force not the Will. 

Adam. The Force unſeen, and diſtant, I confeſs; 
Wt the long Chain makes not the Bondage leſs. 

n Man himſelf may to himſelf ſeem free, | 
ad think that Choice which is Neceſſity. [State? 
Gabriel. And who but Man ſhould judge of Man's free 
Adam. I find that I can chuſe to love or hate, 
dey or diſobey, do good or ill; | 

ſuch a Choice is — Conſent, not Will. 
an but chuſe what he at firſt defign'd, 

r he before that Choice my Will confin'd, 
Gabriel. Such impious Fancies, where they Entrance gain, 
ke Heav'n, all-pure, thy Crimes to preordain. 
dam. Far, far from me be baniſh'd ſuch a Thought, 
gue only to be better taught. - 
Be 2 C241 
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Can there be Freedom, when what now ſeems free 
Was founded on ſome firſt Neceſſity ? | 

For whate'er Cauſe can move the Will rele, 

Muft be ſufficient to produce th' Effect: | 
And what's ſufficient muſt effectual be; 

Then how is Man, thus forc'd by Cauſes, free? 
Raphael. Sufficient Cauſes only work th' Effect, 
When neceſſary Agents they reſpect. 5 

Such is not Man; who, though the Cauſe ſuffice, 
Vet often he his free Aſſent denies. | 
Adam. What cauſes not, is not ſufficient ſtill, 
Gabriel. Sufficient in it ſelf; not in thy Will. 
Raphael. When we ſee Cauſes join'd t' Effects at laſt, i 
Ihe Chain but ſhews Neceſſity that's paſt. 3 
That what's done, is: (ridiculous proof of Fate!) 
Tell me which part it does neceſſitate? 
Til chuſe the other; there I'll link th' Effect. 
O chain, which Fools, to catch themſelves, project! 
Adam. Tho? no Conſtraint from Heav'n, or Cauſes, Mie 
Heav'n may prevent that Ill he does foreſeee: 
And, not preventing, tho' he does not cauſe, . 
He ſeems to will that Man ſhould break his Laws. 
Gabriel. Heay'n: may permit, but not to Ill conſent; 


For hind'ring Ill, he would all Choice prevent. he 
*T were to unmake, to take away thy Will. ov 

Adam. Better conſtrain'd to Good, than free to Ill.. 

Raphael. But what Reward or Puniſhment could be, Mat 
If Man to neither Good nor Ill were free? ile 
Thè eternal Juſtice could decree no Pain ad 
To him whoſe Sins it ſelf did firſt ordain; dd | 
And Good compell'd, could no Reward exact: ole 
His Pow'r would ſhine in Goodneſs, not thy Act. t y 
Our Task is done: Obey; and, in that Choice, cau 


Thou ſhalt be bleſt, and Angels ſhall rejoice. 
[Raphael and Gabriel fly up in the Cloud: the i 
Angels go. off. | 
Adam. Hard State of Life! ſince Heav'n fore-knows! 
Why am I not ty d up from doing III? (WY 
Why am I truſted with my ſelf at large, 
When he's more able to ſuſtain the Charge? | 


and FALL of MAN. 73 
ce Angels fell, whoſe Strength was more than mine, 
would ſhow more Grace my Frailty to confine, 
re-knowing the Succeſs, to leave me free, 
ccuſes him, and yet ſupports not me. 
| - To him Eve. | 
re. Bchold, my Heart's dear Lord, how high the Sun 
mounted, yet our Labour not begun. 
e Ground, unbid, gives more than we can ask; 
t Work is pleaſure when we chuſe our Task. 
ature, not bounteous now, but laviſh grows; 
r Paths with Flow'rs ſhe prodigally ſtrovys; 
With Pain we lift up our intangled Feet, 
ile croſs our Walks the ſhooting Branches meet. 
am. Well has thy Care advis'd; tis fit we haſte; 
ature's too kind, and follows us too faſt; | 
ves us no room her Treaſures to poſſeſs, 
Wt mocks our Induſtry with her Exceſs; 
d wildly wanton wears by Night away 

ge ſign of all our Labours done by Day. [few, 
ve. Since, then, the Work's ſo great, the Hands ſo 
is Day let each a ſeveral Task purſue. | 
thee, my Hands to Labour will not move, 
t round thy Neck, employ themſelves in Love. 
hen thou would'ſt work, one tender Touch, one Smile 
Wow can I held?) will all thy Task beguile. 
Aam. So hard we are not to our Labour ty'd, 
at Smiles, and ſoft Endearmeats are deny'd. 

iles, not allow'd to Beaſts, from Reaſon move, 
d are the Priviledge of human Love: 
dd if, ſometimes, each others Eyes we meet, 
noſe little Vacancies from Toil, are ſweet. 
t you, by abſence, would refreſh your Joys, 
cauſe perhaps my Converſation cloys. 
t this, would Prudence grant, I could permit. 
ve. What Reaſon makes my fmall Requeſt unfit? 
dam. The falln Archangel, envious of our State, 
wii ſues our Beings with immortal Hate. | 
bopeleſs to prevail by open Force, 
ks hid Advantage to betray us worſe; 
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Which when aſunder, will not prove ſo hard; 
For both together are each others Guard. 
Eve. Since he, by Force, is hopeleſs to prevail, 
He can by Fraud alone our Minds aſſail: 
And to believe his Wiles my Truth can move, 
Is to miſdoubt my Reaſon, or my Love. ; 
Adam. Call it my Care, and not Miſtruſt of thee; - 
Yet thou art weak, and full of Art is he ; | 
Elſe how could he that Hoſt ſeduce to Sin, 
Whoſe Fall has left the heav'nly Nation thin? 
Eve. I grant him arm'd with Subtilty, and Hate; 
But why ſhould we ſuſpect our happy State? 
Is our Perfection of ſo frail a Make, 
As ev'ry Plot can undermine or ſhake? - 
Think better both of Heav'n, thy ſelf, and me: 
Who always fears, at Eaſe can never be. 
Poor State of Bliſs, where ſo much Care is ſhown, . 
As not to dare to truſt our ſelves alone! | 
Adam. Such is our State, as not exempt from Fall;: 
Yet firm, if Reaſon to our Aid we call: | 
And that, in both, is ſtronger than in one; 
I would not; why would'ſt thou, then, be alone? 
Eve. Becauſe thus warn'd, I know my {elf ſecure, 
And long my little Tryal to endure, 
T' approve my Faith; thy needleſs Fears remove; 
Gain thy Eſteem, and ſo deſerve thy Love. 
Tf all this ſhake not thy obdurate Will, 
Knew that, ev'n preſent, I am abſent ſtill: 
And then what Pleaſure hop'ſt thou in my ſtay, 
When I'm conftrain'd, and wiſh my ſelf away ? 
Adam. Conſtraint does ill with Love and Lauey ſute 
I would perſuade; but not be abſolute. | 
Better be much remiſs than too ſevere. 5 
If pleas'd in abſence thou wilt ſtill be here, 
Go; in thy native Innocence proceed, 
And ſummon all thy Reaſon at thy need. 
Eve, My Soul, my Eyes delight; in this I find 
Thou lov'ſt; becauſe to Love is to be kind. 
Secking 
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king my Tryal, I am ſtill on Guard: . 
yals leſs ſought, would find us leſs 8 

r Foe's too proud the weaker to aſſail; | | 
doubles his Diſhonour if he fail. Lat. 
dam. In Love, what uſe of Prudence can there be? 

dre perfect I, and yet more powerful ſne. | 
me me not, Heav n, if thou Love's pow'r had'ſt try'd, 
at could be ſo unjuſt to be deny'd? | | 
e Look of hers my Reſolution breaks; 

aſon it ſelf turns Folly when ſhe ſpeaks: 

d aw'd by her whom it was made to {way, 

Wtters her Pow'r, and does its own betray. [ Exit, 


Wt :iddle Part of the Garden is repreſented, where four Ri- 
ers meet: On the right fide of the Scene, is plac d the Tree 
F Life, on the left, the Tree of Knowledge. | 


£ Enter. Lucifer. Fo, 

cif. Methinks the Beauties of this Place ſhould mourn, 

immortal Fruits, and Flow'rs at my return 

Wpu'd hang their wither'd Heads; for ſure my Breath 

mow more pois'nous, and has gather d Death 

ough, to blaſt the whole Creation's Frame: | 
roln with Deſpite, with Sorrow, and with Shame, 

rice have I beat the Wing, and rid with Night, 

out the World, behind the Globe of Light, 

WD ſhun the Watch of Heav'n; ſuch Care I uſe: 

hat Pains will Malice, rais'd like mine, refuſe? 

Wot the moſt abje&t Form of Brutes to take.) 

d in the fpiry Volumes of the Snake, 

urk'd within the Covert of a Brake; 

dt yet deſcry d. But, ſee, the Woman here 

one! beyond my Hopes! no Guardian near. 

dod Omen that: I muſt retire unſeen, 

id, with my borrow'd Shape, the work begin. 

| [ Retires. 


ll; 


ſute 


| Enter Eve. 
Eve. Thus far, at leaſt, with Leave; nor can it be 
Sin to look on this celeſtial Tree: 430 
ould not more; to touch, a Crime, may prove: 
duching is a remoter Taſte in Love. Yeu | 
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Death may be there, or Poiſon in the Smell, 
(If Death in any thing ſo fair can dwell:) 
But Heay'n forbids: I could be fatisfy'd 
Were every Tree but this, but this deny d. 


A Serpent enters on the Stage, and makes directly to the! / 
of Knowledge, on which winding himſelf, he plucks au A. 
then deſcends and carries it away. 25. 
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Strange Sight! did then our great Creator grant 
That Priviledge, which we their Maſters want, 
To theſe inferior Beings? Or was it Chance? 
And was he bleſt with bolder Ignorance? 
I ſaw his curling Creſt the Trunk infold: 
The ruddy Fruit, diſtinguiſh'd o'er with Gold, 
And imiling in its native Wealth, was torn _ 
From the rich Bough, and then in Triumph born : 
The vent'rous Victor march'd unpuniſh'd hence, 
And ſeem'd to boaſt his fortunate Offence. 

To her Lucifer in a human Shape. 

Lucif. Hail, Sovereign of this Orb! form'd to poſſeh 
The World, and, with one Look, all Nature bleſs. 4 
Nature is thine; thou, Empreſs, doſt beſtow = 
On Fruits, to bloſſom ; and on Flowers, to blow. i 
They happy, yet inſenſible to boaſt | 
Their Bliſs ; More happy they who know thee moſt. 
Then happieſt I. to human Reaſon rais'd, 

And Voice, with whoſe firſt Accents thou art praisd 

Exe What art thou, or from whence? For on this Gro 
Beſide my Lord's, ne er heard I human Sound, 

Art thou ſome. other Adam, form'd from Earth, 
And com'ſt to claim an equal Share, by Birth, 
In this fair Field? Or ſprung of heav'nly Race? 

Lxcif. An humble Native of this happy Place, 
Thy Vaſſal born, and late of loweſt Kind, 

Whom Heav'n neglecting made, and ſcarce deſign'd, 
But threw me in, for number to the reſt, 

Below the mounting Bird, and grazing Beaſt ; 

By Chance, nct Prudence, now ſuperior grown. 

Ete. To make thee ſuch, what Miracle was ſhown! 


3 
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ucif. Who would not tell what thou vouchſaf ſt to hear 
v ſt thou not late a ſpeckled Serpent rear | 
gilded Spires to climb on yon fair Tree? 
ore this happy Minute I was he. 15 
ve. Thou ſpeak ſt of Wonders: Make thy Story plain. 
ucif. Not wiſhing then, and thoughtleſs to obtain s 
great a Bliſs; but, led by Senſe of good, 
orn to all, I ſought my needful Food: 
n, on that Heav'nly Tree, my Sight I caſt; 
Colour urg d my Eye, the Scent my Taſte, 
to detain thee long; I took, did eat: 
ce had my Palate touch'd th' immortal Meat, 
on a ſudden, turn'd to what I am : 
ike, and, next to thee, I fair became: 5 
pught, ſpake, and reaſon d; and, by Reaſon found 
e, Nature's Queen, with all her Graces crown'd. 
ve. Happy thy Lot; but far unlike is mine; 
bid to eat, not daring to repine. | | 

as Heav'n's Command; and ſhould we diſobey, 

hat rais'd thy Being,. ours muſt take away. 

cit. Sure you miſtake the Precept, or the Tree: 
av'n. cannot envious of his Bleſſings be. | 

ae chance-born Plant he might forbid: your Uſe, 
wild, or guilty of a deadly Juice: 
0 t this, whoſe Colour, Scent divine, and Taſte, 
claim the thoughtful Maker not in haſte. 
re. By all theſe ſigns, too well I know the Fruit, 
Wd dread a Pow'r ſevere and abſolute. 

W:cif. Severe, indeed; ev'n to Injuſtice hard; 
Death, for knowing more, be your Reward: 
owiledge of good, 1s good; and therefore fit; 

d to know ill, is goo for ſhunning it. ; 

Eve. What, but our Good, could he dei gn in this, 

0 gave us all, and plac'd'in perfect Blits *: 
W:cif. Excuſe my Zeal, fair Soveraign, in your Cauſe; 
hich dares to tax his Arbitrary Laws, | 

s all his Aim to keep you blindly low, 5 
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at ſervile Fear from Ignorance may flow: 


n 3 of . 
ns > icorn to Worſhip whom too well we know: 
KNOW 
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$8 The STATE of Innocencr;. 
He knows that eating, you ſhall god- like be; 
As wiſe, as fit to ben ed: as 2 . 
For his own Int'reſt he this Law has giv'n; 
Such Beauty may raiſe Factions in his Heav'n. 
By awing you, he does Poſſeſſion keep, 
And is too wiſe to hazard Partnerſhip. = 
Eve. Alas, who dares diſpute with him that Right? e 
The Power which form'd us muſt be infinite. 
Lucif. Who told you how your Form was firſt deſign 
The Sun and Earth produce of every kind; | 
G-aſs, Flow'rs, and Fruits; nay, living Creatures too: 
Their Mould was baſe; *twas more refin'd in you: 
Where vital Heat, in purer Organs wrought, 
Produc'd a nobler Kind rais'd up to Thought; 
And that perhaps, might his Beginning be: 
Something was firſt; I queſtion if *twere he. 
But grant him firſt, Us ſtill ſuppoſe him good, 
Not envying thoſe he made, immortal Food. 
Eve. But Death, our Diſobedience muſt purſue. |. 
Lucif. Behold, in me, what ſhall arrive to you. 
I taſted; yet I live: Nay, more; have got 
A State more perfect than my native Lot. 
Nor fear this petty Fault his Wrath ſhould raiſe: - 
Heav'n rather will your dauntleſs Virtue praiſe, ; 
That ſought, through threat'ned Death, immortal Goole 
Gods are immortal only by their Food. 
Taſte and remove | 
What diff ence does *twixt them and you remain: 
As I gain d Reaſon, you ſhall God-head gain. 
Eve, He cats, and lies, in Knowledge greater grow 


[4 


1 — 


— — -. 2 — 
— = — _ , 8 

* — — — 

— — 5 * 2 
a — — . * — 2 * = 
T _ SR ts — — 
= Lo — - = — 

gn. 2 4 
— 


— 


— — 
> Wm 


ii 1 
| 4 
1 
0 

| 

. 
: 
4 
: 

[1 . 


Was Death invented then for us alone? 
Is intellectual Focd to Man deny'd | 
Which Brutes have, with ſo much Advantage try'd? 
Nor only try'd themicives, but frankly, more, 
Tp me have offer'd their unenvy d Store? 

Lucif. Be bold, and all your needleſs Doubts remore 
View well this Tree, 9 of all the Grove,) 
How vaſt her Bole, how wide her Arms arc ſpread, 
How high above the reſt ſhe ſhoots her Head, * 


1 
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acd in the mid'ſt: would Heav'n his Works diſgrace, 


Wy planting Poiſon in the happieſt Place? 


aſte; you loſe time and God-head by delay. ; 
„ [ Plucking the Fruit. 

Eve. Tis done; I'll venture all and diſobex. ä 

| 25 Looking about her. 
erhaps, far hid in Heav'n, he does not ſpy, 5 
nd none of all his Hymning Guards are nigh. 
o my dear Lord, the lovely Fruit Il bear; 8 
e to partake my Bliſs, my Crime ſhall ſhare. Exit haſtily... 
Lucif. She flew, and thank'd me not, for haſte: Twas hard 
ith no return ſuch Counſel to reward. A 
ly Work is done, or much the greater Part; 
&s now the Tempter, to enſnare his Heart. 
e, whole firm Faith no Reaſon could remove, 


ill melt before that ſoft Seducer, Love.  [Exit;. 
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V. 8 G EN 
SCE NE Paradiſe. 


Eve, with a Bough in her Hand: 


\ A Ethinks, I tread more lightly on the Ground 

V > My nimble Feet, from unhurt Flow'rs rebound i 
walk in Air, and ſcorn this Earthly Seat; 5 
eav'n is my Palace; this my baſe Retreat. | 
Fake me not Heav'n, too ſoon; *twill be unkind - 

o leave the Partner of my Bed behind. 

love the Wretch; but ſtay, ſhall I afford 

im part? already he's too much my Lord. 


” 6 — 


is in my Pow'r to be a Soveraign now; 


nd, knowing more, to make his Manhood bow. 
mpire is ſweet; but how if Heav'n has ſpy d? 


l ſhould die, and he above provide 


ome other Eve, and place her in my ſtead? 
hall ſhe poſſeſs his Love, when I am dead? 2 
0 | 033 
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No; he ſhall eat, and die with me, or live: | 
Our equa] Crimes ſhall equal Fortune give. | r 
| Enter Adam. =—_ 
Adam. What Joy, without yeur Sight, has Earth in ſtor 

While you were abſent, Eden was no more. 

Wirds murmur, through the Leaves, your long del 
And Fountains, o'er their Pebbles, chid your ſtay. 

Bu with your Preſence cheer'd, they ceaſe to mourn, 
And Welks wear freſher Green, at your Return. 

Eve, Henceforth you never ſhall have cauſe to chide; 

No future Abſence ſhall our Joys divide: 

Twas a ſhort Death my Love ncer try'd before, 

And therefore ſtrange; but yet the Cauſe was more. 

Alam. My trembling Heart forebodes ſome Ill; I fe 
To ask that Cauſe which I defire to hear. 

What means that lovely Fruit? what means (alas!) 
That Blood, which fluſhes guilty in your Face? 
Speak — do not — yet, at laſt, I muſt be told. 

Exe. Have Courage then: tis manly to be bold. ; 
This Fruit -— why doſt thou ſhake? no Death is nigi 
*Tis what I taſted firſt; yet do not die. 3 

Adam. Is it. (I dare not ask it all at firſt; 

Doubt is ſome Eaſe to thoſe who fear the worſt:) 
Say, tis not. 

Exe. "Tis not what thou need'ſt to fear: 
What danger does in this fair Fruit appear? 

We have been cozen'd; and had {till been ſo, 

Had T not ventur'd boldly firſt to know. 

Yet, not I firſt; T'almoſt bluſh to ſay 

The Serpent eating taught me firſt. the way. 

The Serpent talteck and the god- like Fruit 

Gave the Dumb Voice; gave Reaſon to the Brute. 

Adam. O faireſt of all Creatures, laſt, and beſt, 
Of what Heav'n made, how art thou diſpoſſeſt 
Of all thy native Glories! fan! decay'd! 

(Pity ſo rare a Frame ſo frail was made) : 
Nowy Cauſe of thy own Ruin; and with thine, 
(Ah, who can live without thee!) Cauſe of mine. 

Eve. Reſerve thy Pity, till J want it more: 

I know my {elf much happier than before; 
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re wiſe, more perfect, all I wiſh to be, 

re I but ſure, alas! of pleaſing thee. 18 

{1am. V have ſhown how much you my Content deſign: 

ah! would Heav'n's Diſpleaſure paſs like mine. 

ſt J without you, then, in wild Woods dwell? 

lay nk, and but think of what I lov'd ſo well, 

aemn'd to live with Subjects ever mute; 

alvage Prince, unpleas d though abſolute. 

ee. Pleaſe then your {elf with me, and freely taſte, 

1. without you, ſhould to Godhead haſte: 

Wt: difffring in degree, you claim too late 

WE qual Love, when 'tis deny'd by Fate. 

iam. Cheat not your ſelf, with Dreams of Deity ; 

well, but yet too late, your Crime I ſee: 

think the Fruit your Knowledge does improve; 

you have Beauty till, and IJ have Love. 

cozen'd, I with choice, my Life reſign: 

prudence was your Fault, but Love is mine. | 

= [Takes the Fruit and eats it. 

ve. O wondrous Pow'r of matchleſs Love expreſt: 

: | | | [Embracing him. 
y was this Tryal thine, of loving beſt? . 

Wvy thee that lot; and could it be, 

Huld venture ſomething more than Death, for thee. 

that I fear, that Death th Event can prove; 

re both immortal, while ſo well we love. 

aam. What cer ſhall be the Event, the Lot is caſt: 

re Appetites are giv n, what Sin to taſte? 

if a Sin, tis but by Precept ſuch); 

Offence ſo ſmall, the Puniſhment's too much, 

ſeek ſo ſoon his new made World's decay: 

we, nor that, were faſhion'd for a Day. 

e. Give to the Winds thy Fear of Death, or Ill; - 

think us made but for each others Will. | 

dam. 1 will, at leaſt, defer that anxious Thought, 

Death, by Fear, ſhall not be nigher brought :. 

> will come, let us to Joys make haſte; 

let him ſeize us when our Pleaſure's paſt. 

take up all before; and Death ſhall find | 
have drain'd Life, and left a Void behind, ¶ Exeunt. 

| | 5 _ Enter 


tore 


n, 


le; 
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| He hears already, and 1 boaſt too ſoon; 


(Griev'd they muſt now no longer Man attend :) 


And ſtricteſt ſuſtice, did mild Pity bear: 
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| Enter Lucifer, 
Lucif. *Tis done: | 
Sick Nature, at that inſtant, trembled round; 
And Mother Earth ſigh'd, as ſhe felt the Wound. 
Of how ſhort durance was this new-made State! | 
How far more mighty than Heav'n's Love, Hell's Hate 
His Project ruin'd, and his King of Clay: 
He form'd an Empire for his Foe to ſway. ; 
Heav'n let him Rule, which by his Arms he got; = 
I'm pleas'd to have obtain'd the ſecond Lot. W 
This Earth is mine; whoſe Lord I made my Thrall; 
Annexing to my Crown, his conquer'd Ball, 
Loos'd from the Lakes, my Legions I will lead, 
And, oer the darkned Air, black Banners ſpread: 
Contagious Damps, from hence, ſhall mount above, 
And force him to his inmoſt Heav'ns remore. | 
A Clap of Thunder is hen 


T'dread that Engine which fecur'd his Throne. 
III dive below his Wrath, into the deep, 
And waſte that Empire, which I cannot kcep.\Sin{s dn 
| Raphael and Gabriel deſcend. 
Raph. As much of Grief as Happineſs admits. 
In Heav'n, on each Celeſtial Forehead ſits: - 
Kindneſs for Man, and Pity: for his Fate, 
May mix with Bliſs, and yet not violate. 
Their Heav'nly Harps a lower Strain began; 
And in ſoft Muſic, mourn the Fall of Man. 
Gab. J {aw tl Angelic Guards, from Earth aſcend, 


A+ 


The Beams about their Temples dimly ſhone; 
One would have thought the Crime had been their on 
Th Etheria] People Alock'd for News in haſte, 
Whom they, with down caſt Looks, and ſcarce ſaluting ps 
While each did, in his penſive Breaſt, prepare 
A ſad Accompt of their ſucceſsleſs Care. 
Rah. Th' Eternal yet, in Majeſty ſevere, 


Their Dcaths deferr'd; and Baniſhment, (their Doom 


In Penitence foreſeen, leaves Mercy room, ac 


G 
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ab. That Meſſage is thy Charge: Mine leads me hence; 
cd at the Garden's Gate, for its defence, 

ſt, Man, returning, the bleſt Place pollute, 

d ſcape from Death, by Life's immortal Fruit. 
Another Clap of Thunder. Exeunt, ſeverally. 
Enter Adam and Eve, affrighted. 

Alam. In what dark Cavern ſhall T hide my Head? 
Where ſeek Retreat, now Innocence is fled? 

e in that Guard, I durſt ey'n Hell defie 

Without it, tremble now, when Heav'n is nigh. 
ve. What ſhall we do? or where direct our 9 


ate 


ſtward as far as J could caſt my Sight, 

om op'ning Heav'ns, I ſavy deſcending Light. 

gulitt'ring through the Trees, I ſtill behold; 
he Cedar Tops ſeem all to burn with Gold. 

Alam. Some Shape divine, whoſe Beams I cannot bear! 

ould I were hid, where Light could not appear. 

ep into ſome thick Covert would I run, 

penetrable to the Stars or Sun, | 

d fenc'd from Day, by Night's eternal Skreen ; 

known to Heay'n, and to my ſelf unſeen. 

Eve, In vain: What Hope to ſhun his piercing Sight, 

ho, from dark Chaos, ſtruck the Sparks of Light? 
Adam. Theſe ſhould have been your Thoughts, when 
hu truſted to Low guideleſs Innocence. [parting hence, 

> now th Effects of your own wilful Mind: 

Wilt walks before us; Death: purſues behind. 

fatal *twas to ſeek Temptations out: 

oſt Confidence has ſtill moſt Cauſe to doubt. 

Eve. Such might have been thy hap, alone aſſaibd 

d ſo, together, might we both have fail'd. 

rs'd Vaſſallage of all my future Kind: 

ſt Idoliz'd, till Love's for Fire be o'er, 

en Slaves to thoſe who courted us before. 


end, 


; 


ir On 


——— 


— 


Ty 


64. The STATE of INNoctNcer, 


Counſel was not enough to ſway my Heart; 
An abſolute Reſtraint had been your Part. 

Adam. Ev'n ſuch Returns do they deſerve to find, 
When Force is lawful, who are fondly Kind. 
Unlike my Love; for when thy Guilt I knew, 

I ſhar'd the Curſe which did that Crime purſue. 
Hard Fate of Love! which Rigor did forbear, 
And now tis tax'd, becauſe *twas not ſevere. 

Eve. You have, your ſelf, your Kindneſs overpaid; 
He ceaſes to oblige, who can upbraid. 

Adam. On Womens Virtue, who too much rely, 
To boundleſs Will, give boundleſs Liberty. 
Reſtraint you will not brook; but think it hard 
Your Prudence is not truſted as your Guard: 

And, to your ſelves ſo left, if Ill enſues, 

You firſt our weak Indulgence will accuſe. 

Curſt be that Hour . 
When, ſated with my ſingle Happineſs, 

I choſe a Partner, to condole my Bliſs, 

Who wants that Reaſon which her Will ſhould ſwar, 
And knows but juſt enough to diſobey. 

Eve. Better with Brutes my 1 7 Lot had gone; 

Of Reaſon void, accountable for none: 

Th Unhappieſt of Creation is a Wife, 

Made loweſt, in the higheſt Rank of Life: 

Her Fellow's Slave; to know and not to chuſe: 

Curſt with that Reaſon ſhe muſt never uſe. 

Adam. Add, that ſhe's preud, fantaſtick, apt to chan 

Reſtleſs at home; and ever prone to range: 

Witk Shows delighted, and fo vain is ſhe, . 

She'il meet the Devil; rather than not ſee. 

Our wiſe Creator, for his Choirs divine, 

Peopled his Heav'n with Souls all maſculine. 

Ab! Why muſt Man from Woman take his Birth? 

Why was this Sin of Nature made on Earth? 
This fair Defect; this helpleſs Aid call'd Wife; 

The bending Crutch of a decrepit Life. 

Poſterity no Pairs from you ſhall find, 
„But fach as by miſtake of Love are join d: 
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worthieſt Men, their Wiſhes ne'er ſhall gain; 
We the Slaves, they ſcorn, their Loves obtain. 
WE Appetite ſhall your wild Fancies rule; ; 
to Deſert, and faithful to a Fool. ; 
l lurns in Anger from her, and is going off. 
e. Unkind! wilt thou forſake me, in Diſtrels, 
Z | ; [Kneelmg. 
chat which now is paſt me to redreſs? ; 
e miſdone; and I endure the Smart: | 
h to acknowledge; but more loath to part. 
Blame be mine; you warn'd, and I refus d: 
t would you more? I have my ſelf accus d. 
= plighted Faith ſo weakly ſeal d above, 
for one Error, I muſt loſe your Love? 
you ſo err'd, I ſhould have been more kind, 
to add Pain to an afflicted Mind. [fore : 
am. V'are grown much humbler, than you were bes 
don you; but ſee my Face no more. | 
e. Vain Pardon, which includes a greater Ill: 
ill diſpleas'd; but let me ſee you ſtill, _ 
out your much-loy'd Sight, I cannot live: 
more than kill me if you fo forgive. | 
We Beaſts, ſince we are fall'n, their Lords deſpiſe; 
paſſing, look at me, with glaring Eyes: 
I then wander helpleſs, and alone? 
ll pity me, too late, when I am gone.. 
dam. Your Penitence does my Compaſſion move; 
ou deſerve it, I may give my Love. | 
e. On me, alone, let Heav'n's Diſpleaſure fall: | 
merit none, and I deſerve it all. [Part, 
am. You all Heay'n's Wrath! how could you bear a 
d bore not mine, but with a bleeding Heart? | 
as too ſtubborn, thus to make you ſue: 
give me; I am more in fault, than you. 
rn to me, and to my Love return; 
both offending, for each other mourn. 
| | Enter Raphael. 
25%. Of Sin to warn thee, I before was ſent; 
Sin, I now pronounce thy Puniſhment: 
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But, for your Crime, th' Eternal does ordain 


This Place, with Crimes ſhall be no more defil'd. 


For Man, the Earth, of which he was, is curſt. 


Deſiring more of Love than Man can give. 
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Yet that much lighter than thy Crimes require; 
Th' Al-good does not his Creatures Death deſire: 
one muſt puniſh the rebellious Deed : 

et puniſh ſo, as Pity ſhall exceed. 

Adam. I neither can diſpute his Will, nor dare: 
Death will diſmiſs me from my future Care, 
And lay me ſoftly in my Native Duſt, 

To pay the Forfeit of ill-manag'd Truſt. 

Eve. Why ſeek you Death? conſider ere you ſpeak: , 
The Laws were hard; the Pow'r to keep em, weak, 
Did we ſolicite Heav'n to mould our Clay? 

From Darkneſs, to produce us to the Day ? 

Did we concur to Life, or chuſe to be? 

Was it our Will which form'd, or was it he? 

Since *twas his Choice, not ours, which plac'd us here; 
The Laws we did not chuſe, why ſhould we bear? 

Adam. Seek not, in yain, our Maker to accuſe; 
Terms were propos'd; Pow'r left us to refuſe. 

The Good we have enjoy'd from Heav'n's free Will; 

And ſhall we murmur to endure the Ill? 

Should we a Rebel-ſon's Excuſe receive, 

Becauſe he was begot without his Leave? | 
Heav'n's Right, in us, is more: Firſt form'd to ſerve; 
The Good, we. merit not; the Ill, deſerve. 

Raph. Death is deferr'd, and Penitence has room 
To mitigate, if not reverſe the Doom: 


In Eden you no longer ſhall remain. 
Hence, to the lower World, you are exibd: 


Eve. Muft we this bliſsful Paradiſe- forego? - [gron 
Raph. Your Lot muſt be where Thorns and Thiſtt 
Unbid, as Palm and Spices did at firſt; 


By thy own Toil procur'd, thou Food ſhalt eat; [Tp Adam 
And know no Pienty, but from painful Sweat. 
She, by a Curſe, of future Wives abhorr d, 
Shall pay Obedience to her lawful Lord: 
And he ſhall Rule, and ſhe in Thraldom live; 
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Adam. Heav'n is all Mercy; Labour I would chuſe; 
d could ſuſtain this Paradife to loſe: = "mY 
e Bliſs; but not the Place: Here could I fay 
2vn's winged Meſſenger did paſs the Day; 
der this Pine the glorious Angel ſtaid : 
zen, ſhow my wondring Progeny the Shade. | 
Woods and Lawns, where-e'er thou didſt appear, 
ch Place ſome Monument of thee ſhould bear. 
with green Turfs, would grateful Altars raiſe, 

d Heav'n, with Gums, and offer'd Incenſe praiſe. 
Raph. Where- e' er thou art, He is; th'eternal Mind 
s through all Places; is to none confin d: 
Ils Ocean, Earth, and Air, and all above, 

d through the univerſal Maſs does move. 
hou canſt be no where diſtant: Vet this place 
ad been thy Kingly Seat, and here thy Race, 
om all the Ends of peopled Earth, had come 
o rev rence thee, and ſee their Native home. 
nmortal, then; now Sickneſs, Care, and Age, 
d War, and Luxury's more direful Rage, 
y Crimes have brought, to ſhorten mortal Breath, 
ith all the num'rous Family of Death. 5 
Eve, My Spirits faint, while I theſe Ills foreknow: - 
nd find my ſelf the fad Occaſion too. | 
t what 1s Death? 
Raph. In Viſion, thou ſhalt ſee his grieſly Face, 
he King of Terrors, raging in thy Race. 
hat, while in future Fate thou ſhar'ſt thy Part, 
kind Remorſe, for Sin, may ſeize thy Heart. 


he SCENE. ſhifts, and diſcovers Deaths of 
ſeveral Sorts, A Battel at Land, and a Naval: 
Fight. 


Adam. O wretched Off-ſpring! O unhappy State 
f all Mankind, by me betray d to Fate! 

orn, through my Crime, to be Offenders firſt; 
nd, for thoſe Sins they could not ſhun, accurſt. 


— 


dan Eve-. 
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Exe. Why is Life forc'd on Man; who, might he chu 
Would not accept, what he, with Pain, muſt loſe? 
Unknowing, he receives it; and, when known, 
He thinks it his, and values it, tis gone. 
Raph. Behold of ev'ry. Age; ripe Manhood ſee, 
Decrepit Years, and helpleſs Infancy: - 
Thoſe who, by lingring Sickneſs, loſe their Breath; 
And thoſe who, by deſpair, ſuborn their Death: 
See yon” mad Fools, who for ſome trivial Right, 
For Love, or for miſtaken Honour, fight: 
See thoſe, more mad, who throw their Lives away 
In needleſs Wars; the Stakes which Monarchs lay, 
When for each others Provinces they play. 
Then as if Earth too narrow were for Fate, 
On open Seas their Quarrels they debate; 
In hollow Wood they floating Armies bear; 
And force impriſon d Winds to bring em near. 
Ee. Who would the Miſeries of Man foreknow ? 
Not knowing, we but ſhare our Part of Woe: 
Now, we the Fate of future Ages bear; 
And, e'er their Birth, behold our Dead appear. [Strik 
Adam. The Deaths, thou ſnow'ſt, are forc'd and tullq 
Caſt headlong from the Precipice of Life. 
Is there no 3 Deſcent? no painleſs Way 
Of kindly mixing with our Native Clay? 
Raph. There is; but rarely ſhall that Path be trod, 
Which, without horror, leads to Death's abode, 
Some few, by temp'rance taught, approaching ſlow, 
To diſtant Fate, by eaſie Journeys, go: 1 
Gently they lay em down, as ev'ning Sheep 
On their own Woolly Fleeces, ſoftly ſleep. - 
Adam. So noiſeleſs would I live, ſuch Death to find if 
Like timely Fruit, not ſhaken by the Wind, 
But ripely dropping from the ſapleſs Bough, 


N 


And, dying, nothing to my ſelf would owe. - [0 

Eve. Thus daily 8 with a duller Taſte In 
Of leſs' ning Joys, I, by degrees, would waſte: | lon 
Still quitting Ground, by unperceiy'd Decay, ori 


And ſteal my ſelf from Life, and melt away: nd 
* 
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raph. Death you have ſeen: Now ſee your Race revive, 
ww happy they in deathleſs Pleaſures live. 

more than I can ſhow, or you can ee, 

ll crown the Bleſt with Immortality. 


e a Heaven deſcends, full of Angels and bleſſed Spirits, 
with ſoft Muſick, a Song and Chorus. 


hu 


Adam. O Goodneſs Infinite! whoſe Heav'nly Will 

n ſo much Good produce, from fo much III! 

wppy their State! 

e, and unchang d, and needing no defence 

om Sins, as did my frailer Innocence. 

eir Joy ſincere, and with no Sorrow mixt: 
ernity ſtands permanent and fixt, | 

Wd wheels no longer on the Poles of Time: 

cure from Fate, and more ſecure from Crime. 

Eve, Raviſh'd with Joy, I can but half repent 

e Sin which Heav'n makes happy in th' Event. | 
Raph. Thus arm'd, meet firmly your approaching Ill 
r, ſee, the Guards, from yon? far Eaſtern Hill, 

eady move, nor longer Stay afford; 

gh, in the Air, they wave the flaming Sword, 

dur Signal to depart; Now, down amain | 
hey drive, and glide, like Meteors through the Plain, 
Adam, Then farewel all; I will indulgent be | 

d my own Eaſe, and not look back to ſee. 

hen what we love, we ne'er muſt meet again, 

d loſe the Thought, is to remove the Pain. 

Eve. Farewel, you happy Shades ! 

here Angels firſt ſhould practiſe Hymns, and ſtring 
eir tunetul Harps, when they to Heav'n wou'd ing. + 
rewel, you Flow'rs, whoſe Buds, with early Care, 
watch'd, and to the chearful Sun did rear: 

[ho now ſhall bind your Stems? or, when you fall, 
eh Fountain Streams, your fainting Souls recal? 
long farewel to thee, my nuptial Bower, 

orn'd with ev'ry fair and fragrant Flower. 

nd laſt, farewel, farewel my Place of Birth; 

g0 to wander in the lower Earth, 


nd, 
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For now the War of Nature is _ 
But, part you hence in Peace, and having mourn'd you 
Si 8 


in, | \ 
For outward. Eden loſt, find Payadiſe-within. 
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As diſtant as I can; for, diſpoſſeſt, $5. 

Fartheſt from what I once enjoy d, is beſt. | 
Raph. The riſing Winds urge the tempeſtuous Air; 

And on their Wings, deformed Winter bear: 

The Beaſts already feel the Change; and hence 

They fly, to deeper Coverts, for defence: 

The feebler Herd, before the ſtronger run; 


¶Exeunt amne. 
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— ed, cum fregit ſubſellia verſu, 
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To the Right Honourable 


EARL f MULGRAvE, 


eutleman of his Majeſty's tide; | 
ber, and Knight of the moſt. Noble 
Order of the. Garter 


My LORD, e : 


Op — ls a ſevere Reflection which Mon- 
5 . taign has made on Princes, That 
we ought not, in reaſon, to have 
Ys By *A] any Expectations of Favour from 
them; and that? tis Kindneſs enough, 
if they leave us in Poſſeſſion of dur 

n. The boldneſs of the Cenſure ſhows the 
e Spirit of the Author: And the SubjeQs of 
gland may juſtly * congratulate to themſelves, 
it both the Nature of our Government, and the 
emency of our King, ſecure us from any ſuch 
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The Epiſtle Dedicatory. 


Complaint. * I, in particular, who ſubſiſt wholh 
by his Bounty, am oblig'd to give Poſterity a far 
other Account of my Royal Maſter, than what 
Monta gu has left of his. Thoſe Accuſations hat 
been more reaſonable, if they had been plac'd on 
inferior Perſons. For in-all Courts, there are too 
many, who make it their Buſineſs to ruin Wit: 
And Montaigu, in other places, tells us, what E. 
fects he found of their good Natures. He deſcribe 
them ſuch, whoſe Ambition, Luſt, or private In 
tereſt, ſeem to be the only end of their Creation 


If good accrue to any from them, tis only in order 
to their own Deſigns: Conferr'd moſt common 


ly on the baſe and infamous; and never given 
but only hapning ſometimes to Well-deſerver 
Dulneſs has brought them to what they are; aut 
Malice ſecures them in their Fortunes. But ſom 
what of Specious they muſt have, to recommetl 
themielves to Princes, (for Folly will not eaſ 
go dow in its own natural Form with diſcer 
ing Judges.) And diligence in 1 is the 
gilding of the Pill; for that looks like Love, tho 
*tis only Intereſt. ?*T'is that which gains 'em the 


ty and Eaſe, makes them willing too often to d 
charge their burden of Attendance on theſe offi 
ous Gentlemen. Tis true, that the nauſeouſuel 
of ſuch Company is enough to diſguſt a reaſoit 
ble Man; when he ſees, he can hardly appromt 
Greatneſs, but as a moated Caſtle; he muſt fi 
paſs through the Mud and Filth with which it! 
encompaſs'd. Theſe are they, who wanting Wi 
affect Gravity, and go by the name of ſolid Me 
And a ſolid Man is, in plain Eugliſb, a ſolid, { 
lemn Fool. Another Diſguiſe they have,(for Fod 
As well as Knaves, take other Names, and pas! 


t 


& 
* 
* 


Advantage over witty Men; whoſe love of Lib 
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Alias) and that is, the Title of honeſt Fellows. 

t this Honeſty ot theirs ought to have many 

rains for its Allowance ; for certainly they are no 

rther honeſt, than they are filly : They are natu- 

ly miſchievous to their Power; and if they 

xcak not maliciouſly, or ſharply, of witty Men, 

is only becauſe God has not beſtow'd on them 
e Gift of Utterance. They fawn and crouch 

Men of Parts, whom they cannot ruin: Quote 
eir Wit when they are preſent, and when they 
e abſent, ſteal their Jeſts: But to thoſe who are 
der *em, and whom they can cruſh with eaſe, 
ey ſhew themſelves in their natural Antipathy ; 
ere they treat Wit like the common Enemy, and 
e it no more Quarter, than a Dutehman would 
an Ezgliſh Veſſel in the Indies; they ſtrike Sail 
here they know they ſhall be maſter'd, and mur- 
r where they can with Safety. 537 
W This, my Lord, is the Character of a Courtier 
ithout Wit; and therefore that which is a Satyr 
other Men, muſt be a Panegyrick to your Lords 
p, who are a Maſter of it: If the leaſt of theſe 
elections could have reach'd your Perſon, no. 
ceeſſity of mine could have made me to have 
ght ſo earneſtly, and ſo long to have cultivated : 
ur Kindneſs. As a Poet, I cannot but have 
de ſome Obſervations on Mankind: The low- 
Is of my Fortune has not yet brought me to- 
ter Vice; and "tis my Duty to give teſtimony to 
tue. *Tis true, your Lordſhip is not of that 
ature, Which either ſeeks a Commendation, or 


Meents it. Your Mind has always been above the 
id, Metched affectation of Popularity. A popular 
Fod un is, in truth, no better than a Proſtitute to 

mon Fame, and to the People. He lies down 


every one he meets for the hire of Praiſe; and 
I 1 his 
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his Humility is only a diſguis'd Ambition. Even 
Cicero himſelf, whoſe Eloquence deſerv'd the Ad- gor 
miration of Mankind; yet by his inſatiable thirſt 
of Fame, he has leſſen'd his Character with ſuc- 
cceding Ages: His Action againſt Catiline may be Effe 
ſaid to have ruin'd the Conſul, when it ſav'd the 
City: For it fo ſwelPd his Soul, which was not red 
truly great, that ever afterwards it was apt to be ſelf 
over- ſet with Vanity. And this made his Virtue van 
ſo ſuſpected by his Friends, that Brutus, whom 
of all Men he ador'd, refus'd him a place in his 
Conſpiracy. A modern Wit has made this Ob. 
ſervation on him, That coveting to recommend 
himſelf to Poſterity, he begg'd it as an Alms 9 
all his Friends, the Hiſtorians, to remember hit 
Conſulſhip: And obſerve, if you pleaſe, the Odd 
neſs of the Event; all their Hiſtories are loſt, au 
the vanity of his Requeſt ſtands yet recorded it 
his own Writings. How much more great ant 
manly in your Lordſhip, is your Contempt of po 
pular Applauſe, and your retir'd Virtue, whic 
ſhines only to a few.; with whom you live ſo e 
{ily and freely, that you make it evident, you hatt 
a Soul which is capable of all the Tenderneſs d 
Friendſhip, and that you only retire your ſelf fron 
thoſe, who are not capable of returning it.. You 
Kindneſs, where you have once plac'd it, is invid 
lable: And 'tis to that only I attribute my Happt 
neſs in your Love. This makes me more all 
forſake an Argument, on which I could othe 
wiſe delight to dwell: I mean, your Judgment i 


your choice of Friends; becauſe I have the Ho d 

our to be one. After which, I am ſure you wil 1 

more caſily permit me to be ſilent, in the care 50 

have taken of my Fortune; which you have H Sue 

izrd, not only from the Power of others, bu * 
| | x00 O 
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from my worſt of Enemies, my own Modeſty 
and Lazineſs. Which Favour, had it been em- 
ploy'd on a more ee —; had been an 
Effect of Juſtice in your Nature; but, as plac'd 
eon me, is only Charity. Yet, withal, *tis confer- 
tired on ſuch a Man, as prefers your Kindneſs it 
e ſelf, before any of its Conſequences; and who 
e values, as the greateſt of your Favours, thoſe of 
18 your Love, and of your Converſation. *' From 
v this Conſtancy to your Friends, I might reaſona- 
bly aſſume, that your Reſentments would be as 
ſtrong and laſting, if they were not reſtrain'd by 
a nobler Principle of good Nature and Generoſity. 
For certainly, *tis the fame Compoſition of Mind, 
che ſame Reſolution and Courage, which. makes 
the greateſt Friendſhips, and the greateſt Enmi- 
ties. And he who is too lightly recoucil'd, after 
high Provocations, may recommend himſelf to 
the World for a Chriſtian, but I ſhould hardly 
truſt him for a Friend. The Haliaus have a Pro- 
verb to that Purpoſe, Zo forgive the firſt time ſhows 
me a good Catholick, the ſecond time a Fool. To 
this firmneſs in all your Actions (though you are 
wanting in no other Ornaments of Mind and 
Body, yet to this) I principally aſcribe the Intereit 
your Merits have acquir'd you in the Royal Fa- 
mily. A Prince, who is conſtant to himſelf, and 
ſteady in all his Undertakings; one with whom 
that Character of Horace will agree, | 


Si fractus illabatur orbis, 
Impavidum ferient ruinæ, 


Such an one cannot but place an Eſteem, and re- 
poſe a Confidence on him, whom no Adverſity, 
no Change of Courts, no Bribery of Intereſts, or 
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. Cabals of Factions, or Advantages of F ortun 
can remove from the ſolid Foundations of Hy 
nour and Fidelity. | 


Ilie meos, primus qui me fibi junsit, amores 
Abſral:t ; ille habeat ſecum, ſervetque ſepulero. 


How well your Lordſhip will deſerve that praiſe 
I need no Inſpiration to foretel. You have a 
eady left no room for Prophecy: Your earj 
Undertakings have been ſuch, in the Service 0 
your King and Country, when you offer'd you 
ſelf to the moſt dangerous Employment, that 0 
the Sea; when you choſe to abandon thoſe e 
lights, to which your Youth and Fortune did in 
vite you, to undergo the Hazards, and, which 
was worſe, the Company of common Seamen 
that you have made it evident, you will refuſe nd 
Opportunity of rendring your ſelf uſeful to th 
Nation, when either your Courage or Condul 
ſhall be requir'd. The ſame Zeal and Faithfulnch 
continues in,your Blood, which animated one 0 
your noble Anceſtors to ſacrifice his Life in the 
Quarrel of his Sovereign ; Tho', I hope, both for 
your ſake, and for the publick Tranquillity, the 
ſame Occaſion will never be offer'd to your Lord 
ſhip, and that a better Deſtiny will attend you 
Bat I make haſte to conſider you as abſtratel 
from a Court, which (if you will give me lean 
to uſe a term of Logick) is only an Adjundg, 
not a Propriety of Happineſs. The Academicks 
I confeſs, were willing to admit the Goods d 
Fortune into their Notion of Felicity; but I 4 
not remember, that any of the Se&s of old Phi: 


Mo. DD AM «a cs. Lond 


- loſophers did ever leave a room for Greatneb. 
Neither am I form'd to praiſe a Court, who a4. 
| mite 
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mire and covet nothing, but the eaſineſs and quiet 
of Retirement. I naturally withdraw my Sight 
from a Precipice ; and admit the Proſpect be ne- 
ver ſo large and goodly, can take no pleaſure even 
in looking on the Downfal, tho* I am ſecure from 
the Danger. Methinks there's ſomething of a ma- 
lignant Joy in that excellent Deſcription of Lz- 
Crelias, IE | 


Suave mari magno turbantibus equora ventis, - 
E terra magnum alterias ſpectare laborem ; 


vou Non quia vexari quenquam eſt jucunda voluptas, 
_ Sed quibus ipſe malis careas, quia cernere ſuave eſt. 
d ug ! am ſure his Maſter Epicurus, and my better Ma- 
hid ter Cowley, preferr'd the Solitude of a Garden, 
meu and the Converſation of a Friend to any Confi- 
ſe ni deration, ſo much as a regard, of thoſe unhappy 
o tie People, whom in our own wrong, we call the 
vo Great. True Greatneſs, if it. be any where on 


Earth, is in a private Virtue; remov'd from the 


ne i Notion of Pomp and Vanity, confin'd to a Con- 


en , templation of it ſelf, and centring on it ſelf: 
& Omnis enim per ſe Divam natura, neceſſe eſt 
1 0 


Immortali evo ſumma cum pace fruatur; 
Cara ſemota, metuque, 


pſa furs pollens opibus 


you, 
-actel 


leave 


und le this be not the Life of a Deity, becauſe it can- 
nich not conſiſt with Providence; 'tis at leaſt a godlike 
Is Life: I can be contented, (and I am ſure I have 
Leo your Lordſhip of my Opinion) with an humbler - 
* „ Station in the Temple of Virtue, than to be ſet on 


the Pinnacle of it. 
o ad- | 


mire D * | Deſpicere | 
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Deſpicere unde queas alios, paſſimque videre 
Errare, atque viam palantis. querere vitæ. 


The truth is, the conſideration of ſo vain a Cres 
ture as Man, is not worth our pains. I have Foa 
enough at home, without looking for it abroad: 
And am a ſufficient Theater to my ſelf of ridicuW 

lous Actions, without expecting Company, either 
in a Court, a Town, or Play-houſe. Tis on thi 
account that I am weary with drawing the De. 
formities of Life, and Lazars of the People, where 
every Figure of Imperfection more reſembles mel 

than it can do others. If I muſt be condemn'd to 
.Rhyme, I ſhonld-find ſome Eaſe in my change «if 
Puniſhment. I deſire to be no longer the Sl 
phus of the Stage; to rowl up a Stone-with end 
Jeſs Labour (which, to follow the Proverb, ge 
thers uo Moſs) and which is perpetually fallig 
down. again. I never thought my ſelf very: fit fo 
an Employment, where many of my -Predeceflor 
have excell'd me in all kinds; and ſame of uy 
Contemporaries, even in my own partial Judg : 

ment, have out-done me in Comedy. Some little 

hopes I have yet remaining, and thoſe too, conſ- 
dering my Abilities, may be vain, that I may make 

the World ſome part of amends, for many il 

Plays, by an Heroick Poem. Your Lordſhip has 

been long acquainted with my Deſign ; the Sub- 

.ze& of which-you know is great, the Story Ex- 
liſp, and neither too far diſtant from the preſent 
Age, nor too near approaching it. Such it is in 

my Opinion, that I could not have wiſh'd a noblet 
Occaſion to do Honour by it to my King, mi 
Country, and my Friends; moſt of our ancient 

Nobility being concern'd in the Action. And 

| your 
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our Lordſhip has one particular Reaſon to pro- 
ote this Undertaking, becauſe you were the firſt 
who gave me the Opportunity of diſcourſing it to 
is Mejeſty, and his Royal Highneſs : They were 
hen pleas'd, both to commend the Deſign, and 
o encourage it by their Commands. But the Un- 
Wctt!'dneſs of my Condition has hitherto put a ſtop 
o my Thoughts concerning it. As I am no Suc- 
the eſſor to Homer in his Wit, ſo neither do I deſire 
o be in his Poverty. I can make no Rhapſodies, 
or go a begging at the Erecian Doors, while I 


here ing the Praiſes of their Anceſtors. The Times 
me f Virgil pleaſe me better, becauſe he had an Au- 
'd tuts for his Patron. And to draw the Allego- 
'e ey nearer you, I am ſure I ſhall not want a Me- 
era with him. Tis for your Lordſhip to ſtir 
end p that Remembrance in his Majeſty, which his 
„any Avocations of Buſineſs have caus'd him, I 
Ling gar, to lay aſide, And, (as himſelf and his Royal 


Wrcother are the Heroes of the Poem) to repreſent 


(lor Wo them the Images of their Warlike Predeceflors.; 
07S Ac/:1les is ſaid to be rouz'd to Glory, with the 
udg· ght of the Combat before the Ships. For my 
little wn part, 1 am ſatisfy'd to have offer'd the De- 


1 gn, and it may be to the advantage of my Repu- 
e tion to have it refus'd me. | 
y il In the mean time, my Lord, I take the Confi- 


p ha ence to preſent you with a Tragedy; the Chara- 
Sub- ters of which are the neareſt to thoſe of an He- 
"0 oick Poem. Twas dedicated to you in my 
elent 


cart, before *twas preſented on the Stage. Some 
hings in it have paſs'd your Approbation, and 
many your Amendment. You were likewiſe plea- 


„ed to recommend it to the King's peruſal, before 
cient he laſt hand was added to it, when J receiv'd the 
And N avour from him, to have the moſt conſiderable 

out | 
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Event of it modell'd by his Royal Pleaſure, | 
may be ſome Vanity in me to add his Teſtimo 
then, and which he graciouſly confirm'd after 
wards, that it was the beſt of all my Tragedies 
in which he has made Authentick my private 08 
28 of it; at leaſt, he has given it a Value h 
is Commendation, which it had not by my WI 


—_ | 
hat which was not pleaſing to ſome of the 
fair Ladies in the laſt Act of it, as I dare not vii 
dicate, ſo neither can J wholly condemn, till 
find more Reaſon for their Cenſures. The Proc 
dure of Indamora and Meleſinda, ſeems yet, in ml 
Judgment, natural, and not unbecoming of ther 
Characters. If they who arraign them, fail no 
more, the World will never blame their Condut 
And I ſhall be glad, for the Honour of my Coun 
try, to find better Images of Virtue drawn to tl 
Life in their Behaviour, than any I could feign 
adorn the Theatre. I confeſs, I have only repro 
fented a practical Virtue, mix'd with the Frailtiah 
and Imperfections of human Life. I have ma 
my Heroine fearful of Death, which neither C 
ſandra nor Cleopatra would have been; and th 
themſelves, I doubt it not, would have outdonif 
Romance in that particular. Yet their Manda 
(and the Cyrus was written by a Lady) was nd 
altogether ſo hard-hearted : For ſhe fate down al 
the cold Ground by the King of Aria, and nal 
only pity'd him, who dy'd in her Defence; bull 
allow'd him ſome Favours, ſuch, perhaps, as the 
would think, fhould only be permitted to her ( 
rut. I have made my Melæſinda, in oppoſition i 
Nourmahal, a Woman paſſionately loving of he 
Husband; patient of Injuries: and Contempt, ant 
cauſtant in her Kindneſs, to the laſt : And L 
b that, 
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hat, perhaps, I may have err'd, becauſe it is not 


* 


> 
p 


no Virtue much in uſe. Thoſe Indian Wives are 
after oving Fools, and may do well to keep themſelves 
dien their own Country, or, at leaſt, to keep Com- 
e pany with the Arria's and Portia's of old Rome: 
= if Some of our Ladies know better things. 
Wl: may be, I am partial to my own 

| et I have labour'd as much as any Man, to'di- 
f vet my ſelf of the Self-opinion of an Author ; 
„vu end am too well ſatisfy'd of my own Weakneſs, 
till o be pleas'd with any thing I have written. 
rocehn the other fide, my Reaſon tells me, that, in 
n robability, what I have ſeriouſly and long conſi- 
theier'd, may be as likely to be juſt and natural, as 


zou reſentation, to be plac'd in the room of that which 
0 tHcy condemn. The moſt judicious Writer is 
Wometimes miſtaken, after all his Care: But the 
repteßggaſty Critick, who judges on a View, is full as 
ble to be deceiv'd. Let him firſt conſider all the 
Wrouments, which the Author had, to write this, 
Sr to dcfign the other, before he arraigns him of 
Fault: And then, perhaps, on fecond Thoughts, 
tone will find his Reaſon oblige him to revoke his 
W-cnfure. Yet, after all, I will not be too poſi- 
S nag ve. Homo ſum, humani a me nihil alienum puto. 
vn 0088s i am a Man, I muſt be changeable: And ſome- 
d na mes the graveſt of us all are Io, even upon ridi- 
5 baßggeloas Accidents. Our Minds are perpetually 
s tho Frroupht on by the temperament of our Bodies: 
nich makes me ſuſpect, they are nearer ally'd, 
101 0WMan either our Philoſophers or School-Divines 
of bein allow them to be. I have obſerv'd, ſays 
| 0ntaign, that when the Body is out of Order, 
nd is Companion is ſeldom at his caſe. An ill Dream, 
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or a clondy Day, has Pawer to change « thi 
wretched: Creature, who is ſo proud of a reaſon 
ble Soul, and make him think what he though 

not Yeſterday. And Homer was of this Opinion 
as Cicero is pleas'd. to tranſlate him for us: . 


Tales ſunt hominum mentes, quali pater ipſe 
Juditer, auctiferd luſtravit lampade terras. 


Or as the ſame Author, in his Taſculane . Que 
ſtions, ſpeaks with more Modeſty than uſual of 
himſelf : Nos in diem vivimus; gquodcunque ani 
mos noſtros probabilitate percuſſit, id dicimus. Ii 
not therefore impoſſible, but that I may alter th 
Concluſion of my Play, to reſtore my ſelf int 

the good Graces of my fair Criticks. And you 

Lordſhip, who is ſo well with them, may do m 
the Office of a Friend and Patron, to interced 
with them on my, Promiſe of Amendment. Th 
Impotent Lover in Petronius, tho? his was a ven 
unpardonable Crime, yet was receiv'd to Merq 
on the Terms I offer. Summa excuſationis ml 
ner eft: Placebo tibi, fi culpans emendare pern 

ers. ; 

But Tam conſcious to my ſelf of offering ati 

greater Doloneſs,in preſenting to your view what ml 
Heanneſs can produce, than in any other Error off 

my Play. And therefore make haſte to break of 

this tedious Addreſs, which has, I know not how 

5 run it ſelf into Pedantry, with an excul 

of Tally's, which he ſent with his Books De Fir 
bus, to his Friend Brutus: De ipfis rebus auten 
fepenumerò Brute vereor ne reprehendar, cum ha 
ad te ſcribam, qui tum in Poeſi, (I change it from 
Philoſophid) tum in optima genere Poeſeos tautun 

phe x16 Quod fr fagerem quaſi te erudiens, * 
P TD | Fee 
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ti -prebenderer.. Sed ab eo plarimiim abſum : Nec, 
on: ea cognoſcas que tibi notiſſima ſunt, ad, te 
ug 1%; ſed quia Facile in nomine tuo acquieſco, 
non! quia te habeo æquiſſimum eorum ſtudiorum, 


mae mihi communia tecum ſunt, æſtimatorem & 
adicem. Which you may pleaſe, my Lord, to 
pply to your ſelf, from him, who is. 5 


a0 Tour Lordfoip's 
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O UR Author by Experience finds it true, 
'Tis much more hard to pleaſe himſelf than you: 
And out of no feign d Modeſty, this Day 

Damms his laborious Trifle of a Play: 

Not that it's worſe than what before he writ, 
But he has now another Taſte of Wit ; 

And to confeſs a Truth, (though out of time) 
Grows weary of his long-lov'd Miſtreſs, rags 
Paſſun's too fierce to be in Fetters bound, 

And Nature flies him like Enchanted Ground. 
What Verſe can do, he has perform d in this, 
Which he preſumes the moſt Correct of his: 

But ſpite of all his Pride, a ſecret Shame 
Invades his Breaſt at Shakeſpear's facred Name: 
Aw'd when he hears his Godlike Romans Rage, 
He, in a juſt Deſpair, would quit the Stage. 
And to an Age leſs poliſh'd, more unskill d, 
Does, with diſdain the foremoſt Honours yield. 
As with the greater Dead he dares not ſtrive, 
He would not match his Verſe with thoſe who. live: 
Let him retire, betwixt two Ages caſt, 

The firſt of this, and hindmoſt of the laſs. 

A hing Gameſter, let him ſneak away; 

He bears no ready Money from the Play. 


Th 


PROLOGUE: 
Ile Fate which governs Poets, thought it fa, 

e ſhould not raiſe his Fortunes by his Wit. N 
The Clergy thrive, and the litigious Bar ; 
Dull Heroes fatten with the Spoils of War : 
{ll Southern Vices, Heav'n be prais d, are here; 
. Wits a Luxury you think too dear. 
ben you to cultivate the Plant are loath, 
is a ſhrewd Sign 'twas never of your Growth: - | 1 
ii Mit in Northern Climates will not blow, 
F Except, like Orange-trees, tis hous d from Snow. 
ere needs no Care to put a Play-houſe down, 
i the moſt Deſart Place of all the Tows. 
and our Neighbours, to ſpeak proudly, are 
ike Monarchs, ruin d with expenſrve War. 
ile, like wiſe Engliſh, unconcern d, you ſit, 
l ſce us play the Tragedy of Wit. 5 


— 
a 
as * n 
+> - A 
* OY 
* 1 * 
[4 
< = p N * . " 
E : 
— — . - 
- 4 
x $ — 
— 
. 


Dramatis 


The 


nudamora, a Captive Queen. Mrs. Cox. 
Meleſinda, Wife to Mera. Mts. Corbet. 
a Zayda, Favourite Slave had ene J Mrs. Up bil. 


e 
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M E N. 
The old Emperor. Mr: Moban. 
Aureng-Zebe his Son. Mr. Hart. 
Morat, his younger Son. Mr. Kynaſton. 


Dianet. 
S olyman. | Indian Lords, or 
Mir Baba. \ Omrahs, of 
Abas. ſeveral Facti- 
Aſaph Chan. \ ons. 
Fazel Chas. | 
WOMEN. 
Nonr mabal, the Empreſs. Mrs. Marſh 


Dramatis 2 


Arimant, Governor of Agra. Mr. inter va 


Empreſs. 


SCENE, Agra, in the Year 1660, 
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: Inter Arimant, Aſaph Chan and Fazel Chan. 


7 ARIMANT. -+ 8 
ESREY Fav'nſcems the Empire of the Eaſt to hy 
on, the Succeſs of this important Day: 
mm e Their Arms are to the-laſt Deciſion bent, 

And Fortune labours with the vaſt Event: 


she now has. in her Hand the greateſt: 
WEED Stake, | LE 

Which for contending Monarchs ſhe can make. 

What cr can urge ambitious Youth to fight, 

e pompouſly diſplays before their Sight: 

Nous, Empire, All permitted to the Sword, 

d Fate could ne er an ampler Scene afford. 

Aſaph. Four ſeveral Armies to the Field are led; 
hich, high in- equal Hopes four Princes head: 

1s ard Ganges, our wide Empire's Bounds, | 
rell their dy'd Currents with their Natives Wounds + 
ich purple River winding, as he runs, . 

is bloody Arms about his ſlaughter'd Sons. ; 
Fazel. I well remember you foretold the Storm, 


N 6 ben firſt the Brothers did their Factions form: 


560. 


When | 


o 
< 


The — of ſeyenty Winters preſt him dovvn, 


And Life almoſt ſunk under the Diſeaſe: 
Mortal *twas thought, at leaſt by them deſir'd,. 


And Nature's Laws are by the'State's deſtroy'd. 


v3 


Oo ' 


While, by his Health, we held our Peace of State. 


I we. © wm, 


He bent beneath the Burthen of a Crown: 
Sickneſs, at laſt, did his ſpent Body ſeize, 


Who, impiouſly, into his Years inquif d: 
As at a Signal, ſtreight the Sons prepare 
For open Force, and ruſh to ſudden War: 
Meeting, like Winds broke looſe upon the Main, 
To prove, by. Arms, whole Fate it was. to reign, 
Aſaph. Rebels and Parricides! ATE, | 
Arim. Brand not their Actions with fo foul a Nam 
Pity, at leaſt, what we are forc'd to blame. | 
When Death's cold Hand has clos'd the Father's Eye, 
You:know the younger Sons are doom'd to die, 
Feſs Ills are choſen greater to avoid, 


— — —— — = .__» 


What Courage tamely could to Death conſent, 
And not, by ſtriking firſt, the Blow prevent? 
Who falls in fight, cannot himſelf accuſe, 
And he dies greatly who a Crown purſues, 
To: them Soly man Agah. 
Solym. A new Exprels all Ara does afright: 
Darah and Aureng-Zebe are join'd in Fight; 
The Preſs of People thickens to the Court, 
Tb impatient Crowd devouring the Report. [bil 
Arim. Teach changing News they chang'd Aﬀedi 
And ſervilely from Fate expect a King. | 
Solym. The Miniſters of State, who gave us Law, 
In Corners, with ſelected Friends, withdraw : 
There, in deaf murmurs, ſolemnly are wiſe; 
Whiſp'ring, like Winds, e er Hurricanes ariſe. 
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e moſt Corrupt are moſt Obſequious grown, 
d thoſe they ſcorn'd, officiouſly they own. 
Aſaph. In cas of Government, 
he Rabble rule their great Oppretlor's Fate: 
o Sovereign Juſtice, and Revenge the State. 
Solym. The little Courtiers, who neer come to kno 
he Depth of Factions, as in Mazes go, 
here Int'reſts meet and croſs ſo oft, that they 
ith too much care are wilder'd in their Way. 
Arim. What of the Emperor? | 
Sohm. Unmov'd, and brave, he like himſelf appears, 
nd, —— no Ill, no Danger fears: | 
Net mourns his former Vigour loft ſo far, 

Wo make him now Spectator of a War: 

Wcpining that he muſt preſerve his Crown 
Wy any Help or Courage but his own : 
Wiſhes, each Minute, he could unbe 
hoſe Rebel-Sons, who dare tuſurp his Seat: 
o {way his Empire with unequal Skill, 
nd mount a Throne, which none but he can fill. 
Arim. Oh! had he ſtill that Character maintain d, 
f Valour, which in blooming Youth he gain'd! 

e promis'd in his Eaſt a glorious Race; 
Wow, ſunk from his Meridian, ſets apace. 
Nit as the Sun, when he from Noon declines, 
id with abated Heat, leſs fiercely ſhines, 
ems to grow Milder as he goes away, 
eaſing himſelf with the Remains of Day: 

b he who, in his Youth, for Glory ſtrove, 
'ould recompence his Age with Eaſe and Love. 
4japh. The Name of Father hateful to him grows, 
hich, for one Son, produces him three Foes. 
Fa:el. Darah, the Eldeſt, bears a generous Mind 
Ty”: to implacable Revenge inclin'd, 
TT openly does Love and Hatred ſhow : 
| boun:eous Maſter, but a deadly Foe. ; 
Sohm. From Sujah's Valour I ſhould much expect, 
ut he's a Bi et of the Perſian Set: - . 
nd, by a Foreign Int reſt ſeeks to Reign, 
opeleis by Love the Sceptre to obtain. 


Nam 


ye, 


Aſaph, 
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Abb. Morat's too inſolent, too much a Brave, 
His Courage to his Envy is a Slave. 
What he attempts, if his Endeavours fail 
T* effect, he is reſolvd no other ſhall. | 
Aim. But Aureng. Zebe, by no ſtrong Paſſion fwayllh 
Except his Love, more temp' rate is, and weight'd; 
This Atlas muſt our ſinking State uphold; 
In Council cool, but in Performance bold: 
He ſums their Virtues in himſelf alone, 
And adds the greateſt, of a Loyal Son: 
His Father's. Cauſe upon his Sword he wears, 
And with his Arms, we hope, his Fortune bears. 
Solym. Two vaſt Rewards may well his Courage moi 
A Parent's Bleſſing,” and a Miſtreſs Love. | 
If he ſucceed, his Recompence, we hear, 
Muſt be the Captive Queen of Caffanere. 
: Y them, Abas. | 
Abas. Miſchiefs on Miſchiefs, greater ſtill, and mai 
The ncighb'ring Plain with Arms is cover'd oer: 
The Vale an Iron- Harveſt ſeems to yield 
Of thick-{prung Lances in a waving Field. 
The poliſd Steel gleams terribly. from far, 
And every moment nearer ſhows the War. 
The Horſes neighing by the Wind is blown, 
And CaſtPd-Elephants o'er-look the Town. | 
Arim. If, as I fear, Morat theſe Pow'rs commands 
Our Empire on the Brink of Ruin ſtands: 
Tir ambitious Empreſs with her Son is join'd, 
And, in his Brother's Abſence, has deſign'd 
The unprovided Town to take with eaſe, 
And then, the Perſon of the King to ſeize; 
Solym. To all his former Iſſue ſhe has ſhown 
Long hate, and Jabour'd to advance her own. 
Abas. Theſe Troops are his. 
Surat he took; and thence, preventing Fame, 
By quick and painful Marches hither came. 
Since his Approach, he to his Mother ſent, 
And two long Hours in cloſe. Debate were ſpent. 
 Arim. Vl to my Charge, the Cittadel repair, 
And ſhow my Duty by my timely Care. 
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the Emperor with a Letter in his Hund: Aſter him, 
2 an 2 ador, with a Train pe reg 
lach. But ſee, the Emperor a fiery red 
- Brows, and glowing Temples does o er- ſpread, 
27 has ſome diſpleaſing Meflage ſent: 
nb. Do not, great Sir; miſconſtrue his Intent; 
r call Rebellion what was prudent Care, | 
guard himſelf by neceflary War: 
hile he believ d you living, he obey d: 
s Governments but as your Vice- Roy ſwayd: 
, when he thought you gone | | 
augment the Number of the Bleſs'd above, 

> deem'd em Legacies: of Royal Love: 
or arm'd his Brothers Portions to invade,  . 
t to defend the Preſent you had made. | 
WE. By frequent Meſſages, and ſtrict Commands, 
knew my Pleaſure to diſcharge his. Bands: | 
oof of my Life my Royal Signet made; 
Wt til] he arm'd, came on, and diſobey'd; ſceal4; 
Amb. He thought the Mandat forg d, your D 
Wd but dclay'd, till Truth ſhould be reveabd. 
Eu. News of 8 Death from Rumor he receiv'd; 
Ind what he wiſh'd, he caſiy-beliey'd: 
Wt long demurr'd, though from my Hand he knew 
liv'd, ſo loath he was to think it true. | 
Wnce he pleads Ignorance to that: Command, 
Wow let him ſhow his Duty, and disband. 
$ 4:4. His Honour, Sir, will ſuffer in the Cauſe; 
We yields his Arms unjuſt, if he withdraws: = 
Ind begs his Loyalty may be:declar'd, . 

owning thoſe he leads to be Guard. 

Emp. I, in my ſelf, have all the Guard I need 
id the preſumptuous Boy draw off with ſpeed: : 
his audacious Troops one Hour remain; 


1ands, 


Amb. Since you, him Entrance; he d . 
lis Wife, whom cruelly: you hold in Band er 5 
er, if unjuſtly you from him detain, 

ay will Ey force of Arms regain. 


F) 


eath con- 


Cannon from the Fort ſhall ſcour the Plain: „ 
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Emp. O' er him, and his, a Right from Heav'n I han 

Subject, and Son, he's doubly born my Slave. 

But whatſoe er his own Demerits are, 

Tell him, I ſhall not make on Women, War. 

And yet Tl do her Innocence the Grace, 

To keep her here, as in the ſafer Place. 

But thou, who dar'ſt this bold Defiance bring, 

May'ſt feel the Rage of an offended King. 

Hence from my Sight, without the leaft Reply : 

One Word, nay, one Look more, and thou ſhalt die. 

| Exit Ambaſſad 

8 Re-enter Arimant. x | 

Arim. May Heav'n, great Monarch, ſtill augment you 


With length of Days, and every Day like this. B 


For, from the Banks of Gemma news is brought, 
Your Army has a bloody Battel fought: - 
Darah from Loyal Aureng-Zebe is fled; 
And forty thouſand of his Men lye dead. 
To Sujah next your conquering Army drew ; 
Him they ſurpris'd, and eaſily o'er-threw. 
Emp. "Tis well. | | 
Arim. But well! what more could at your Wiſh be 


Than two ſuch Conqueſts gain'd by ſuch a Son? 


Your Pardon, mighty Sir; 


You ſeem not high enough your Joys to rate; 


You ſtand indebted a vaſt Sum to Fate: 

And ſhould large Thanks for the great Bleſſing pay. 
Emp. My Fortune owes me greater every Day. 

And ſhould my Joy more high for this appear, 

It would have argu'd me before of Fear. | 

How is Heay'n kind, where I have nothing won, 

And Fortune only pays me with my own? | 
Arim. Great Aureng-Zebe did duteous Care expres: 

And durſt not puſh too far his good Succeſs. 

But leſt Morat the City ſhould attack, 

Commanded his victorious Army back; | | 

Which, left to maich as ſwiftly as they may, 

Himſelf comes firſt, and will be here this Day, 

Before a cloſe-form d Siege ſhut up his way. 


Em) 


[done 1 
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mp. Prevent his Purpoſe, hence, with all thy ſpeed. 
p him; his Entrance to tho Town forbid. | 
im. How, Sir? your Loyal, your Victorious Son? 
mb. Him would I, more than all the Rebels, ſhun. 
vim. Whom with your Pow'r and Fortune, Sir, you 
ow to ſuſpect is vain, as tis unjuſt. "7+ - of lt; 
comes not with a Train to move your Fear, 
t truſts himſelf, to be a Pris' ner here 
u knew him Brave, you know him Faithful now: 
aims at Fame, but Fame from ſerving you. | 
s ſaid, Ambition in his Breaſt does rage: 
Who would not be the Heroe of an Age? 
| grant him prudent: Prudence Intereſt weighs, 

Intereſt bids him ſeek your Love and Praiſe. 
now you grateful; when he march'd from hence, 
u bad him hope an ample Recompence: | 

2 conquer'd in that How and from your Hands, 
s Love, the precious Pledge he left, demands. | 
Emp. No more; you ſearch too deep my wounded. . 
Wd ſhow me what I fear, and would not find, Mind: 
y Son has all the Debts of Duty paid: K 
ur Prophet ſends him to my preſent Aid. 
ch Virtue to diſtruſt were baſe and low: 
N not ungrateful——or I was not fo! 
Wquire no farther, ſtop his coming on: 
will not, cannot, dare not ſee my Son. 25970 
Arim. Tis now too late his Entrance to prevent: 
ſor muſt I to your Ruin give conſent, cr 
Wt once your Peoples Heart, and Son's you loſee: 
nd give him all, when you juſt things refuſme. 
Emp. Thou loy'ſt me ſure; thy Faith has oft been try d, 
ten pitch d Fields, not ſhrinking from my Side, 
et giv'ſt me no advice to bring me eaſe. | 
Arim. Can you be cur'd, and tell not your Diſeaſe? 
ask'd you, Sir. | | „ 
Emp. Thou ſhould'ſt have ask d again: 
here hangs a ſecret Shame on guilty Men. 
hou ſhould'ſt have pulbd the Secret from my Breaſt, 
org. out. the bearded Steel to give me R K. 


— . 
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At leaſt, thou ſhould'ſt have gueſsd 

Yet thou art honeſt, thou could'ſt ne er have gueſo d. 
Haſt thou been never baſe? did Love ne er bend 
Thy frailer Virtue, to betray thy Friend? 

Flatter me, make thy Court, and ſay, It did: 
Kings in a Crowd would have their Vices hid. 

We would be kept in Count' nance, ſavd from Shame 
And own'd by others who commit the ſame. 

Nay, now I have confeſs d 

Thou ſeeſt me naked, and without diſguiſe: 

J look on Aureng-Zebe with Rivals Eyes. 

He has abroad my Enemies o ercome, 

And I have ſought to ruin him at home. | 

Arim. This free Confeſſion: ſhows you long did tri 
And Virtue, though oppreſt, is ſtill alive. | 
But what Succeſs did' your Injuſtice find? 

Emp. What it deſerv d, and not what 1 deſignd. 
Unmoy'd\ſhe ſtood, and deaf to all my Prayers, 
As Seas and Winds to ſinking Mariners. 

But Seas grow calm, and Winds are reconcil'd: 
Her Tyrant Beauty never grows more mild. 
Pray'rs, Promiſes, and Threats were all in vain. 

Arim. Then cure your ſelf by generous Diſdain. 

Emp. Virtue, Diſdain, Deſpair, I oft have try'd, 
And foild, have with new Arms my Foe defy'd. 
This made me with ſo little Joy to hear 
The victory, when I the Victor fear. 

Arim. Something you ſwiftly muſt reſolve to da, 
Leſt Aureng- Zebe your ſecret Love ſhould know. 


Morat without does for your Ruin wait; | 1 
And would you loſe the Buckler of your State? . 
A jealous Empreſs lyes within your Arms, 0 
Too haughty to endure neglected Charms. 


Your Son is duteous, but (as Man) he's frail, 
And juſt Revenge o'er Virtue may prevail. 
Emp. Go then to Indamora, ſay from me, 
Two Lives depend upon her Secreſie. 
Bid her- conceal my Paſſron from my Son. 6 
Tho' Alreng-Zebe return a Conquerorr,r y 
Both he and ſhe are ſtill within my Pow'r, * 
| | o 


* 
7 


/ 
Pd 
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u Tm a Father, but a Lover too: 5 
ach to my Son, more to my {elf I Wwe. 
hen ſhe receives him, to her words give Law: 
4 even the Kindneſs of her Glances awe. . 
e, he appears! [After a ſhort whiſper, Arimant departs, 
er Aureng-Zebe, Dianet, and Attendants. Aureng- 
Zebe kneels to his Father, and kiſſes his Hand. 
Aur. My Vows haye been ſucceſsful as my Sword: 
Y Pray'rs are heard, you have your Health reſtor'd. 
ice more *tis given me to behold your Face: 
e beſt of Kings and Fathers to embrace. 
rdon my Tears; *Tis Joy. which bids em flow, 
Joy which never was ſincere till now. | 
dat which my Conqueſt gave, I could not prize; 
'twas imperfect till I ſaw your Eyes. 
Em. Turn the Diſcourſe: I have a Reaſon why 
ould not have you ſpeak ſo tenderly. 
ev7 you what Shame your kind Expreſſions bring, 
u would in pity ſpare a wretched King. 
aur. A King! you rob me, Sir, of halt my due: 
u have a dearer Name, a Father too. | 
Ep. J had that Name. S 
„. What have I ſaid or done, 
at 1 no longer muſt be call'd your Son? 
in that name, Heav'n knows, I glory more, 
n that of Prince, or that of Conqueror. 
mp. Then you upbraid me; I am pleis'd to ſee 
ure not ſo perfect, but can fail, like me. 
ve no God to deal with. 
r. Now find 
e fly Court Devil has ſeduc'd your Mind: 
d it with black Suſpicions, not your own: - 
I all my Actions through falſe Opticks ſhown. 
der did Crowns ambitiouſly regard: 8 
our I ſought, the generous Mind's Reward. 
may you live! while you the Sceptre ſway, 
ell be ſtill moſt happy to obey. | | 
np. Oh, Aureng-Zebe! thy Virtues ſhine too bright, 0 


try 


lo, 


ty flaſh too fierce: I, like the Bird of Night, 
t my cull Eyes, and ſicken at the Sight, 


S or. Iv. Thou 


98 AUR EN G-ZE BE. 
Thou haſt deſery'd more Love than I can ſhow / 
But *tis thy Fate to give, and mine to owe. 
Thou ſeeſt me much diſtemper'd in my Mind: 
Pul'd back, and then puſl'd forward to be kind. 
Virtue, and — fain I would my Silence break, 
But have not yet the Confidence to ſpeak. 
Leave me, and to-thy needful Reſt repair. 
Aur. Reſt is not ſuiting with a Lover's Care. 
I have not yet my Indamora ſeen. (I's gui 
Emp. Somewhat I had forgot; come back again: 
So weary of a Father's Company? 
. Aur, Sir, you were pleas'd-your ſelf to Licenſe me, 
Emp. You made me no relation of the Fight. 
Beſides, a Rebel's Army is in fight, 
Adviſe me firſt: Yet go 
He goes to Indamora; JI ſhould take A. 
A kind of envious Joy to keep him back. 
Vet to detain him makes my Love appear: 
J hate his Preſence, and his Abſence fear. [Ext 
Aur. To ſome new Clime, or to thy native Sky, 
Oh friendleſs and foriaken Virtue fly. 
Thy Ladian Air is deadly to thee grown: 
Deceit and canker'd Malice rule thy Throne. 
Why did my Arms in Battel proſp'rous prove, 
To gain the barren Praiſe of filial Love? 
The belt of Kings by Women is mi{-led, 
Charm'd by the Witchcraft of a ſecond Bed. 
Againſt my ſelf I Victories have won, 
And by my fata! Abience am undone. 
To him, Indamora, with Arimant, 
But here ſhe comes ! — 
In the calm Harbour of whoſe gentle Breaſt, 


Wa. 
My Tempeſt-beaten Soul may ſafely reſt. ho 
Oh, my Heart's Joy! what &er my Sorrows be, m 
They ceaſe and vantſh, in beholding thee! pe, 
Care ſhuns thy Walks; as at the chearful Light, Oy: 


The groaning Ghoſts, and Birds obſcene take flight. jorte 
By chis one View, all my paſt Pains are paid: 
And all J have to coine more eaſie made. Aur 
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Ind. Such ſullen Planets at my Birth did ſhine, 
hey threaten every Fortune mixt with mine. 
the Purſuit of my diſaſtrous Love, 
ad from unhappy Neighbourhood remove. 
4:r. Bid the laborious Hind, = | 
hoſe hardned Hands did long in Tillage toil, 
eglect the promis'd Harveſt of the Soil. 
ould I, who cultivated Love with Blood, 
efuſe Poſſeſſion of approaching Good? 
Iad. Love is an Airy Good, Opinion makes: 
hich he who only thinks he has, partakes. 
en by a ſtron Imagination's Beam; | 
nat tricks and dreſſes up the gaudy Dream. 
eſented ſo, with Rapture 'tis enjoy'd: 
als d by high Fancy, and by low deſtroy d 
Air, If Love be Viſion, mine has ali the Fire 
Thich, in firſt Dreams, young Prophets does inſpire; 
Dream, in you, our fromis'd Paradiſe : | 
1 Age's Tumult of continu'd Bliſs. 
t you have ſtill your Happineſs in doubt: 
elſe 'tis paſt, and you have dreamt it out. 
Ind. Perhaps not ſo. 
Aur. Can Indamora prove = 
alter'd? Is it but, Perhaps you Love? | wi 
en farewel all! I thought in you to find 1 
W Balm, to cure my much diſtemper'd Mind. 
ame to grieve a Father's Heart eſtrang d; 
t little thought to find a Miſtreſs chang d. 
ature her ſelf is chang'd to puniſh me: 
rtue turn'd Vice, and Faith Inconſtancy. 
Ind. You heard me not Inconſtancy confeſs: 
was but a Friend's Advice to love me leſs. 
ho knows what adverſe Fortune may befal?. 
m well your Mind: Hope little, and fear all. 
pe, with a goodly Profpect, feeds your Eye: 
ows, from a riſing Ground, Poſſeſſion wel. 
lortens the Diſtance, or o'er-looks it quite: | 
eaſic *tis to travel with the Sight. 3 
Au. Then to Deſpair you woul! my Love betray, 
taking Hope, its laſt Kind Friend, away, | 
E 2 You 
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You hold the Glaſs, but turn the Perſpective; 
And farther off the 'eſſen'd Object drive. 

You bid me fear: In that your Change I know : 
You would prepare me for the coming Blow. 
But, to prevent you, take my laſt Adieu; | 
III ſadly tell my ſelf you are untrue, | 
Rather than ſtay to hear it told by you. [Goin] 

Ind. Stay, 4ureng-Zebe, I muſt not let you go. 

And yet believe your ſelf, your own worſt Foe, |} 
Think I am true, and {eck no more to know. 
Let in my Breaſt the fatal Secret lye, 

»Tis a {ad Riddle, which, if known, we die. 

5 | See ming to pau 
Aur Fair Hypocrite, you ſeek to cheat in vain; 
Your Silence argues you ask time to feign. ö 

Once more, farewel: The Snare in Sight is laid, 

*Tis my own Fault if I am now betray'd. [Going aca 
Ind. Yet once more ſtay; you ſhall believe me true, 
Though in one Fate I wrap my ſelf and you. 
Your Abſence 

Ari. Hold; you know the hard Command 
1 muſt obey: You only can withſtand | 
Your own Miſhap. I beg you on wy Knee, 

Be not vnhappy by your own Decree, 

Aur. Speak, Madam, by (if that be yet an Oath) 
Your Love, I'm pleas'd we ſhould be ruin'd both. 
Both is a ſound of Joy. 

In Death's dark Bow'rs. our Bridals we will keep : 
And his cold Hand . 
Shall draw the Curtain when we go to ſleep. 

Tad. Know then, that Man whom both — 62 did m 
Has been to you unkind, to me unjuſt. 
Tue Guardian of my Faith ſo falſe did prove, 
As to ſollicite me with lawleſs Love: 

Pray'd, promis d, threaten'd, all that Man could do, P.. 
Baſe as he's great; and need I tell you who? 

Aur, Ves; for Il not believe my Father meant: i ö 
Speak quickly, and my impious Thoughts prevent. il 

Ind. You've {aid; I wiſh I could ſome other nam! 

Arim. My Duty muſt excuſe me, Sir, from blame, 
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| Guard there. 
Enter Guards. 


Slave, for me? 


Aur. 
Arim. My Orders are | 


o ſeize this Princeſs, whom the Laws of War 
ong ſince made Priſoner. 
Aur. Villain. 
im. — Sir, I know 
Four Birth, nor durſt another call me ſo. 
Aur. 1 have redeem'd her; and as mine ſhe's free. 
Aim. You may have Right to give her Liberty: 
ut with your Father, Sir, that Right diſpute; 
or his Commands to me were abſolute; 
f ſhe diſclos'd his Love, to uſe the Right 
f War, and to ſecure her from your Sight. 
Air, IIl reſcue her, or die. Dram. 
nd you, my Friends, though few, are yet too brave 
o {ee your Gen ral's Miſtreſs made a Slave, [All draw. 
Ind. Hold, my dear Love! if ſo much Pow'r there lyes, 
As once you ow d, in Indamora's Eyes, 
oſe not the Honour you have early won; 
But ſtand the blamelefs Pattern of a Son. 
y Love your Claim inviolate ſecures; 
is writ in Fate, I can be only yours. 
y Suff*rings for you make your Heart my Due: 
ze worthy me, as I am worthy you. 
Aur. Ive thought, and bleſs d be you who gave me 
tin | [ Putting up his Sword, 
y Virtue was ſurpris'd into a Crime. 
trong Virtue, like ſtrong Nature, ſtruggles ſtill: 
xerts it ſelf, and then throws off the it 
to a Son's and Lover's Praiſe aſpire: 
\nd muſt fulfil the Parts which both require. 8 
How dear the Cure of Jealoufie has coſt! . 
Vith too much Care and Tenderneſs y' are loſt. H 
do the fond Youth from Hell redeem'd his Prize, if 
Till looking back, ſhe vaniſh'd from his Eyes! "Ft 
| Exeunt ſeverally, 
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ACT H. SCENE 1 


Berwixt the Ads, a warlike Tune is plaid, ſhooting off G 
and Shouts of Soldiers are heard, as in an Aſſault. 


Aurene-'Zebe, Arimant, Aſaph Chan, Fazel Chan, 
| © and Solyman. 


Aur. N Hat Man could do, was by Morat per form'd: 1 
The Fortreſs thrice himſelf in Perſon ſtorm Th 
Your Valour bravely did th Aſſault ſuſtain; c 
And filbd the Moats and Ditches with the Slain, lo 
Till, mad with Rage, into the Breach he fir'd: Th 
Sjevy Friends and Foes, and in the Smoak retir'd. Ne. 
Arim. To us you give what Praiſes are not due: f « 
Morat was thrice repuls d, but thrice by you. ne 
High, over all, was your great Conduct ſhown: P 
You ſought our Safety, but forgot your own. But 
Aſaph. Their Standard, planted on the Battlement, I 
Deſpair and Death among the Soldiers ſent: 0 
You, the bold Omrah tumbled from the Wall; £ 
And Shouts of Victory purſu'd his Fall. | 
Fazel. To you, alone, we owe this proſp'rous Day: Wh: 
Our Wives and Children reſcu'd from the Prey: m 


Know your own Int'reſt, Sir, where-&er you lead, 

We jointly Vow to own no other Head. [mand 
Solym. Your Wrongs are known. Impoſe but your Con 

This Hour ſhall bring you twenty thouſand Hands. 
Air. Let them wi truly would appear my Friends 

Eiploy their Swords, like mine, for noble Ends. 

No more: Remember you have bravely done: 

Shall Treaſon end, what Loyalty begun? 

I own no Wrongs; ſome Grievance I confeſs, 

But Kings, like Gods, at their own Time redreſs. 

Yet, ſome becoming Boldneſs I may uſe: 

Fve well deſerv'd, nor will he now refuſe, Ad 

| 5 i 
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I ſtrike my Fortunes with him at a Heat: 
Ind give him not the leiſure to forget. 
Exit, attended by the Omrahs. 
Arim. Oh! Indamora, hide theſe fatal Eyes; 
oo deep they wound whom they too ſoon ſurpriſe: 
y Virtue, Prudence, Honour, Intereſt, all 
zefore this Univerſal Monarch fall. 
beauty, like Ice, our Footing does betray; 
Vho can tread ſure on the ſmooth flippery Way? 
Pleas'd with the Paſſage, we flide ſwiftly on: 
und {ee the Dangers which we cannot ſhun. 
To him, Indamora. 
Ind. J hope my Liberty may reach thus far: 
Theſe Terras Walks within my Limits are. 
came to ſeek you, and to let you know, 
lov much I to your generous Pity owe. 
The King, when he delign'd you for my Guard, 
Neſoly'd he would not make my Bondage hard: 
f otherwiſe, you have deceiv'd his End; 
and whom he meant a Guardian, made a Friend. 
Arim. A Guardian's Title I muſt own with ſhame; 
But ſhould be prouder of another Name. a 8 
Ind. And therefore twas I chang'd that Name before: 
call'd you Friend, and could you wiſh for more? 
Aim. 1 dare not ask for what you would not grant : 
put Wiſhes, Madam, are extravagant. ; 1 85 
They are not bounded with things poſſible: 
may wiſh more than I preſume to tell: 
Delire's the vaſt Extent of humane Mind, | 
t mounts above, and leayes poor Hope behind. 
could wiſn . : | 
Ind. What? ; | _ 
Arim. Why did you ſpeak? you've daſh'd myFancy quite: 14 
vn in th ee 8 of Delight. 1 1 
muft take bean LS 
ce I the Rapture of my Wiſh renew, - 
\nd tell you then, It terminates in you. | 
Ind. Have you conſider d what th Event would be? 
Ur know you, Arimant, your ſelf, or me? 
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They riſe no higher than to Friendſhip's heat? 


Were I no Queen, did you my Beauty weigh, 
My Youth in bloom, your Age in its decay? 

Arim. I my own judge, condemn'd my ſelf before: 
For pity aggravate my Crime no more. 
So weak I am, I with a Frown am ſlain: 
You need have us'd but half ſo much Diſdain. 

T4. J am not cruel yet to that __ 
Have better Thoughts both of your ſelf, and me. 
Beauty a Monarch is, I 
Which Kingly Power magnificently proves, 
By Crouds of Slaves, and peopled Empire loves. 
And ſuch a Slave as you, what Queen would loſe ? 
Above the reſt, J Arimant would chule: 
For Counſel, Valour, Truth, and Kindneſs too, 
All I could wiſh in Man, I find in you. | 

Arim. What Lover could to greater Joy be rais'd! 
I am, methinks, a God, by you thus prais'd. 

Ind. To what may not deſert, like yours, pretend? 
You have all Qualities — that fit a Friend. 

Arim. So Mariners miſtake the promis'd Coaſt : 

And, with full Sails, on the blind Rocks are loſt. 
Think you my aged Veins ſo faintly beat, 


So weak your Charms, that, like a Winter's Night, 

Twinkling with Stars, they freeze me while they ligt 
Ind. Miſlake me not, good Arimant, I know 

My Beauty's Pow'r, and what my Charms can do, 

You your own Talent have not learn'd fo weltz 

But practiſe one, where you can ne er excel. 

You can at moſt, 

To an indiff rent Lover's Praiſe pretend : 

But you would ſpoil an admirable Friend. 
Arim. Never was Amity ſo highly priz'd; 

Nor ever any Love ſo much deſpis'd. 

Ev'n to my {elf ridiculous I grow; 

And would be angry, if I knew but how. | 
Ind. Do not. Your Anger, like your Love, is vain: 

When eer I pleaſe, you muſt be pleas'd again. 

Knowing what Pow'r I have your Will to bend, 

III ule it; for I need juſt ſuch a Friend. 
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muſt perform, not what you think is fit: 

to what ever I propoſe, ſabmit. | 

im. Madam, you have a ſtrange Aſcendant gain'd; 

uſe me like a Courſer, ſpurr'd and rein'd: 

fly out, my Fierceneſs you command, 

en ſooth, and gently ſtroke me with your Hand. 

poſe; but uſe your Pow'r of taxing well: 

en Subjects cannot Pay, they ſoon Rebel. 

Enter the Emperor, unſeen by them. 

nd. My Rebels Puniſhment would eaſie prove: 

know y'are in my Pow'r by making Love. 

rim. Would I, without diſpute, your Will obey, 

d could you, in return, my Life betray ? 

Ep. What danger, Arimant, is this you fear? 

what Love-ſecret which I muſt not hear? 

eſe alter d Looks ſome inward Motion ſhow. 

Cheeks are pale, and yours with Bluſhes glow. 
[ [To her. 

ad. Tis what, with Juſtice, may my Anger move: 

has been bold, and talk'd to me of ove. | 

rim. 1 am betray'd, and ſhall be doom'd to die! Aſide. 

nb. Did he, my Slave, preſume to look ſo high? 

at crawling Infect, who from Mud began, 

rm'd by my Beams, and kindled into Man? 

rt he, who does but for my Pleaſure live, 

rench on Love, my great Prerogative? 

int his baſe Image on his Sovereign's Coin? 

is Treaſon if he ſtamp his Love with mine. 

Vim. Tis true, IJ have been bold, but if it be F* 

Crime | = 

Id. —— He means, tis only ſo to me. & 

du, Sir, ſhould praiſe, what I muſt diſapprove: 

> 1nſolently talk'd to me of Love: 

It, Sir, twas yours, he made it in your Name: 

bu, if you pleaſe, may all he ſaid diſclaim, 

Emp. I muſt diſclaim what &er he can expreſs: 3 

is groveling Senſe will ſhow my Paſſion lets. | FÞ! 

t ſtay, if what he ſaid, my Meſſage be, J _ 

hat Fear, what Danger could arrive from me? | * 

e 141d, he fear'd you would his Life betray, _ Mt 
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| Ind. Should he preſume again, perhaps I may. 
Tho! in your Hands he hazard not his Life, 

Remember, Sir, your fury of a Wife; 

Who, not content to be reyeng'd on you, 

The Agents of your Paſſion will purſue, 

Emp. If T but hear her nam'd, I'm ſick that Day; 

The Sound is mortal, and frights Life away. 

Forgive me, Arimant, my jealous Thought: 

Diſtruſt in Lovers is the tender'ſt Fault. 

Leave me, and tell thy ſelf in my Excuſe, 

Love, and a Crown, no Rivalſhip can bear; 

And precious things are ſtill poſſeſs d with Fear. 
[Exit Arimant bomig 

This, Madam, my Excuſe to you may plead; | 

Love ſhould forgive the Faults which Love has made, 

Ind. From me, what Pardon can you hope to have, 
Robb'd of my Love, and treated as a Slaye? 

Emp, Force is the laſt Relief which Lovers find: 
And 'tis the beſt Excuſe of Woman-kind. 

Ind, Force never yet a generous Heart did gain: 
We yield on parley, but are ſtorm'd in vain. 
Conſtraint, in all things, makes the Pleaſure leſs; *' 
Sweet is the Love which comes with Willingneſs. 

Emp. No; tis Reſiſtance that inflames Deſire: 
Sharpens the Darts of Love, and blows his Fire. 
Love is diſarm'd that meets with too much Eaſe; 
He Languiſhes, and does not care to pleaſe. 

And therefore tis your golden Fruit you guard 
With ſo much care, to make Poſſeſſion hard. 

Iad. Was't not enough you took my Crown away, 
But cruelly you muſt my Love betray ? ; 

I was well pleas'd to have transferr'd my Right, 
And better chang'd your Claim of lawleſs Might, 
By taking him, whom you eſteem'd above 

Your other Sons, and taught me firſt to Love. 

Emp. My Son by my Command his Courſe muſt ſtet! 
I bad him Love, I bid him now forbear. 
If you have any Kindneſs for him till, 
Adviſe him not to ſhock a Father's Will, 
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Ind. Muſt I adviſe? | | 
Then let me ſee him, and Tl! try t obey. | 

Emp. I had forgot, and dare not truſt your way. 

But ſend him word, | 

e has not here an Army to command: 

Remember, he and you are in my Hand. 1 
Ind. Ves, in a Father's Hand, whom he has ſerv'd; 
And, with the hazard of his Life, preſery'd. 

But Picty to you, unhappy Prince, | 

gecomes a Crime, and Duty an Offence: 

\oainſt your ſelf, you with your Foes combine, 

And ſeem your own Deſtruction to deſign. 

Emp. You may be pleas'd your Politicks to ſpare : 

m old enough, and can my {elf take care. IR 
Iad. Advice from me was, I confeſs, too bold: 
Vare old enough; it may be, Sir, too old. 
Ei. You pleaſe your ſelf with your Contempt of Age: 
ut Love, neglected, will convert to Rage. 2 
f on your Head my Fury does not turn, 
hank that fond Dotage which ſo much you ſcorn. 
But, in another's Perſon, you may prove, | 
There's warmth for Vengeance left, tho? not for Love. 
Re-enter Arimant. 
Arim. The Empreſs has the Anti-chambers paſt, 
\nd this way moves with a diſorder'd haſte : 
er Brows, the ſtormy Marks of Anger bear. 
Emp. Madam, retire: She muſt not find you here. 
1 Exit Ingamora with Arimant. 
| Enter Nourmahal þ-{ily. 
Nour. What have I done, that No:rm-mabal muſt prove 
The Scorn and Triumph of a Rivals Love? 
ly Eyes are ſtill the ſame, each Glance, cach Grace 
ecp their firſt Luſtre, and maintain their Place; 
dot ſecond yet to any other Face. 

E:;p. What Rage tran ports you? Are you well awake? 
dach Dreams diſtracted Minds in Feavers make. 

Nour. Thoſe Feavers you have giv'n, thoſe Dreams have 
by broken Faith, and an abandon'd Bed. [bred, 
duch Viſions hourly paſs before my Sight; 

nich from my Eyes their balmy Slumbers fright, 

u the ſevereſt Silence of the Night. 
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Viſions, which in this Cittadel are ſeen 
Bright, glorious Viſions of a Rival Queen. 
Emp. Have patience, my firſt Flames can ne'er decay; 
Theſe are but Dreams, and ſoon will paſs away. 
Thou know'ſt, my Heart, my Empire, all is thine : 
In thy own Heay'n of Love ſerenely ſhine: =. 
Fair as the Face of Nature did appear, 
When Flowers firſt peep'd, and Trees did Bloſſoms bear, 
And Winter had not yet deform'd th' inverted Year. 
Calm as the Breath which fans our Eaſtern Groves, 
And bright as when thy Eyes firſt lighted up our Love 
Let our eternal Peace be ſeal'd by this, 
With the firſt Ardouy of a Nuptial Kiſs. [Offers to kiſs hr, 
Nour, Me would you have, me your faint Kiſſes prove 
The Pregs and Droppings of enervate Love? 
Muſt 1 your cold long-labouring Age ſuſtain, 
And be to empty Joys provok'd in vain ? 
Receive you fighing after other Charms, 
And take an abſent Husband in my Arms? 
Emp. Even theſe Reproaches I can bear from you: 
You doubted of my Love; believe it true. 
Nothing but Love this Patience could produce; 
And I allow your Rape that kind Excuſe. 
Nour. Call it not Patience; 'tis your Guilt ſtands mute 
You have a Cauſe too foul to bear diſpute. 


——ͤ— 


You wrong me firſt, and urge my Rage to riſe, ſh 

Then I muſt paſs for mad; you, meek and wile: ift 

Good Man, plead Merit by your ſoft Replies. he 

Vain Priviledge poor Women have of Tongue: I 

Men can ftand ſilent, and reſolve on Wrong. Dr, 
Emp. What can I more? My Friendſhip you refuſe, Mn 

And even my Mildneſs, as my Crime, accuſe. The 
Nour. Your ſullen Silence cheats not me, falſe Man; 


I know you think the bloodieſt things you can. 

Could you accuſe me, you would raiſe your Voice: 
Watch for my Crimes, and in my Guilt rejoice. 

But my known Virtue is from Scandal free, Or 

And leaves no ſhadow for your Calumny. 

Emp. Such Virtue is the Plague of human Life: 

A virtuous Woman, but a curled Wite, 
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vain of pompous Chaſtity yare proud: 
. A of the Tone, when loud, 
with leſs pain, a Proſtitute could bear, 
han the ſhrill Sound of Virtue, Virtue hear. 
g unchaſte Wives 
here's yet a kind of recompenſing Eaſe: 75 
ice keeps em humble, gives em care to pleaſe: 
ut againſt clamorous Virtue, what Defence? 
ſtops our Mouths, and gives your Noiſe Pretence. 
Nour. Since Virtue does your Indignation raiſe, 
is pity but you had that Wife you praiſe. 

Four own wild Appetites are prone to range; 

nd then you tax our Humours with your Change. 
Emp. What can be ſweeter than our native Home! 
hither for Eaſe, and ſoft Repoſe, we come: 

jome is the ſacred Refuge of our Life: 

xcur'd from all Approaches but a Wife. 

f thence we fly, the Cauſe admits no Doubt: 

one but an Inmate Foe could force us out. | 
lamours, our Privacies uneaſie make: forſake. 
irds leave their Neſts diſturb'd, and Beaſts their Haunts 
Nour, Honour's my Crime, that has your loathing bred : 
[ou take no Pleaſure in a virtuous Bed. | | 
Emp. What Pleaſure can there be in that Eſtate, 
'hich your Unquietneſs has made me hate? 

ſhrink far of. * 
iſcmbling Sleep, but wakeful with the Fright. 
he Day takes off the Pleaſure of the Night. 
Nour. My Thoughts no other Joys but Pow'r purſue: 
Dr, if they did, they muſt be loſt in you, 
ind yet the Fault's not mine 

[no Youth and Beauty cannot Warmth command; 
The Sun in vain ſhines on the barren Sand. 

Emp. Tis true, of Marriage-bands I'm weary grown, 
ove ſcorns all Ties, but thoſe that are his own. 
tains that are dragg'd, muſt needs uneaſie prove: 
or there's a God-like Liberty in Love. 

Nour, What's Love to you? | 

he Bloom of Beauty other Years demands; 


Nor will be gather'd by ſuch wither'd Hand:: 


mute 


109 AURENOG-Z ERBE. 
You importune it with a falſe Defire: - 
Which ſparkles out, and makes no ſolid Fire, 
This Impudence of Age, whence can it ſpring ? 
All you expect, and yet you nothing bring. 

Eager to ask, when you are paſt a ip ; 

Nice in providing what you cannot want. 
Have Conſcience; give not her you love this Pain; 
Sollicite not your fr, and her, in vain. 

All other Debts may Compenſation find : 

But Love is ſtrict, and will be paid in kind. 

Erzp. Sure of all Ills, Domeſtick are the worſt; 
When moſt ſecure of Bleſſings, we are curſt. 
When we lay next us what we hold moſt dear, 
Like Hercules, invenom'd Shirts we wear 
And cleaving Miſchiefs. 

" Nour, What you merit, have: 
And ſhare, at leaſt, the Miſeries you gave. 
Your Days I will alarm, Pl] haunt your Nights: 
And, worlſe than Age, diſable your Delights. 
May your fick Fame ftill languiſh, *till ic die: 
All Offices of Pow'r neglected he, 
And you grow cheap in every Subject's Eye. 
Then, as the greateſt Curſe that I can give; 
Unpity'd, be depos'd; and after live, [ Going 0 
Emp. Stay ; and now learn, 
How criminal ſoe er we Husbands are, 
Tis not for Wives to puſh our Crimes too far, 
Had you ſtill Miſtreſs of your Temper been, 
I had been modeſt, and not own'd my Sin, 
Vour Fury hardens me: And what &er Wrong 
You ſuffer, you have cancel'd by your Tongue. 
A Guard there; ſeize her: She ſhall know this Hour, 
What is a Husband's and a Monaich's Power. 
[Guard ſeizes bt 


Enter Aureng-Zebe. 
Nour. J ſee for whom your Charter you maintain: 
I muſt be fetter'd, and my Son be ſlain, | 
That Zely77:a's ambitious Race may reign. 
Not to you promis'd, w hen my Beauty drew 
All Alas Vows; when Perſia left for you 1 


Wet me your Royal Clemency intreat. 


. 
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he Realm of Candahar for Dow'r I brought: 
hat long contended Prize for which you fought. | 
Aur. The Name of Step- mother, your pradtis? d A rt, 


y which you have eſtrang'd my Father's Heart, 


l you have done againſt me, or deſign, 
hows your Averſion, but begets not mine. 
ong may my Father Tzdia's Empire guide: 
nd may no Breach your Nuptial Vows divide. 
Emp. Since Love obliges not, I from this Hour, 
fume the Right of Man's deſpotick Pow'r : 
an is by Nature form'd your Sexes Head: 
nd is himſelf the Canon of his Bed. 
Bands of Iron fetter'd you ſhall be: 
n eaſier Yoke than what you put on me. 
Aur. Though much I fear my Int'reſt,is not great, 
[ Kneeling, 


:crets of Marriage ſtill are Sacred held: 
here ſweet and bitter by the wiſe conceabd. 
rrors of Wives reflect on Husbands till: 


3 


nd, when divulg'd, proclaim you've choſen Ill. 


ad the myſterious Pow'r of Bed and Throne, 


ould always be maintain d, but rarely ſhown. 
Emp. To ſo perverſe a Sex all Grace is vain: 
gives *em Courage to offend again: 

or with feign'd Tears they Penitence pretend: 
gain are pardon'd, and again offend. | 


hom our Pity when they {cem to grieve; 


Ply to try how far we can forgive. 

ill lanching out into a Sea of ſtrife, 

hey {corn all Pardon, and appear all Wife. 
ut be it as you pleaſe: For your lov'd ſake, 
his laſt and fruitleſs Tryal I will make. 

all Requeſts, your Right of Merit uſe: 

nd know, There is but- one I can refuſe. 
[He /gns to the Guards, and they remove from the Empreſs. 
Nor. You've done enough, for you deſignd my Chains: 
he Grace is vaniſh'd, but th' Aﬀront remains, 
or ist a Grace, or for his Merit done; 

ou durſt no farther, for you fear d my Son. 
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This you have gain d by the rough Courſe you prove; 
I'm paſt Repentance, and you paſt my Love. [Exth, 
Emp. A Spirit ſo untam'd the World neer bore. 

Aur. And yet worſe Uſage had incens'd her more, 
But ſince by no Obligement ſhe is ty d, 5 
You muſt betimes for your Defence provide. 

I cannot idle in your Danger ſtand; 

But beg once more I may your Arms command: 
Two Battels your auſpicious Cauſe has won; 

My Sword can perfect what it has __ 
And, from your Walls, diſlodge that haughty Son. 

Emp. My Son, your Valour has, this Day, been ſuch, 

None can enough admire, or praiſe too much. 

But now, with Reaſon, your Succeſs I doubt: 

Her Faction's ſtrong within, his Arms without, 
Aur. 1 left the City in a Panick Fright: 

Lions they are in Council, Lambs in Fight. 

But my own Troops, by Mirzah led, are near: 

I, by to-morrow's dawn, expect em here. 

To favour 'em, III Sally out e're Day, | 

And through our ſlaugiter'd Foes enlarge their Way. 

Emp. Age has not yet 
So ſhrunk my Sinews, or ſo child my Veins, 
But conſcious Virtue in my Breaſt remains, 
But had I now | 
ThatStrength,with which my boiling Youth was fraught 
When in the Vale of Balaſor I fought, 
And from Bengale their Captive Monarch brought; 
When Elephant *gainſt Elephant did rear 
His Trunk, and Caſtles juſtPd in the Air; 
My Sword thy way to Victory had ſhown: * 
And ow'd the Conqueſt te it {elf alone. 

Aur. Thoſe fair Idea's to my Aid I'II call, 
And emulate my great Original. | 
Or, if they fail, I will invoke in Arms, 
'The Pow'r of Love, and Indamora's Charms, 

Emp. 1 doubt the happy Influence of your Star: 
T* invoke a Captive's Name bodes ill in War. 

Aur. Sir, give me leave to ſay, Whatever now 
The Omen prove, it boded well to you, 


Yor 
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or Royal Promiſe, when I went to fight, 
lig d me to reſign a Victor's Right. 
r Liberty J fought for, and I won: of 
d claim it as your General, and your Soon. 
mp. My Ears ſtill ring with noiſe, I'm vext to Death; 
ngite-kill'd, and have not yet recover d Breath. 
r will I be preſcrib'd my Time by you: , 
ſt end the War, and then your Claim renew, _ 
hile to your Conduct I my Fortune truſt, 
keep this Pledge of Duty is but juſt. 1 
ur. Some hidden Cauſe your Jealouſie does move, 
you could ne er ſuſpect my Loyal Love. 
Emp. What Love ſoever by an Heir is ſhown, 
waits but time to ſtep into the Throne. | 
ore neither juſtify'd, nor yet accus'd: | 5 4 
an while, the Pris'ner with Reſpect is us de. 
ur. I know the Kindneſs of her Guardian ſuch, 
jced not fear too little, but too much. | 
t how, Sir, how have you from Virtue ſwery'd?- 
what1o ill Return have I deſery'd?. ' WES. 
du doubt not me, nor have I ſpent my Blood. 
have my Faith no better underſtood: K 
ur Soul's above the Baſeneſs of Diſtruſt: Ne: 
dthing but Love could make you ſo unjuſt. | N 7 
irh. You know your Rival then; and know tis fit, 

ze Son's ſhould to the Father's Claim ſubmit. | 
Air, Sons may have right, which they can never quit. 3 
dur {elf firſt made that Title which I claim: 
rſt bid me Love, and authoris'd my Flame. | 
Emp. The Value of my Gift Fdid not know: 
I could give, I can reſume it too. 
Air, Recal your Gift, for I your Power confeſs : 
t firſt, take back my Life, a Gift that's leſs. 
dng Life would now but a long Burthen prove: 
dure grown unkind, and I have loſt your Love. 
y Grief lets unbecoming Speeches fall: 
ſhould have dy'd, and not complain'd at all. 
Emp. Witneſs ye Pow'rs, | 
ow much I ſuffer'd, and how long I ſtrove 
painſt th' Aſſaults of this imperious Love! 
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repreſented to my {elf the Shame 

Of perjur'd Faith, and violated Fame. 

Vour great Deſerts, how ill they were repaid; 
All Arguments, in vain, I urg'd and weigh'd: 
For mighty Love, who Prudence does deſpiſe, 
For Reaſon, ſhow'd me Indamora's Eyes. 
What would you more, my Crime I ſadly view, ' 
Acknowledge, am aſham'd, and yet purſue. 
Aur. Since you can Love, and yet your Error ice, 
The ſame reſiſtleſs Pow'r may plead for me. 

With no leſs Ardor, I my Claim purſue: 

J love, and cannot yield her even to you. 

Emp. Your elder Brothers, though o'ercome, have Righ 
The youngeſt yet in Arms prepar'd to fight. 

But, yielding her, I. firmly _ decreed, 
That you alone to Empire ſhall ſucceed. 

Aur. To after-Ages let me ſtand a Shame, 
When I exchange a Crowns my Love or Fame. 
You might have found a mercenary Son, 

To profit of the Battels he had won: 
Had I been ſuch, what hinder'd me to take 
The Crown? nor had th' Exchange been yours to mil 
While you are living, I no Right pretend; 
Wear it, and let it where you pleaſe deſcend. 
But from my Love, tis Sacrilege to part: 
There, there's my Throne in Indamora s Heart. 

Emp. Tis in her Heart alone that you muſt Reign: 
You'll find her Perſon difficult to gain. 
Give willingly what I can take by Force: 

And know, Obedience is your ſafeſt Courſe. 

Aur. Pra taught, by Honour's Precepts, to obey: 

Fear to Obedience is a flaviſh Way. 

It ought my Want of Duty could beget; 

You take the moſt preyailing Means, to threat. 
Pardon your Blood that boils within my Veins; 
It riſes Lack and menacing diſdains. 

Even Death's become to me no dreadful Name: 
I've often met him, and have made him tame: 
In fighting Fields, where our Acquaintance grew, 
I aw him, and contemn d him firſt for you. 


, 
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. Of formal Duty make no more thy boaſt : 
ou diſobey'ſt where it concerns me moſt, | 
ol, with both Hands thus to puſh back a Crown: 
d headlong caſt thy ſelf from Empire down. 
ouzh Nourmahal J hate, her Son ſhall reign : 
Yorious thou, by thy own Fault remain. 
y younger Brother TI admit this Hour: © 
mine ſhall be thy Miſtreſs, his thy Pow'r. [Exi, 
lux. How vain is Virtue which dire&s our Ways 
rough certain Danger to uncertain Praiſe! 
ren, and airy Name! thee Fortune flies; 
th thy lean Train, the Pious and the Wile. 
yn takes thee at thy Word, without regard; 
q lets thee poorly be thy own Reward. j 
ze World is made for the bold impious Man; | 
ho ſtops at nothing, ſeizes all he can. 
ice to Merit does weak Aid afford; 
truſts her Ballance, and neglects her Sword, 
tue is nice to take what's not her own; «@. 
d, while ſhe long conſults, the Prize is gone, 
To him, Dianet. | 
Dia. Forgive the Bearer of unhappy News: 
ur alter'd Father openly purſues | 
bur Ruin; and, to compals his Intent, 
r violent Morat in haſte has ſent. 
WcGates he order'd all to be unbarr'd: 
Id from the Market- place to draw the Guard. 
. How look the People in this turn of State? 
Dia. They mourn your Ruin as their proper Fate; 
ling the Empreſs: For they think it done 
her Procurement, to advance her Son. _ 
m too, though aw'd, they ſcarcely can forbear: 
s Pride they hate, his Violence they fear. 
tent to riſe, would you appear their Chief, 
l your own Troops come up to your Relief, 
Aur, Ill treated, and forſaken, as I am, 
not betray the Glory of my Name: 
Is not for me, who Ab. preſerv'd a State, 
d buy an Empire at fo baſe a Rate. 
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II6 AURENOC- Z E BE. 
Dia. The Points of Honour Poets may produce; 
Trappings of Life, for Ornament, not Uſe: 
Honour, which only does the Name advance, 

Is the meer raving Madneſs of Romance. 
Pleas d with a Word, you may fit tamely down; 
And ſee your younger Brother force the Crown. 

Aur. I know my Fortune in Extreams does lye: 

The Sons of Indoſtan muſt reign, or die. 

That deſperate hazard Courage does create; 

As he plays frankly, who has leaſt Eſtate, 

And that the World the Coward will deſpiſe, 

When Life's a Blank, who pulls not for a Prize ? 
Dia. Of all your Knowledge, this vain Fruit you ly 

To walk with Eyes broad open to your Grave. 
Aur, From what I've ſaid, conclude, without reyj 

I neither would Uſurp, nor tamely die. 

T' attempt to fly, would Guilt betray, or Fear: 
Beſides, *twere vain ; the Fort's our Priſon here, 
Somewhat J have reſoly'd | 
Morat, per haps, has Honour in his Breaft : 
And, in extreams, bold Counſels are the beſt. 
Like Emp'ric Remedies, they laſt are try'd 
And by th' Event condemn'd, or oſtify'd.. 

- Preſence of Mind and Courage in Diſtreſs, 
Are more than Armies to procure Succeſs, 


ACT W. SC EN EI 
Arimant, with a Leiter his Hand: Indamot 
8 N | £ | 
Arim. A ND I the Meſſenger to him from you? 
| A Your Empire you to Tyranny purſue: 
You lay Commands, both cruel and unjuſt, 
To ſerve my Rival, and betray my Truſt. 


Lud. You firſt betray'd your Truſt in loving me, 
And ſhould not I my own Advantage {ce ? 


I 


Servi 


ing my Love, you may my Friendſhip gain; 
know the reſt of your Pretences vain. 
muſt, my Arimant, you muſt be kind: 
in your Nature, and your noble Mind. 
rim. Tl to the King, and ſtreight my Truſt reſign," 
d. His Truſt you may, but you ſhall never mine. 
vn made you love me for no other end, 
to become my Confident-and Friend: 
ſuch, I keep no Secret from your Sight, 
1 therefore make you judge how ill I write: 
ad it, and tell me freely then your Mind: 
tis indited as I meant it, kind. Fe 
Arim. I as not Heav'n my Freedom to reſtore, [Readin 
+ only for your ſake Ill read no more:. 
yet 1 muſt RN | | 
for my own, than for pour Sorrow, ſad— Reading. 
other Line, like this, would make Me mad 
av'n! ſte goes on—yet more—and yet more kind! 

| [A Reading. 


Reading. 


e; 


"a, 
* 


4 


reph 


ch Sentence is a Dagger to my Mind. 
me this Night 5 
ant Fortune, who did ſuch a Friend provide, 
faithful Arimant ſhall be your Guide. 
ot only to be made an Inſtrument, 
t preingag d without my own Conſent! 
Ind, Unknown t'ingage you ſtill augments my Score, 
nd gives you ſcope of meriting the more. 
Arim. The beſt of Men 
dme int'reſt in their Actions muſt confeſs; 
lone merit but in hope they may poſſeſs, 
he fatal Paper rather let me tear, . 
han, like Bellerophon, my own Sentence bear. 
Ind. You may; but *twill not be your beſt Advice: g 
will only give me Pains of Writing Twice. 
ou know you muſt obey me, ſoon or late: 
Why ſhould you vainly ſtruggle with your Fate? 
Arim. I thank thee, Heav'n, thou baſt been won- 
drous kind! | | 
hy am I thus to Slavery deſign'd, 
And yet am cheated with a freeborn Mind? 


Servi 


Or make thy Orders with my Reaſon ſute, 
Or let me live by Senſe a glorious Brute 


[She fu 
You frown, and I obey with ſpeed, before 
That dreadful Sentence comes, See me no more: 
See me no more! that Sound, methinks, I hear 
Like the laſt Trumpet thund'ring in my Ear. 
| | Enter Soly man. | | 
Solym. The Princeſs Meleſenda, bath'd in Tears, 
And toſs'd alternately with Hopes and Fears, 
If your Affairs ſuch leiſure can afford, 
Would learn from you the Fortunes of her Lord. 
 Arim. Tell her, that I ſome Certainty may bring; 
T go this Minute to attend the King. 
Ind. This lonely Turtle I defire to ſee: 
Grief, tho' not cur'd, is eas d by Company. 
Arim. to Solym, Say, if ſhe pleaſe, ſhe hither may! 
pair, | 
And breathe the freſhneſs of the open Air. [Exit Solj 

Ind, Poor Princeſs! how I pity her Eſtate, 
Wrapt in the Ruins of her Husband's Fate ! 

She mourn'd Morat ſhould in Rebellion riſe ; 
Yet he offends, and ſhe's the Sacrifice. 

Arim. Not knowing his Deſign, at Court ſhe ftaid; 
Till, by Command, Hole Pris'ner ſhe was made. 
Since when, | 
Her Chains with Roman Conſtancy ſhe bore; 

But that, perhaps, an Indian Wite's 1s more. 

Ind. Go, bring her Comfort; leave me here alone, 

Arim. My Love muſt {till be in Obedience ſhown, 

| [Exit Ari 

Enter Meleſinda, led by Solyman, who retires afterward, 

Ind. When graceful Sorrow in her Pomp appears, 
Sure ſhe is dreſs'd in Meleſn1a's Tears. 

Your Head reclin'd, (as hiding Grief from view,) 
Droops, like a Roſe ſurcharg'd with Morning Dew. 

Mel. Can Flow'rs but droop in abſence of the Sun, 
Which wak'd their Sweets? And mine, alas! is gone, 
But you the nobleſt Charity expreſs: 

Fer they who ſhine in Courts, {till ſhun Diſtreſs. 
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. Diſtreſsd my ſelf, like you, confin'd I live: 
therefore can Compaſſion take, and give. 
re both Love's Captives, but with Fate ſo croſs, 

- muſt be happy by the others loſs. | | 
at, or Aureng-Zebe muſt fall this Day. | 22 
ſel. Too truly Tamerlain's Succeſſors they, / 
h thinks a World too little for his Sway. 

d you and 1 the ſame Pretences bring, 

akind ſhould with more eaſe receive a King: 

7ould to you the narrow World reſign, 

d want no Empire while Morat was mine. 

nd. Wiſh'd Freedom I prefage you ſoon will find; 
Heay'n be juſt, and be to Virtue kind. f 

ſel, Quite otherwiſe my Mind foretels my Fate: 

ort is my Life, and that Unfortunate, ' 

ſhould I not complain, would Heay'n afford 

e little time, e er Death, to ſee my Lord. . 
nd. Theſe Thoughts are but your Melancholy's Food; 
isd from a lonely Life and dark Abode: 
whatſoe er our jarring Fortunes prove, 

jough our Lords hate, methinks we two may love. 
ſel. Such be our Loves-as may not yield to Fate; 

ring a Heart more true than fortunate. 

[Giving their Hands, 
To them, Arimant. : 3 
Aim. 1 come with haſte ſurpriſing News to bring: 
two Hours time, ſince laſt J ſaw the King, 

Aſtairs of Court have wholly chang'd their Face: 
happy Aureng-Zebe is in diſgrace : 

d your Morat, (proclaim'd the Succeſſor) - 

t Ar cad, to awe the City with his Power. 

war. ole Trumpets his triumphant Entry tell. 

nd now the Shouts waft near the Cittadel. | 

Ind. See, Madam, ſee th' Event by me foreſhown ; 
envy not your Chance, but grieve my own. 

ew. Mel. A Change fo unexpected muſt ſurpriſe: 

nd more, becauſe J am unus'd to Joys. 

Ind. May all your Wiſhes ever proſp'rous be, 

ut I'm too much concern d th* Event to ſee, 

ly Eyes too tender are ro 
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To view my Lord become the publick Scorn. 
I came to comfort, and I go to mourn, [Taking her lin 

Mel. Stay, Pll not fee my Lord, | 

Before I give your Sorrow ſome Relief; 

And pay the Charity you lent my Grief. 

Here he ſhall ſee me firſt with you confin'd: 

And, if your Virtue fail to move his Mind, 

I uſe my Int'reſt that he may be kind. 

Fear not, I never mov'd him yet in vain. 

Ind. So fair a Pleader any Cauſe may gain. 
Mel. J have no taſte, methinks, of coming Joy; 

For black Preſages all my Hopes deſtroy. 

Die, ſomething whiſpers, Meleſmda, die; 

Fulfil, fulfil thy mournful Deſtiny. | 

Mine is a Gleam of Bliſs, too hot to laſt, 

Watry it ſhines, and will be ſoon o'er-caft. 
Indamora and Meleſinda re-enter, as into the Chamby 
Arim. Fertune ſeems weary grown of Aureng-Aebe, 

While to her new-made Fayourite, Morat, 

Her laviſn Hand is waſtefully profuſe: 

With Fame and flowing Honours tided in, 

Born on a ſwelling Current ſmooth beneath him. 

The King and haughty Empreſs, to our Wonder, 

Ff not atton'd, yet gy at peace, 

As Fate for him that Miracle reſerv'd. 

Enter in Triumph, Emperor, Morat, and Train, 

Emp. I have confeſs d I love. 

As I interpret fairly your Deſign, 

So look not with ſeverer Eyes on mine, 

Your Fate has calbd you to th' Imperial Seat: 

In Duty be, as you in Arms are, great. 

For Aureng-Zebe a tated Name is grown, 

And Love leſs bears a Riyal than the Throne, 


Mor. To me, the Cries of fighting Fields are Charm it 
Keen be my Sable, and of Proof my Arms, v 
I ask no other Bleſſing of my Stars: 

No Prize but Fame, nor Miſtreſs but the Wars. 01 
I ſcarce am pleas'd I tamely mount the Throne: ns: 
Would Aureng-Zebe had all their Souls in one: 0 
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h all my elder Brothers I would fight, 

1 ſo from partial Nature force my Right. 

mp. Had we but laſting Youth, and Time to ſpare, 
e might be thrown away on Fame and War: | 
Youth, the periſhing Good, runs on too faſt: | 
d unenjoy'd will ſpend it {elf to waſte; þ 
v know the Uſe of Life before tis paſt. 

once more thy Vigour to Command, 

rou'd not let it die upon my Hand: 

Hour of Pleaſure ſhould paſs empty by, 3 

th ſhould watch Joys, and ſhoot em as they fly. 
ſor. Methinks all Pleaſure is in Greatneſs found. | 
gs, like Heav'n's Eye, ſhould ſpread their Beams around. 
25d to be ſeen, while Glory's Race they run: 

is not for the Chariot of the Sun. 
jects are ſtiff-neck'd Animals, they ſoon 
| lacken'd Reins, and pitch their Rider down, 

i. To thee that 8 of Pow'r I give: 
es be thy Lot: Reign thou, and let me live. . 
> Fort III keep for my Security; 
neſs, and publick State reſign to thee, | 
ur. Luxurious Kings are to their People loſt: 
y live, like Drones, upon the publick Coſt. 
Arms, from Pole to Pole, the World ſhall ſhake: 
„ with my ſelf, keep all Mankind awake. 
mp. Believe me, Son, and needleſs Trouble ſpare; 
a bale World, and is not worth our Care. 
2 Vulgar, a ſcarce animated Clod, 
er pleas d with ought above em, Prince or God. 
e I a God, the drunken Globe ſhould roul: 
little Emmets with the human Soul 
e for themſelves, while at my Eaſe I fat, 
I {cond Cauſes did the Work of Fate. = 
rw if 1 would take Care, that Care ſhould be 8 
Wit that ſcorn'd the World, and liv'd like me. 

To them, Nourmahal, Zayda, and Attendants. ' 
dur. My dear Morat, [Embracing her Son. 
s Day propitious to us all has been: | 
re now a Monarch's Heir, and I a Queen, 


hey. 
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Your youthful Father now may quit the State, 
And find the Eaſe he ſought, indulg'd by Fate. 
Cares ſhall not keep him on the Throne awake, 
Nor break the golden 'Slumbers he would take. 
Emp. In vain I ſtrugg!'d to the Goal of Life, 
While Rebel-Sons, and an imperious Wife 
Still dragg'd me backward into Noiſe and Strife. 
Mor. Be that remembrance loſt; and be*t my Pride 
To be your Pledge of Peace on either fide. 
| Jo them, Aureng-Zebe. 
Aur. With all th aſſurance Innocence can bring, 
Fearleſs without, becauſe ſecure within, 
Arm'd with my Courage, unconcern'd I ſee 
This Pomp; a Shame to you, a Pride to me. 
Shame is but where with Wickedneſs tis join'd; 
And, while-no Baſeneſs in this Breaſt I find, 
J have not loſt the Birth-right of my Mind. | 
Em. Children (the blind Effect of Love and Chang 
Form d by their ſportive Parents ignorance) | 
Bear from their Birth th Impreſſions of a Slave: 
WhomHeay n for Play-games firſt, and then forServiceon 
One then may be diſplac d, and one may reign: 
And want of Merit, render Birth-right vain. 
Mor. Comes he t'upbraid us with his Innocence? 
Seize him, and take the preaching Brachman hence. 
Aur. Stay, Sir; I, from my Years, no Merit plead! 
; [ To his Ful 


All my Deſigns and Acts to Duty lead. 
Your Life and Glory are my only End; 
And for that Prize I with Morat contend. 
Mor. Not him alone; I all Mankind defie. 
Who dares Adventure more for both than T? 
Aur. I know you brave, and take you at your WH,; j 
That preſent Service which you vaunt, afford, Dr 
Our two Rebellious Brothers are not dead: 
Though vanguiſh'd, yet again they gather Head · 
I dare you, as your Rival in Renown, te v 
March out your Army from th' Imperial Town: 
Chute kom you pleaſe, the other leaye to me; n 
And {ec our Father abſolutely free, 
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is, if you do, to end all future Strife, 
content to lead a private Life: 
band my Army to ſecure the State, 
r aim at more, but leave the reſt to Fate. 
Moy. I Il do't. Draw out my Army on the Plain; 
r is to me a Paſtime, Peace a Pain. 
n. Think better firſt. \ [To Mor. 

u ſee your {elf inclos'd beyond Eſcape, [To Aur. 
4 therefore, Proteus-like, you change your Shape. 
© Promiſe prodigal, while Pow'r you want, 
d preaching in the ſelf-· denying Cant. 

or. Plot 2 for theſe Arts too obvious are, 
gaining Time, the Maſter- piece of War; 
Aureng-Zebe ſo known ? 
Aur, ——— — If Acts like mine, 
far from Int'reſt, Profit, or Deſign, . 
ſhow my Heart, by thoſe I would be known: 
viſn you could as well defend your own. 
Wy abſent Army for my Father fought : 

urs, in theſe Walls, is to inſlave fim brought. 
come ſingly, you an armed Gueſt, | 
de World with eaſe may judge whoſe Cauſe is beſt. 
Wor. My Father ſaw you ill Deſigns purſue: 
Wd my Admiſſion ſhow'd his Fear of you. 

ur. Himſelf beſt knows why he his Love withdraws: 
we him more than to declare the Cauſe. | 
t ſtil] J preſs our Duty may be ſhown 
Arms. 
4 r. ——— ü r e all his Foes alone. : 
lur. You ſpeak as if you could the Fates command. 
d had no need of any other Hand. | 
t, fince my Honour you fo far ſuſpect, 
r Wa juſt I ſhould on your Deſigns reflect. 

prove your ſelf a loyal Son, declare 

l lay down Arms when you conclude the War. 
Moy, No preſent Anfwer your Demand requires; 
e War once done, Pll do what Heay'n inſpires, 
d while the Sword this Monarchy fecures, 
s manag d by an abler Arm than yours, 


Fa 
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This my laſt Proof of Kindneſs, 


May he who muſt your Favour now poſſeſs, 
Much better ſerve you, and not love you lefs. 


Fate is unkind! methinks a General 


Where valiant Beaſts, by Force and Rapine, reign, 
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Emp. Morat's Deſign a doubtful Meaning bears: Ah 
In Aureng-Zebe true Loyalty appears. | 
He, for my Safety, does his own deſpiſe; 50 
Still, with his Wrongs, I find h's Duty riſe. 
feel my Virtue ſtrugling in my Soul, 
But ſtronger Paſſion does its Pow'r Controul. nt 
Yet be advisd your Ruin to prevent. [To Aur, apm 5 
You might be ſafe, if you would give conſent, | 

Aur. So to your Welfare I of uſe may be, 
My Life or Death are equal both to me. 

Emp. The Peoples Hearts are yours; the Fort yet mint: 
Be wiſe, and. Indamora's Love reſign. | 
I am obſery'd: Remember that I give 

Tie, or live. 

Aur. Life, with my Indamora, I would chuſe; 

But, loſing her, the End of Living loſe. 

J had conſider'd all J ought before; 

And Fear of Death can make me change no more. 
The Peoples Love ſo little I eſteem, 

Condemn'd by you, I would not live by them. 


' Emp. T've heard you; and, to finiſh the Debate, Au 
Commit that Rebel Pris'ner to the State. 
Mor. The deadly Draught he ſhall begin this Day: 
And languiſh with inſenſible Decay. 
Aur. J hate the lingring Summons to attend, 
Death all at once would be the nobler End. 


Should warm, and at the Head of Armies fall. 
And my Ambition did that Hope purſue, _, 
That ſo I might havedy'd in fight for you. [To his Fat :. 
Mor. Would I had been Diſpoſer of thy Stars; 
Thou ſhouldſt have had thy Wiſh, and 494 in Wars. 7 
"Tis I, not thou, have reaſon to repine, 
That thou ſhouldft fall by any Hand, but mine. 
Aur. When thou wert form'd, Heav'n did a Man bega Is ! 
But the brute Soul, by chance, was ſhuffl'd in. 0¹ 
In Woods and Wiids thy Monarchy maintain: Anc 
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1 Life's next Scene, if Tranſmigration be, 
dome Bear or Lion is reſerv'd for thee. 7 
Mer. Take heed thou com'ſt not in that Lion's way: 

prophecy thou wilt thy Soul convey N 5 
nto a Lamb, and be again my Prey. 
ence with that dreaming Prieſt. 
Now. Let me prepare | | 
he pois'nous Draught: His Death ſhall be my Care. 
lear my Apartment let him Pris ner be: 
That I his hourly Ebbs of Life may ſee. 
Air. My Lite I would not Ranſome with a Pray'r: 
Tis vile, ſince 'tis not worth my Father's Care. 
go not, Sir, indebted to my Grave: 
Wy ou paid your ſelf, and took the Life you 22 Exit. 
End. O that I had more Senſe of Virtue left, [Alde. 
x were of that, which yet remains, bereft. | 
Le juſt enough to know how I offend, + 
nd, to my Shame, have not enough to mend. 2 
ead to the Motque- — 
Mor. Love's Pleaſures why ſhould dull Devotion ſtay? 
yn to my Melejzada's but the way. | 

Exeunt Emperor, Morat, and Train. 
Za;d. Sure Aureng-Zebe has ſomewhat of Divine, 
WV hoic Virtue through ſo dark a Cloud can ſhine, 
WF ortunc has from Morat this Day remov'd 
he greateſt Rival, and the beſt belov'd, 
Nour, He is not yet remoy'd. 
Zayd, fe lives, tis true; 
But oon muſt die, and, what I mourn, by you. 
Nour. My Zayda, may thy Words prophetic be: 

f | [ Embracing her ea erly. 

I take the Omen, let him die by me. : 
He ſtifld in my Arms ſhall loſe his Breath: 
\nd Life it ſelf ſhall envious be of Death. 
Zayd. Bleſs me, you Pow'rs above 
Nour. Why doſt thou ſtart ? 
s Love ſo ſtrange? or have not I a Heart? 
ould Azreng-Zebe ſo lovely ſeem to thee, 
And I want Eyes that noble Worth to ſee 
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Thy little Soul was but to Wonder mov'd: 
My Senſe of it was higher, and I lov'd. 


That Man, that God-like Man, ſo brave, fo great; 
But theſe are thy ſmall Praiſes I repeat. 


I'm carry'd by a Tide of Love away : % 
He's ſomewhat more than I my ſelf can ſay. h 
Zayd. Though all th' Ideas you can form be true, Bu 
He muſt not, cannot be poſſeſs'd by you. 
If contradicting Int'reſts could be mixt, F 
Nature her ſelf has caſt a Bar betwixt. ut 
And, ere you reach to this inceſtuous Love, ] 
You muſt divine and human Rights remove. vu 
Nour. Count this among the Wonders Love has do 
I had forgot he was my Husband's Son! | 
Zayd. Nay, more; you have forgot who is your ono 
For whom your Care ſo long defign'd the Throne, MW + 
Morat muſt tall, if Aureng-Zebe ſhould riſe. Sh 
Nour. Tis true; but who was eer in Love, and wi 
Why was that fatal Knot of Marriage ty'd, Re 
Which did, by making us too near, diyide? | 
Divides me from my Sex! for Heav'n, I find, | 
Excludes but me alone of Woman- kind. In 
I ſtand with Guilt confounded, loſt with Shame, Le 
And yet made wretched only by a Name. | In 
If Na mes have ſuch command on human Life, 1 
Love ſure's a Name that's more Divine than Wife, 7. 
That Sovereign Power all Guilt from Action takes, MY T 
At leaſt the Stains are beautiful it makes. I 
Zayd. Th incroaching Ill you early ſhould oppoſe: 
Flatter'd *tis worſe, and by Indulgence grows. A 
Noxr. Alas! and what have I not faid or done? Bi 
1 fought it to the laſt: And Love has won. A 
A bloody Conqueſt; which Deſtruction brought, x 
And ruin'd all the Country where he fought. A 
Whether this Paſſion from aboye was ſent 1 
The Fate of him Heav n favours to prevent, Bi 
Or as the Curſe of Fortune in excels; 
That, ſtretching, would beyond its reach poſſeſs: T 
And, wich a Taſte which Plenty does depraye, 7 


Loaths lawful Good, and lawleis Ill does craye? 
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Zayd. But yet conſider . — 

Nur. No, tis loſs of time: 5 
Whink how to farther, not divert my Crime. | 
artful Engines inſtantly I'll move: 

And chuſe the ſoft and gentleſt Hour of Love. 

he Under-Provoſt of the Fort is mine. 
Nut fcc, Morat! Pl whiſper my Deſign. 

Ester Morat with Arimant, as talking: Attendants; 
.in. And for that Cauſe vras not in publick ſeen: 
Nut fays in Priſon with the captive Queen. 

W Mor. Let my Attendants wait; I'll be alone: 
Where leaſt of State, there moſt of Love is ſhown. 
Nour. My Son, your Bus'neſs is not hard to gueſs; 
| [To Morat. 


7 & "IE 
n . n p — 
o 


Long Abſence makes you eager to poſſeſs : 
W will not importune you by my Stay; 
he merirs all the Love which you can pay. 
| Exit with Zayda. 
Re-enter Arimant, with Meleſinda; then Exit, Morat runs 
to Meleſinda, and embraces her. 
Mor. Should T not chide you, that you choſe to ſtay 
In gloomy Shades, and loſt a glorious Day? 
; Lof the firſt Fruits of Joy you ſhould poſſeſs 
In my Return, and made my Triumph leſs? 
Mel. Should J not chide, that you could ſtay and ſee 
Ef Thoſe Joys, preferring publick Pomp to me? _ 
Through my dark Cell your Shouts of Triumph rung: 
I heard with Pleaſure; but I thought 'em long. 1 
Mor. The Publick will in Triumphs rudely ſhare, 
And Kings the Rudeneſs of their Joys muſt bear: 7 
But I made haſte to ſet my Captive free: 
And thought that work was only worthy me. 
The Fame of antient Matrons you purſue; 
And ſtand a blameleſs Pattern to the New. 
I have not words to praiſe ſuch Acts as theſe ; 
But take my Heart, and mold it as you pleaſe, 
Mel. A Tryal of your Kindneſs I muſt make, 
Though not for mine ſo much as Virtue's ſake. * 
The Queen of Cafſime 
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Mor. No more, my Love; 

That only Suit I beg you not to move. 

That ſhe's in Bonds for Aureng-Zebe J know, 

And ſlould, by my Conſent, continue fo. 

The good old Man, I fear, will Pity ſhow. 

My Father dotes, and let him {till dote on; 

He buys his Miſtreſs dearly with his Throne, 
Ael. See her; and then be cruel if you can. 
Mor. Tis not with me as with a private Man, 

Such may be ſway'd by Honour, or by Love; 

But Monarchs, only by their Int'reſt move. | 
Mel. Heav'n does a Tribute for your Pow'r demand: 

He leaves th' Oppreſt and Poor upon your Hand, 

And thoſe who Stewerds of his Pity prove, 

He Bleſſes, in return, with publick Love. 

In his Diſtreſs, {ſome Miracle is ſhown: 

If exil'd, Heav'n reſtores him to his Throne, 

Ne needs no Guard while any Subject's near: 

Nor, like his Tyrant Neighbours, lives in Fear: 

No Plots th' Alarm to his Retirements give: 

*Tis all Mankind's Concern that he ſhould live. 

Mor. You promis'd Friendſhip in your low Eſtate; 
And ſhould forget it in your better Fate; 

Such Maxims are more plauſible than true; 

But ſomewhat muſt be given to Love and you. 

Pl] view this Captive Queen; to let her ſee, 

Pray'rs and Complaints are loſt on ſuch as me. [plex 
Mel. I'll bear the News: Heav'n knows how much[n 

That, by my Care, th' afflicted may be eas d. 

As ſhe is going off, enter Indamora. 

Ind. Vl ſpare your Pains, and venture out alone, 
Since you, fair Princeſs, my Protection own. 
But you, brave Prince, a harder Task muſt find; 

9 5 Jo Morat kneeling, who takes her 
In ſaving me, you would but half be kind, 
An humble Suppliant at your Feet I lye; 
You have condemn'd my better Part to die. 
Without my Aureng-Zebe I cannot live; 

Reyoke his Doom, or elſe my Sentence give. 
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Mel. If Meleſinda in your Love have part, 
Vhich, to ſuſpect, would break my tender Heart: 
Love, like mine, may for a Lover plead, 
y the chaſte Pleaſures of our Nuptial Bed, 
Wy all the Int'reſt my paſt Suff rings make, 
nd all 1 yet would ſuffer for your fake; 
y you your ſelf, the laſt and deareſt tie . 
Mor. Vou move in vain; for Aureng-Zebe muſt die. 
Ind. Could that Decree from any Brother come? 
ature her ſelf is ſentenc'd in your Doom. 
Wicty is no more, ſhe ſees her Place 
WW furp'd by Monſters, and a ſavage Race. 
From her ſoft Eaſtern Climes you drive her forth, 
Foo the cold Manſions of the utmoſt North. 
ow can our Prophet ſuffer you to Reign. 
WV hen he looks down, and ſees your Brother lain? 
: wenging Furies will your Life purſue: 
WT hink there's a Heav'n, Morat, though not for you. 
Mel. Her words imprint a Terror on my Mind. 
Nhat if this Dearh, which is for him deſign'd, 
Had been your Doom, (far be that Augury!) 
Ind you, not Aureng-Zebe, condemn'd to die? 
BEV cigh well the various turns of human Fate, 
And ſeek, by Mercy, to ſecure your State. | 
Ind. Had Heav'n the Crown for Aureng-Zebe deſign'd, 
bity, for you, had pierc'd his generous Mind. 
eu Pity does with a noble Nature ſuit: | 
= Brother's Life had ſuffer'd no diſpute. 
All things have right in Life, our Prophet's Care 
Commands the Beings ey'n of Brutes to ſpare. 
Though Int'reſt his Reſtraint has juſtify'd, 
Can Life, and to a Brother, be deny'd? 
Mer. All Reaſons for his Safety urg'd, are weak: 
And yet, methinks, tis Heav'n to hear you ſpeak. 
Mel, *Tis part of your own Being to invade 
Moy. Nay, if the fail to move, would you perſwade? 
[Turning to Inda. 
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My Prother does a glorious Fate purſue. 

I envy him, that he muſt fall for you. 
He had been Baſe, had he releas'd his Right: 
Ma For ſuch an Empire none * Kings ſhould fight, 
| F 5 It 
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Tf with a Father he diſputes this Prize, 
My Wonder ceaſes when I ſee theſe Eyes. | 
Mel. And can you then deny thoſe Eyes you praiſe! 
Can Beauty Wonder, and not Pity raiſe? 
Mor. Your Interceſſion now is needleſs grown: 
Retire, and let me ſpeak with her alone. 
[ Melefinda retires, weeping, to the fide of the Theaty 
Queen, that you may not fruitleſs Tears employ, 
xing Indamora's Ha 
I bring you News to fill your Heart with Joy: 
Your Lover King of all the Eaſt ſhall reign: 
For Azreng-Zebe to morrow ſhall be ſlain. 
Ind. The Hopes yourais'd, you've blaſted with a Breath 
| ; CROW bad, 
With Triumphs you began, but end with Death, 
Did you not ſay, my Lover ſhould be King? 
Mor. I, in Morat, the beſt of Lovers bring. 
For one forſaken both of Earth, and Heav'n, 
Your kinder Stars a nobler Choi have given: 
My Father, white I pleafe, a King appears; 
His Pow'r is more declining than his Tears. 
An Emperor and Lover, but in ſhow; 
But you, in me, have Vouth and Fortune too. 
As Heav'n did to your Eyes, and Form Divine, 
Submit the Fate of all th' Imperial Line; 
So was it order'd by its wiſe Decree, 
That you ſhould find em all compris d in me. 
Ind. If, Sir, I ſeem not diſcompos d with Rage, 
Feed not your Fancy with a falſe Preſage. 
Farther to preſs your Courtſhip is but vain: | 
A cold Refuſal carries more Diſdain. 
Unſetled Virtue ftormy may appear; 
Honour, like mine, ſerenely is ſevere, 
To fcorn your Perſon, and reje& your Crown, | 
Diſorder not my Face into a Frown, ¶ Iurns from hin, 
Mor. Your Fortune you ſhould rev'rently have usd: 
Such Offers are not twice to be refus'd. 
I go to Avyren;-Zebe, and am in haſte. 
For your Commands, they're like to be the laſt, 
Ina, Tell him, | Eh 
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ith my own Death I would his Life redeem; | 
ut leſs than Honour, both our Lives eſteem. 

Mor. Have you no more? h 

Ind. —What ſhall I do or ſay? LAlide. 
Wc muſt not in this Fury go away. 

Fell him, I did in vain his Brother move; | 
Ind yet he falſly ſaid, he was in Love. 
ally; for had he truly lov'd, at leaſt, 
e would have giv'n one Day to my Requeſt; 
yr. A little yielding may my Love advance: 
Dee darted from her Eyes a ſidelong Glance, 
Wt as ſhe ſpoke; and, like her Words, it flew : 
eem'd not to beg, what yet ſhe bid me do. 

brother, Madam, cannot give a Day; [To her. 
 Scrvant, and who Hopes to Merit, * | 
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Mel. If, Si: Coming to bim. 

Mr. No more — ſet Speeches, and a formal Tale, 

ich none but Stateſmen and grave Fools prevail. 

iy up your Tears, and practiſe every Grace, 

What fits the Pageant of your Royal Place. Exit. 

Mel. Madam, the ſtrange Reverſe of Fate you fee: 

| 3 f Indamora. 

Wpity'd you, now you may pity me. [Exit after him. 

nnd. Poor Princeis! thy hard Fate I c bemoan, 

ad I not nearer Sorrows of my own, 

Wcauty is ſeldom Fortunate, when great: 

W val Eſtate, but overcharg'd with Debt. 

Eike thoſe whom Want to Baſeneſs does betray : 

Im forc'd to Hatter him I cannot pay. 

© would he be content to ſeize the Throne: 

beg the Life of Aureng-Zebe alone, 

hom Heav'n would bleſs, from Pomp it will remove; 
d make their Wealth in Privacy and Love, [ Exit. 
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Iſtruſt, and Darkneſs, of a future State, 
Make poor Mankind ſo fearful of their Fate. 
Death, in it (elf, is nothing; but we fear 
To be we know not what, we know not where. 
| | | [Soft Muſe 
This is the Ceremony of my Fate: 
A prong Treat; and I'm to die in State. 
They lodge me, as I were the Perſian King : 
And with luxurious Pomp my Death they bring. 
© _ Tb hin, Nourmahal. 
Nour. I thought, before you drew your lateſt Breath, 
To ſmooth your Pafſage, and to ſoften Death; 
For I would have you, when you upward move, 
Speak kindly of me, to our Friends above: 
Nor name me there th Occaſion of your Fate; 
Or what my Intereſt does, impute to Hate. 
Ar. Lask not for what End your Pomp's deſign'd; 
Whether t' inſult, or to compoſe my Mind: 
I mark d it not; 
But, knowing Death would ſoon th! Aſſault begin, 
Stood firm collected in my Strength within: 
To guard that Breach did all my Forces guide, 
And left unmenmd the quiet Senſes fide. 
No. r. Becauſe Morat from we his Being took, 
All I can fay will much ſuſpected look: 
Tis little to confeſs your Fate I grieve; 
Yet more than you would eaſily believe. 
Aur. Since my inevitable Death you know, 
You ſafely unayailing Pity ſhow: 
"Tis Popular to mourn a dying Foe. 
Nour. You made my Liberty your late Requeſt: 
Is no Return due from a gratetyl Breaſt? 
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ow impatient, till I find ſome way 
reat Offices, with greater, to repay. 
Ayr. When I conſider Life, tis all a Cheat; 
et, fooPd with hope, Men favour the Deceit ; 
Fruſt on, and think to Morrow will repay: ?- 
Jo Morrow's falſer than the former Day; - 
Jes worſe; and while it ſays, We ſhall be bleft 
ich ſome new Joys, cuts off what we poſſeſt. 
ange cozenage! none would live paſt Years again, 
WT ct all hope Pleaſure in what yet remain; 
Ind, from the Dregs of Life, think to receive 
bat the firſt ſprightly running could not give. 
Wn tird with waiting for this Chimick Gold, 
WV hich fools us young, and beggars us when old. 
Nour, Tis not for nothing that we Life purſue; 
pays our Hopes with ſomething ſtill that's newy: 
ach Day's a Miſtreſs, unenjoy'd bofore; 
Wike Travellers, we're pleas'd with ſeeing more. 
id you but know what Joys your way attend, 
ou would not hurry to your Journey's end, 
Aur. I need not haſte the end of Life to meet; 
he Precipice is juſt beneath my Feet. 
Aur. Think not my Senſe of Virtue is ſo ſmall: 
rather leap down firſt, and break your Fall. 
Wy Aureng-Zebs (may J not call you ſo?) | 
RS [ Taking him by the Hand. 
ehold me now no longer for your Foe; 
am not, cannot be your Enemy: 
ook, is there any Malice in my Eye? | 
ay fit —— : [Both ſit, 
hat diſtance ſhews too much Reſpe&, or Fear 
oull find no Danger in approaching near. 
Aur. Forgive th Amazement of my doubtful State: 
[hs Kindneſs from the Mother of Morat! 925 
ist ſome Angel, pitying what I bore, 
ho takes that Shape, to make my Wonder more? 
Nor. Think me your better Genius in Diſguiſe; 
Dr an, thing hat more may char m your Eyes. 
Lon Guardian Angel never could excel 
WE” re, wor could he love his Charge fo well. 1 
f Eh Aur, 
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Aur. Whence can proceed ſo wonderful a Change) 
Nour. Can Kindneſs to Deſert, like yolirs, be firang! 

Kindneſs by fecret Sympathy is ty'd; 

For noble Souls in Nature are ally'd. 

I faw with what a Brow you brav'd your Fate; 

Yet with what Mildneſs bore your Father's Hate. 

My Virtue, like a String wound up by Art, 


To the ſame Sound, when yours was touch'd, took part, A 
At diſtance ſhook, and trembled at my Heart. w 
Aur. I'Il not complain my Father is unkind, nd 
Since ſo much Pity from a Foe I find. r 
Juſt Heav'n reward this Act. n 
Nour. Tis well the Debt no Payment does demand, he 
You turn me over t another Hand. Die 
But happy. happy ſhe, ak 
And with the Bleſsd above to be compar'd, 95 
Whom you your ſelf would, with your ſelf, reward; nd 
The greateſt, nay, the faireſt of her Kind, off 
Would envy her that Bliſs which you defign'd. br 
Aur. Great Princes thus, when Favourites they rait, 4 
To juſtifie their Grace, their Creatures praiſe. be 
Nour. As Love the nobleſt Paſſion we account, Net 
So to the higheſt Object it ſhould mount. to 
It ſhows you brave when mean Deſires you ſhun, N 
An Eagle only can behold the Sun: on 
And ſo muſt you; if yet, Preſage Divine or 
There be in Dreams, or was t a Viſion mine? Wot! 
Aur. Of me? | nd 
Nour. And who could elſe employ my Thought A 
J dream'd, your Love was by Love's Goddels ſought; hi 
Officious Cupids, hov'ring o'er your Head, Ind 
Held Myrtle Wreaths; Beneath your Feet were ſpread ho 
What Sweets ſoc'er Sabean Springs diſcloſe, et 
Our Indian Jaſmine, or the Syrian Roſe; 0 5 
The wanton Miniſters around you ſtrove nd, 
For Service, and inſpir'd their Mother's Love: No 
Cloſe by your Side, and languiſhing, ſhe lies, ow 
With bluſhing Cheeks, ſhort * and wiſhing Eyes Nou 
Upon your Breaſt ſupinely lay her Head, To 


W lle, on your Face, her famiſn d ſight ſhe fed. mY | 
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hen, with a Sigh, into theſe Words ſhe broke, . 
ind gather d humid Kiſſes as ſhe ſpoke.) 
all, and ingrateful! muſt J offer Love? 
Sd of Gods, and envy'd ev'n by Jove: 

nad doſt thou Ignorance or Fear pretend? 
ean Soul! and dar'ſt not gloriouſly offend? 
zen, preſſing _ his Hand | 
Aux, I'll hear no more. 7 7 Md 
was impious to haye underſtood before; Laa #p 
Ind 1, 'till now, endeavour'd to miſtake 
be inceſtuous Meaning which too plain you make. 
W Now. And why this Niceneſs to that Pleaſure ſhown, 
WT here Nature ſums up all her Joys in one; 
ies all ſhe can, and labouring ſtill to give, 
Wes it ſo great, we can but taſte and live: 
fils the Senſes, that the Soul ſeems fled, 
Ind Thought it ſelf does, for the time, lie dead; 
Will, like a String ſcru'd up with eager haſte, 
breaks, and is too exquiſite to laſt ? | 
Air. Heav'ns! can you this, without juſt Vengeance; 
ben will you thunder, if it now be clear? hear ? 
et her alone let not your Thunder ſeize : 
too, deſerve to die, becauſe I pleaſe. 
Nour. Cuſtom our Native Royalty does awe; 
Womiſcuous Love is Nature's general Law: 
dr whoſoeyer the firſt Lovers were, 
other and Siſter made the ſecond Pair, 
nd doubled, by their Love, their Piety. 
Ar. Hence, hence, and to ſome barbarous Climate fly, 
hich only Brutes in human Form does yield, | 
Ind Man grows wild in Nature's common Field, 
ho eat their Parents, Piety pretend; 
et there no Sons their facred Bed aſcend. 
o vail great Sins, a greater Crime you chuſe; 
nd, in your Inceſt, your Adult'ry loſe. 
Nour. In vain this hty Fury you have ſhown, 
ow I adore a Soul ſo like my own! a 
ou muſt be mine, that you may learn to live: 
now Joys, which only ſhe who loves can give, 
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Nor think that Action you upbraid, ſo ill: 
I am not chang'd; 1 love my Husband ſtill; 
But love him as he was, when youthful Grace, 
And the firſt Down began to ſhade his Face: 
That Image does my Virgin-flames renew, 
And all your Father ſhines more bright in you. 
Aur. In me a Horror of my {ſelf you raiſe; 
Cursd by your Love, and blaſted by your Praiſe. 
You find new ways to proſecute my Fate; 
And your leaſt-guilty Paſſion was your Hate. 
Nour. I beg my Death, if you can Love deny. 
| | [Offering him a Dig 
Aur. Tl grant you nothing; no, not ev'n to die. 
Nour. Know then, you are not half ſo kind as I. 
EE ö, [Stamps with her Ti 
Enter Mutes, ſome with Swords drawn, one with a Ci), 
You've choſen, and may now repent too late, 
Behold th effect of what you wiſh'd, my Hate. 
| | [Taking the Cup to preſent li 
This Cup, a cure for both our His has brought: 
| You need not fear a Philtre in the Draught. 
Ar. All muſt be Poiſon which can come from thi 
: | [Receiving it froml 
Hut this the leaſt. T' immortal Liberty 
This firſt J pour like dying Socrates ; 
| | [ Spilling a little i 
Grim though he be, Death pleaſes when he frees. 
As be is going to drink, Enter Morat attended. 
Mer. Make not ſuch haſte, you muſt my leiſure fy; 
Your Fate's deferr'd, you ſhall not die to Day. | 
7, | [Taking the Cup from li 
Nour, What fooliſh Pity has poſſeſs d your Mind, 
To alter what your Prudence once defign'd ? 
Mer. What if I pleaſe to lengthen out his date 
A Day, and take a Pride to cozen Fate? 
Nour. Twill not be ſafe to let him live an Hour. 
Moy. I'Il do't, to ſhow my Arbitrary Pow'r. | 
Nour. Fortune may take him from your Hands pi 
And you repent th' occaſion Joſt in vain, 
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Wor. ſmile at Mhat your Female Fear foreſees: 
nin Fate's Place, and dictate her Decrees. En 
t Arimant be call d. Exit one of his Attendants, 
Aur. Give me the Poiſon; and T'll end your Strife: 
ate to keep a poor precarious Life. f 
ould I my Safety on baſe Terms receive, 
ow, Sir, I could have liv'd without your leave. 
t thoſe I could accuſe, I can forgive: 
my diſdainful Silence, let *em live. : 
Nour, What am I, that you dare to bind my Hand? 
| | [To Morat, 


low, I've not a Murder at command! 
an you not one poor Life to her afford, 
r who gave up whole Nations to your Sword? 
d from th' Abundance of whoſe Soul and Heat, 
al crflowing ſerv'd to make your Mind ſo great. 
hr. What did that Greatneſs in a Woman's Mind? 
lodg'd, and weak to act what it deſign'd. 5 

aſure's your Portion, and your ſlothful Eaſe: 
hen Man's at leiſure, ſtudy how to pleaſe. 
Pften his angry Hours with ſervile Care, 
Wd when he calls, the ready Feaſt prepare. 
om Wars, and from Affairs of State abſtain: - 
omen emaſculate a Monarch's Reign; | 
d murmuring Crouds, who ſee em ſhine with Gold, 


bat pomp, as their own raviſh'd Spoils behold. 

Nour. Rage choaks my Words: Tis Womanly to 
Weep: No | [4ſide. 

. my ſwolhn Breaſt my cloſe Revenge Tl! keep; 


watch his tender'ſt Part, and there ſtrike deep. ¶ Exit. 

Air, Your ſtrange Proceeding does my Wonder move; 

et ſeems not to expreſs a Brother's Love. 

to what Cauſe my reſcu'd Life I owe. 

Mor. It what you ask would pleaſe, you ſhould not know. 

ut fince that Knowledge, more than Death, will grieve, 

bow, Indamora gain'd you this Repriere, [Change? 

Aur. And whence had ſhe the Pow'r to work your 

Mor. The Pow'r of Beauty is not new or ſtrange. 

bould ſhe command me more, I could obey ; | 

ut her Requeſt was bounded with a Day, TO 
AKC 
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Take that; and, if you'll ſpare my father Crime, 
Be kind, and grieve to Death againſt your Time. 
| Enter Arimant. | 
Remove this Pris'ner to ſome ſafer Place: 
He has, for Indamora's ſake, found Grace: 
And from my Mother's Rage muſt guarded be, 
Till you receive a new Command from me. 
Arim. Thus Love, and Fortune, perſecute me ſtil 
And make me Slave to every Rivab's Will. [4 
Aur, How I diſdain a Life, which I muſt buy 
With your Contempt, and her Inconftancy ! 
For a few Hours, my whole Content I pay : 
You ſhall not force on me another Day. 
Exit with Arit 


Enter Meleſinda. 
Mel. T have been ſeeking you this Hour's long (ju 
And fear'd to find you in another Place; 
But, ſince you're here, my Jealouſie grows leſs: 
You will be kind to my Unworthineſs. 
What ſhall I fay ? J love to that degree, 

Each Glance another way is robb'd from me. 
Abſence, and Priſons, I could bear again; 

But fink, and die, beneath your leaſt Diſdain. 
Mor. Why do you give your Mind this needleſs (x 

And for your ſelf, and me, new Pains prepare? 

T ne er approv'd this Paſſion in Exceſs: | 

If you would ſhow your Love, diſtruſt me leſs, 

1 hate to be purſu'd from Place to Place: 

- Meet, at each turn, a ſtale domeſtick Face. 
Thy approach of Jealouſie, Love cannot bear, 
He's wild, and ſoon on wing, if watchful Eyes come 

Mel. From your lov'd Preſence how can I depart 
My Eyes — the Object of my Heart. 

Mor. You talk as if it were our Bridal Night: 
Fondneſs is ſtill th Effect of new Delight; 
And Marriage but the Pleaſure of a Day: 
The Metal's baſe, the Gilding worn away. 

Mel. 1 fear I'm guilty of ſome great Offence, 

And that has bred this cold Indifference. 
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Mr, The greateſt in the World to Fleſh and Blood: 
ou fondly love much longer than you ſhould. | 
Mel. If that be all which makes your Diſcontent, 
f ſuch a Crime I never can repent. 10 | 
Mor. Would you force Love upon me, which I ſhun? 
nd bring courſe Fare, when. Appetite is gone? 
Mel. Why did I not, in Prifon, die before 
y fatal Freedom made me ſuffer more? 
had been pleas d to think I dy'd for you, 
Ind doubly pleas'd, becaute you then were true: 
hen I had Hope; but now, alas, have none. 
Moy. You ſay you love me; let that Love be ſhown. 
W's in your Power to make my Happineſs. 
Mel. Speak quickly: To command me is to bleſs. 
Mor. To Indamora. you my Suit muſt meve: 
ou'll fure ſpeak kindly of the Man you love. 
Mel. Oh! rather let me periſh by your Hand, 
han break my Heart, by this unkind Command: 
hink *tis the only one I could deny ; 
ad that *tis harder to refuſe than die, 
ry, if you pleaſe, my RivaPs Heart to win: 
l bear the Pain, but not promote the Sin. 
ou own what eer Perfections Man can boaſt, 
ind if ſhe view you with my Eyes, ſhe's loft. 
Mor. Here T renounce all Love, all Nuptial Ties: 
encefor ward live a Stranger to my Eyes: 
hen 1 appear, ſee you avoid the Place, 
und haunt me not with that unlucky Face. 
Mel. Hard, as it is, I this Command obey, 
ind haſte, while J have Life, to go away: 
In pity ſtay ſome Hours, till I am dead, 
That blameleſs you may court my Rival's Bed. 
My hated Face I'll not preſume to ſhow; F< 
et I may watch your Steps where-c'er you go. 
nleen, Pl gaze; and with my lateſt Breath, | 
dels, while I die, the Author of my Death, D Hering. 
| Enter Emperor. 
Emp. When your Triumphant Fortune high appears, 
Viat Cauſe can draw theſe unbecoming Tears ? * 
' | et 
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Let Cheerfulneſs on happy Fortune wait, 
And give not thus the Counter-time to Fate. 
Mel. Fortune long frown'd, and has but lately fmil 
I doubt a Foe ſo newly reconcil'd. | 
You ſaw but Sorrow in its waning Form, 
A working Sea remaining from a Storm ; 
When the now weary: Waves roul o'er the Deep, 
And faintly murmur &er they fall aſleep. K 
Emp. Your inward Griefs you {mother in your h. 
But Fame's loud Voice proclaims your Lord unkind, 
Mor. Let Fame be buſie where ſhe has to do; 
Tell of fought Fields, and every pompous Show, 
Thoſe Tales are fit to fill the Peoples Ears; 
Monarchs, unqueſticon'd, move in higher Spheres. 
Mel. Believe not Rumor, but your ſelf; and ſee 
The Kindneſs twixt my plighted Lord and me. 
This is our State; thus happily we live; 
Theſe are the Quarrels which we take wy 
7 


I had no other way to force a Kiſs. de to Ml 
Forgive my laſt Farewel to you, and Bl [h 
Emp. Your haughty Carriage ſhows too much of d 
And Love, like hers, deſeryes not that Return. 
| Mor, You'll pleaſe to leave me judge of what I d 
And not examine by the outward ſhow.. _ 
Your Uſage of my Mother might be good: 
I judg'd it not. 3 
Emp. Nor was it fit you ſhould. 


Mor. Then, in as equal Ballance weigh my Dec, 
Emp. My Right, and my Authority, exceeds. 
Suppoſe (what 1 not grant) Injuſtice done; 
Is judging me the Duty of a Son? | 
Mor. Not of a Son, but of an Emperor: 
You cancell'd Duty when you gave me Pow'r. 
If your own Actions on your. Will you ground, 
Mine ſhall hereafter know no other Bound. 
What meant you when you call'd me to a Throne? 
Was it to pleaſe me with a Name alone? 
Emp. Twas that I thought your Gratitude would ln 
What to my partial Kindneſs you did owe: 


i 
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what your Birth did to your Claim deny, | 
Merit of Obedience might ſupply. propoſe; 
. To your own Thoughts ſuch Hopes you might 
| took Empire not on terms like thoſe, 
zulineſs you complain'd ; now take your Eaſe: 
py what er decrepid Age can pleaſe: 

Sleep, and tell long Tales of what you were 
low'r of Youth, if any one will hear. [priſe, 
b. Power, like new Wine, does your weak Brain ſur- 
its mad Fumes, in hot Diſcourſes, riſe; 
time theſe giddy Vapours will remove; 

n while I'll taſte the ſober Joys of Love. 

Wor. You cannot Love, nor Pleaſures take, or give; 
Life begin, when tis too late to live. | 

a tir'd Courſer you purſueDelight, 

ſlip your Morning, and ſet out at Night. 

du have liv'd, take thankfully the paſt : 

e, as you can, the ſweet Remembrance laſt. 

du have not enjoyd what Youth could give, 

Life ſunk through you like a leaky Sieve, 

ie your {elf you liv'd not while you might; 

in the Captive Queen reſign your Right. 

now reſolv'd to fill your uſeleſs Place; 

ake that Poſt to cover your Diſgrace, 

loye her, for the Honour of my Race. 

7p. Thou doſt but try how far I can forbear, 

art that Monſter which thou wouldſt appear: 
do not wantonly my Paſſion move; 

don nothing that relates to Love. 

Fury does, like jealous Forts, purſue 

h Death, ev'n Strangers who but come to view. 
or, I did not only view, but will invade: 
ad you ſhed Venom from your reverend Shade, 
e Trees, beneath whoſe Arms tis Death to ſleep; 
rouling Thunder your. fenc'd Fortreſs keep, 

nce would I ſnatch my Semele, like Fove, 

l 'midft the dreadful Rack enjoy my Love. 

mp. Have I for this, ungrateful as thou art, 

en Right, when Nature, ftrugel'd in my Heart; 
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When Heav'n calbd on me for thy Brother's Claim, 
Broke all, and ſully'd my unſpotted Fame? ch, 
Wert thou to Empire, by my Baſeneſs, brought, 
And would'ſt thou raviſh what ſo dear I bought? 
Dear! for my Conſcience and its Peace I gave: 
Why was my Reaſon made my Paſſion's Slave? m 
I fee Heav'ns Juſtice; thus the Pow'rs Divine | 
Pay Crimes with Crimes, and puniſh mine by thine, 
Mor. Crimes let them pay, and puniſh as they plex 
What Pow'r makes mine, be Pow'r I mean to ſeize. 
Since *tis to that they their own Greatneſs owe 
Above, why ſhould they queſtion mine below ? 
Emp. Prudence, thou vainly in our Youth art ſougt;i 
And with Age purchas'd art too dearly bought: 


We're paſt the uſe of Wit, for which we Toil; ws 
Late Fruit, and planted in too cold a Soil. * 
My Stock of Fame is laviſh'd and decay'd; n 


* 


No profit of the vaſt Profuſion made. 

Too late my Folly I repent; I know 

My Aureng-Zebe. would ne'er have us'd me fo, 

But, by his Ruin I prepared my own; 

And, like a naked Tree, my Shelter gone, . 

To Winds and Winter-ſtorms muſt ſtand expos'd 2 

lone, | : Ext, 
| Enter Aureng-Zebe and Arimant. 

Arim. Give me not Thanks, which I will ne'er deſem 

But know, tis for a nobler Price I ſerve. 

By Indamora's Will you're hither brought: B 

All my Reward, in her Command I fought. hi 

The reft your Letter tells you. — See, like Light, 

She comes; and I muſt vaniſh, like the Night. (8 

| Enter Indamora. 

Ind. "Tis now that I begin to live again: 

Heav'ns, I forgive you all my Fear and Pain: 

Since I behold my Aureng-Zebe appear, 

I could not buy him at a Price too dear. 

His Name alone afforded me Relief, 

Repeated as a Charm to cure my Grief. 

I that lov'd Name did, as ſome God, invoke, 

Aud printed Kiſſes on it while I ſpoke, 


— 
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u. Short Eaſe; but long, long Pains from you I find: 
th, to my Eyes; but Poiſon, to my Mind, 

y are you made ſo excellently fair? 

uch above what other Beauties are, 

t, eyn in curſing, you new form my Breath; 
make me bleſs thoſe Eyes which give me Death? 
d. What Reaſon for your Curſes can you find? 

Eyes your Conqueſt, not your Death, deſign. 

hey oftend, tis that they are too kind. 

ur. The Ruins they have wrought, you will not ſee: 
o kind they are, indeed, but not to me, 

d. Think you baſe Intereſt Souls, like mine, can ſway? 
that, for Greatneſs, I can Love betray ? 

, Aureng-Zebe, you merit all my Heart, 

Wd I'm too Noble but ta give a Part. 

Nur Father, and an Empire! am I known 

more? Or have ſo weak a Judgment ſhown, 

chuſing you, to change you for a Throne? | 
{r. How, with a Truth, you would a Falſhood blind 

s nor my Father's Love you have deſignd; 

ur Choice is fix d where Youth and POW r are join'd. 


Name? : 
lur. You would be told; you glory in your Shame: 
cre's Mufick in the Sound; and, to provoke _ 
dur Pleafure more, by me it muſt be ſpoke. 
en, then it raviſhes, when your pleas'd Ear 

e Sound does from a wretched Rival hear. 
rats the Name your Heart leaps up to meets 
[nile Aureng-Zebe lies dying at your Feet. 
Ind. Who told you this? 

. Are you fo loſt to Shame? 
orat, Morat, Morat: You love the Name 

d well, your ey'ry Queſtion ends in that; 

[ou force me ſtill to anſwer you, Morat. 

Tat, who beſt could tell what you reveal'd; 
rat, too proud to keep his Joy eonceabd. 

Ind, Howe'er unjuſt your Jealouſie appear, 

t ſhows the Loſs, of what you love, you fear 
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And does my Pity, not my Anger move: 
II fond it, as the froward Chile of Love. 
To ſhow the Truth of my unalter'd Breaſt, 
Know, that your Life was given at my Requeſt: 
At leaſt Repriev'd. When Heav'n deny'd you Aid, 
She brought it; ſhe, whoſe Falſhood you upbraid. 
Aur. And 'tis by that you would your Falſhood lik 
Had you not, ask d, how happy had I dy'd! 
Accurſt Reprieve! not to prolong my Breath, 
It brought a ling ring, and more painful Death? 
T have not liv'd ſince firſt I heard the News; 
The Gift the guilty Giver does accuſe. 
Lou knew the Price, and the Requeſt did move, 
That you might pay the Ranſom with your Love. 
nd. Your Accuſation muſt, I ſee, take place; 
And am I guilty, infamous, and baſe! | 

Aur. If you are falſe, thoſe Epithets are ſmall; 
You're then the Things, the Abſtract of em all. 

And you are falſe; You promis d him your Love. 
No other Price a Heart ſo hard could move. 

Do not I know him! Could his brutal Mind 
Be wrought upon? Could he te juſt, or kind? 
Iofuling) „he made your Love his Boaſt; 

Gave me my Life, and told me what it coſt. 
Speak; anſwer. I would fain yet think you true: 
Lie; and I'Il not believe my ſelf, but you. 

Tell me you Love; Ill pardon the Deceit, 

And, to be fool'd, my ſelf aſſiſt the Cheat. 

Ind. No; tis too late: I have no more to ſay. 
If you'll believe I have been falſe, you may. 

Aur. I would not; but your Crimes too plain apper 
Nay, even that I ſhould think you true, you fear. 
Did I not tell you, I would be deceiv'd? 

Ind. Im not concern'd to have my Truth beliey'd, 
You would be cozen d! would aſſiſt the Cheat! 
But I'm too plain to join in the Deceit: 

I'm pleas d you think me falſe 
And, whatſoe' er my Letter did pretend, 
N made this Meeting for no other end. 


 AvrencG-ZEBE. 
uur. Kill me not quite, with this Indifference: 
den you are Guiltleſs, boaſt not an DS. 
now you better than your {elf you know: 
ur Heart was true, but did ſome Frailty ſhow: | 
u promis'd him your Love, that I might live; 
promis'd what you never meant to give. Rs 
ak, was't not ſo? confeſs; I can forgive. 
. Forgive! what dull Excuſes you prepare! 
if your Thoughts of me were worth my Care. 
tr. Ah Traitreſs! Ah ingrate! Ah faithleſs ,Mind) 
Sex, invented firſt to damn Mankind! |, _ 
ture took care to dreſs you up for Sin: 
orn'd, without; unfiniſh'd left, within, 
nce, by no Judgment you your Loves direct; 
Wk much, ncer think, and ſtill the Wrong affect. 
much Self. love in your Compoſure's mix d, 
at Love to others ſtill remains unfix'd;:  _ 
xtneſs, and Noiſe,” and Show, are your Delight; ; 
t wiſe Men love you, in their own deſpight: 
finding in their natiye Wit no Eaſe, 3 
> forc'd to put your Folly on, to pleaſme. 
l. Now you ſhall know what Cauſe you have to Rage; 
| to increaſe your Fury, not aſſwage: . | 
und the Way your Brother's Heart to move, 
promis'd not the leaſt Return of Love. 
Pride and brutal Fierceneſs I abhor;  _—< _.. 
ſcorn your mean Suſpicions of me more, , __. 
d my Honour and my Fame this Care: 
dw what your Folly loſt you, and deſpair. 
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3B | I [Turning from him. 
fur. Too cruelly your Innocence you tell; IM 
w Heay'n, and damn me to the Pit of Hell. 

| believe you; 'tis not yet too late: Þ 
| may forgive, and put a Stop to Fate: 
me, juſt ſinking, and no more to riſe. [She ſrawns.. 
v can you look with ſüch relentleſs Eyes 
et your Mind by Penitence be mov dq, 
m reſolv'd to think you never loyd. 
are not clear'd, unleſs you Mercy ſpeak: 


nk you took th* Occaſion thus to break. 
ol, IV. | : 


G 


Vd. 


Ind, 


Ind. Small jealouſies, tis true, inflame Deſire; 
Too great, not fan, but quite blow out the Fire: 
Yet I did love you, till ſuch Pains I bore, 

That I dare truſt my ſelf and ycu no more. 

Let me not love you; but here end my Pain: 
Diſtruſt may make me wretched once again. 
Now, with full Sails, into the Port I move, 
And ſafely can unlade my Breaſt of Love; 
Quiet, and calm: Why ſhould I then, go back, 
To tempt the ſecond Hazard of a Wrack? 

Aur. Behold theſe dying Eyes, ſee their ſubmiſſive Any 
Theſe Tears, which Fear of Death could never draw: 
Heard you that Sigh? from my heav'd Heart it paſt, 
And ſaid, If you forgive not, tis my laſt. 

Love mounts, and rowls about my ſtormy Mind, 
Like Fire, that's born by a tempeſtuous Wind. 
Oh, I could ſtifle you, with eager Haſte! 
Devour your Kiſſes with my hungry Taſte! 
Ruſh on you! eat you! wander Oer each Part, 
Raving with Pleaſare, ſnatch you to my Heart! 
Then fold you off, and gaze! then, with new Rage, 
Invade you, till my 0 . Limbs preſage pra 
Torrents of Joy, which all, their Banks o'erflow! 
So loſt, ſo bleſt, as I but then could know] 
Ind. Be no more jealous. [Gtving him her Hal 
Aur. Give me Cauſe no more: 
The Danger's greater after, than before, 
If I relapſe; to cure my Jealouſie 


Let me (for that's the ealieſt parting) die. 1 
Ind. My Life! | Ph | A 
Aur. My Soul! | i 
Ind. — My All that Heav'n can give! Y 


Death's Life with you; without you, Death to live, 
To them, Arimant, haſtily. 
Arim., Oh, we are loſt, beyond all human Aid! 
The Citadel is to Morat betray'd. | 
The Traytor, and the Treaſon, known too late; 
The falſe Abas deliver'd up the Gate, 
Ev'n, while I ſpeak, we're compaſs d round with Fat 
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e Valiant cannot fight, or Coward fly; 
t both in dane Crouds muſt die. 
ur. Then my Prophetick Fears are come to paſs: 
at was always bloody; now, he's baſe: 
d has ſo far in Uſarpation gone, 

will by Parricide {ſecure the Throne: 

| To' them, the Emperor. 

md. Am I forſaken, and betray'd, by all? 
t one brave Man dare, with a Monarch, fall? 
en, welcome Death, to cover my Dilgrace; 

ould not live to reign o'er ſuch a Race. 

Aureng-Zebe ! | [Seeing Aureng-Zecbs. 
thou no more art mine; my Cruelty pe 
quite deſtroy'd the Right I had in thee. 
we been baſe, 5 
2 ev'n to him from whom I did receive 
that a Son could to a Parent give: 

old me puniſh'd in the ſelf- ſame kind, 

Ungrateful does a more Ungrateful find. | 
fur. Accuſe your ſelf no more; you could not be 
grateful: Could commit no Crime to me: 

ly mourn my yet uncancelbd Score: 

put me paſt the Pow'r of Paying more: 
pt, that's my Grief, that I; can only grieve, 
bring but Pity, where I would relieve; 
had I yet ten thouſand Lives to pay, 

mighty Sum ſhould go no other way. 

p. Can you forgive me? *tis not fit you ſhould, 
y will you be ſo excellently good ? 1 | 

il ſtick too black a Brand upon my Name: 


Sword is needleſs; I ſhall die with ſhame. 
at had my Ape to do with Love's Delight, 
t out from al 


out fr Enjoyments but the Sight? 
m. Sir, you forget the Danger's imminent: 
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Minute is not for Excuſes lent. 0 

pp. Diſturb me not 3 | 
can my lateſt Hour be better ſpent ? 

reconcile my {elf to him is more, 


n to regain all I poſſeſsd before. 
* Empire, 
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Were Heav n ſo pleas'd, I now could wiſh to live. 


His dying Groans, and his laſt Accents bear! 
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Empire, and Life are now not worth a Pray'r : 


His Love, alone, deſerves my dying Care. 0 
Aur. Fighting for you, my Death will glorious be. 7 
Ind. Seek to preſerve your ſelf, and live for me. R 
Arim. Loſe then no farther time. 1 

'Heav'n has inipir'd me with a ſudden Thought, 1 

Whence your unhop'd-for Safety may be wrought, 7 

Though with the Hazard of my Blood *tis bought, 

But, ſince my Life can ne'er be fortunate, | 


*Tis ſo much Sorrow well redeem'd from Fate. 

You, Madam, muſt retire; 9 | 

Your'Beauty is its own Security, | 

And leave the Conduct of the reſt to me. 

Glory will crown my Lite, if J ſucceed; 

If not, ſhe may afford to love me dead. 4 
Aur. My Father's kind; and, Madam you forgive: 


And, I ſhall live. 


With Glory, and with Love, at once T burn: | 
J feel th inſpiring Heat, and abſent God return. [Ex 


PE on Een ee 
ACT v. SCENE! 


Indamora alone. 


THE Night ſeems doubled with the Fear ſhe bi 
And, over the Cittadel, new ſpreads her Wings. 

The Morning, as miſtaken, turns about, 

Ard all her early Fires again go out. | 

Shouts, Cries and Groans, firſt pierce my Ears, and ti 

A flaſh of Lightning draws the guilty Scene, 

And ſhows me Arms, and Wounds, and dying Men. 

Ah, ſhould my Aureng-Zebe be fighting there, 

And envious Winds'diſtinguiſh'd to my Ear, 


Io her, Morat, attended. 
Mor. The bloody Bus'neſs of the Night is done, 
And, in the Cittadel, an Empire won. 


Swords ſo wholly did the Fates employ, 

hat ther, at length, IE weary to deſtroy: 

efusd the Work we brought; and, out of breath, - 

ade Sorrow and Deſpair attend for Death. 

1t what of all my Conqueſt can ] boaſt ? 

y haughty Pride, before your Eyes, is loſt: 

nd Victory but gains me to preſent 

hat Homage, which our Eaſtern World has ſent.” 

I:d. Your Victory, alas, begets my Fears: 

an you not then triumph without my Tears? 

eſoſye me; (for you know my Deſtiny - = 

Aureng-Zebe's) ſay, do I live, or die? dE 

ur. Urg'd by my Love, by Hope of Empire fir d; 
is true, I have perform'd what both requir'd: | 

bat Fate decreed; for when great Souls are giv'n, - 

hey bear the Marks of Sov'reignty from Heav'n. 

ly elder Brothers my Fofe-runners came; 

ough-draughts of Nature, ill defgn'd, and lame 

own off, like Bloſſoms, never made to bear; 

ill I came, finiſh'd; her laſt labour'd Care. 

Ind. This Prologue leads to your ſueceeding Sin: 

Jood ended what Ambition did begin.” 

Mor, Twas rumor'd, but by whom I cannot tell, 

[ly Father ſcap'd from out the Cittadel: 

ly Brother too may live. I 


z Ind. He may. 
e o.. He muſt: 
ing. H kill'd him not: And a leſs Fate's unjuſt. 


Icay'n owes it me, that I may fill his Room; 
Phcenix-Lover, riſing from his Tomb. Th 
whom you'll loſe your Sorrows for the Dead; 
ore warm, more fierce, and fitter for your Bed. 
Ind. Should I from Aureng-Zebe my Heart divide, 
o love a Monſter, and a Parricide? . 
heſe Names your ſwelling Titles cannot hide. 
rere Deerees may keep our Tongues in awe, 
ut to our Thoughts, what Edict can give Law ? 
ne, n you your ſelf, to your own Breaſt, ſhall tell 

car Crimes; and your own Conſcience be your Hell. 
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Aor. What. Bus'neſs has my Conſcience with a Crom 
She {inks in Pleaſures, and in Bowls will drown, 
If Mirth ſhould, fail, I'll buſie her with Cares; 
Silence her clamorous Voice with louder Wars: 
Trumpets and Drums ſhall fright ker from the Throm 
As ſounding Cymbals aid the lab'ring Moon. 

Ind. Repelld by theſe, more eager ſhe will grow; 
Spring back more ſtrongly than a Scythian Bow : 
Amidſt your Train, this unſeen Judge will wait; 
Examin how you came by all your State; 
Upbraid your impious Pomp; and, in your Ear, 
Will hollow, Rebel, Hrant, Murderer. 

Your ill-got Pow'r wan Looks and Care ſhall bring: 
Known but by Diſcontent to be a King. | 
Of Crouds afraid, yet anxious when alone; 

You'll fit and brood your Sorrows on a Throne. 

Mor. Birth-right's a vulgar Road to Kingly Sway; 
*Tis ev'ry dull-got elder Brother's way. 

Dropt from above, he'lights into a Throne 
Grows of a Picce with that he fits upon, 
Heav'n's Choice, a low, inglorious, rightful Drone, 
But who by force a Scepter does obtain, | 
Shows he can govern that which he could gain. 
Right comes of courſe, what cer he was before; 
Murder and Uſurpation are no more. | 
Ind. By your own Laws you ſuch Dominion make, 
As ev'ry ſtronger Pow'r has right to take: 
And Parricide will ſo deform your Name, 
That diſpoſſeſſing you will give a Claim. 
Who next Uſurps, will a jut Prince appear; 
So much your Ruin will his Reign endcar. 

Mor. I without Guilt, would mount the Royal Seit 
But yet *tis neceſſary to be Great. 2 
Ind. All Greatneſs is in Virtue underſtood: 
Tis only neceſſary to be Good. | 
Tell me, what is't at which great Spirits aim, 
What moſt your ſelf defire? OM 
_ Avr, ———— Renown and Fame, 

And Pow'r, as uncontrol'd as is my Will, 5 
Ind. How you confound Deſires of Good and Ill! 


, 
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or true Renown is ſtill with Virtue join d; 
zut Luſt of Power lets looſe tl unbridbd Mind. 
Tours is a Soul irregularly Great, | — uy 
hich wanting Temper, yet abounds with Heat: © 
0 ſtrong, yet 1o unequal Pulſes beat. 
sun which does, through Vapours, dimly ſhine: 
Vhat Pity tis you are not all Divine! | 
few molded, thorough light'ned, and a Breaſt 
zo pure, to bear the laſt ſevereſt Teſt; 
it to Command an Empire you ſhould gain 
Wy Virtue, and without a Bluſh to reign, | 
Mer. You ſhow me ſomewhat I ne er learnt before; 
Put tis the diſtant Proſpect of a Shore, | 
oubtful in Miſts; which, like inchanted Ground, 
ies from my Sight, before tis fully found. 
Ind. Dare to be Great, without a guilty Crown; 
iew it, and lay the bright Temptation down: 
Fris baſe to ſeize on all, becauſe you may; 
That's Empire, that which I can give away: 
'here's Joy when to wild Will you Laws preſcribe, 
Vhen you bid Fortune carry back her Bribe: 
\ Joy, which none but greateſt Minds can taſte; - 
Fame, which will to endleſs Ages laſt, 
Mor. Renown, and Fame, in vain, I courted long; 
\nd ſtill purſu'd *em, though directed wrong. 
In Hazard, and in Toils, I heard they lay; | 
ald farther than the Coaſt, but miſs'd my Way: 
Now you have giv'n me Virtue for my Guide; 
And, with true Honour, balaſted my Pride. 
Unjuſt Dominion I no more purſue; 
[ quit all other Claims but thoſe to you. | 
lad. Oh be not juſt to halves! pay all you owe: 
Think there's a Debt to Meleſmda too. 
To leave no Blemiſh on yotir After-Life; 
[Reward the Virtue of a ſaff ring Wife. 

Mer. To Love, onee paſt, I cannot backward move; 
Call Yeſterday again, and I may love. os 
Twas not for nothing I the Crown reſignd; 

i ſtill muſt own a Mercenary Mind: 
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I. in this venture, double Gains purſue, 


And laid out all my Stock to purchaſe you. 
To them, Aſaph Chan. 


Now, what Succeſs? does Aureng-Zebe yet live? A 
Aſaph. Fortune has giv'n you all that ſhe can give, The 
Your Brother e f is 
Mor. Hold; thou ſhow'ft an impious Joy, 
And think'ſt I ſtill take Pleaſure to Deſtroy : * 
Know, I am chang'd, and would not have him lain, M 
Aſzph. Tis paſt; and you deſire his Life in vain. he 
He prod'gal of Soul, ruſh'd on the Stroke ls ] 
Of lifted Weapons, and did Wounds provoke: lin 
In ſcorn of Night, he would not be conceal; Ind 
His Soldiers, where he fought, his Name reveal: he 
In thickeſt Crouds, ſtill Aureng-Zebe did ſound: I 
The vaulted Roofs did Aureng-Zebe rebound, ſta 
Till late, and in his Fall, the Name was drown'd. 2 
Ind. Wither that Hand which brought him to his EUHut 
And blaſted be the Tongue which did relate. re 
Aſaph. His Body M 
r. Ceaſe to inhanſe her Miſery : nd 
Pity the Queen, and ſhow Reſpect to me. I 
"Tis ev'ry Painter's Art to hide fiom ſight, cat 
And caſt in Shades, what ſeen would not delight. N 
Your Grief, in me ſuch ſympathy has bred, - [T mW 
I mourn; and wiſh I could recal the Dead. t 
Love ſoftens me; and blows up Fires, which paſs ha 
Through my tough Heart, and melt the ſtubborn Mah Wor 
Ind. Break, Heart; or choak, with ſobs, my hated Brei o 
Do thy own Work: Admit no foreign Death, In 
Alas! why do I make this uſeleſs Moan? 1 
Im dead already, for my Soul is gone. N 
To them, Mir Baba. Þ 
Mir. What Tongue the Terror of this Night can tei re 
Within, without, and round the Citadel! In. 
A new-form'd Faction does your Pow'r oppoſe; Me 
The Fight's confus'd, and all who meet are Foes: In, 
A {ecor.d Clamour, from the Town, we hear; am 
un. 


And the far Noiſe ſo loud, it drowns the near. 4 
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Gas, who ſeem'd our Friend, is either fled; 
r, what we fear, our Enemies does head: ] 
Your frighted Soldiers ſcarce their Ground maintain. \ 

Mor. I thank their Fury; we ſhall fight again: | 
They rouſe my Rage; Tm eager to ſubdue: | | 
is fatal to with-hold my Eyes from you. 

| Nees | Exit with the two Omrahs. 

Enter Melefinda. | | 
Mel. Can Miſery no place of Safety know ? 
he Noiſe purſues me whereſoe er I go, 
s Fate ſought only me, and where I fled, 
lim'd all its Darts at my devoted Head. 

Ind let it; I am now paſt Care of Lite; 
WT he laſt of Women; an abandon'd Wife. | 
na. Whether Deſign or Chance has brought you here,, 
ſtand oblig d to Fortune, or to Fear: , 5 ' 
eak Women ſhould, in danger, herd like Deer. 
ut ay, from whence this new Combuſtion ſprings? 
re there yet more Morats? more fighting Kings? 

Mel. Him from his Mother's Love your Eyes divide, 
nd now her Arms the cruel Strife decide, 5 
Ind. What ſtrange Misfortunes my vext Life attend? - * 
eath will be kind, and all my Sorrows en. 
Nourmahal prevail, I know my Fate. SA 
Mel, 1 pity, as my own, your hard Eſtate; - 
t what can my weak Charity afford? 
Wave no longer Int'reſt in my Lord: 

or in his Mother, he: She owns her Hate 
loud, and would her ſelf uſurp the State. 
Ind, Pm ſtupify'd with Sorrow, paſt Relief : 
| Tears: Parch'd up, and wither'd with my Grief.” © 
Mel. Dry Mourning will decays more deadly bring, 
$ a North Wind burns a too forward Spring. 
ve Sorrow vent, and let the Sluices go. 
Und, My Tears are all congeal'd, and will not flow. 
iel. Have Comfort; e. to the Blows of Fate, - - 
Ind, Comfort, like Cordials after:Death, comes late. - 
ame not ſo vain a Word; my Hopes are fled: 
unk your Morat were kind, and think him dead. 
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And II ſhall ſee him once, and not diſpleaſe. [6 
| A Stranger, and Unfi tended, and a Slave! 


Mel. T can no more 


Can no more Arguments, for Comfort, find: 
Your beding Words have quite o'erwhelm'd my Mind 
- | Fr [Clattering of Weapons withi, 
Ind. The Noiſe increaſes, as the Billows rore, | 
When rowling from afar they threat the Shore. 
She comes; and feeble Nature now I find 
Shrinks back in Danger, and forſakes my Mind. 
I wiſh to die, yet dare not Death endure; 
Deteſt the Med'cine, yet defire the Cure. 
I would have Death; but mild, and at Command: 
IT dare not truſt him in anather's Hand. 
In Nourmahal's he would not mine appear; 
But arm'd with Terror, and diſguis d with Fear. 
Mel. Beyond this Place you can have no Retreat: 
Stay here, and I the Danger will repeat. | 
T fear not Death, becauſe my Life I hate: 
And envious Death will ſhun th' Unfortunate. 
Ind. You muſt not venture. CD 
Mel. Let me: I may do 
My ſelf a Kindneſs, in obliging you.. 
In your lov'd Name, Il ſeek my angry Lord; 
And beg your Safety from his conqu ring Sword: 
So his Protection all your Fears will eaſe, 


Ind. Oh wretched Queen ! what Pow'r thy Lifecaniar 


Enter Nourmabal,. Zayda, and Abas, with Solutr: 
Alas, ſhe's here ! TR ets 
[Indamora withdraws to the inner part of the Sun 
Neur. Heartleſs they fought, and quitted foon tit 
While ours with eaſie Victory were crown'd. [Grow 
To you, Abas, my Life and Empire too, 
And, what's yet dearer, my Revenge, I owe. 
Abas. The vain Morat, by his own Raſhneſs wrougl 
Too ſoon diſcover d his ambitious Thought; 
Believ d me his, beeauſe I ſpoke him fajr, 
And pitch'd his Head into the ready Snare: 
Hence *twas.1 qid his Troops at firſt admit; 
But ſuch, whoſe Numbers could no Fears beget; 


% 


them th Emperor's Party firſt I New, F 
hen turn'd my Arms the Victors to ſubdue. 


id Nour. Now let the head-ftrong Boy my Will controul: 
hi irtue's no Slave of Man; no Sex confifies the Soul: 


for my ſelf, th' Imperial Seat will gain, 
nd he ſhali wait my Leiſure for his Reign. 
ut Aureng- Lebe is no where to be found. 
nd now perhaps in Death's cold Arms he lyes: 
fought, and conquet'd, yet have loſt the Prize. : 
Zayd. The Chance of War determin'd well the Strife, 
hat rack d you, *twixt the Lover and the Wife. 
e's dead, whoſe Love had ſully'd all your Reign, 
Ind made you Empre's of the World in vain. 
Nor. No; I my Pow'r and Pleaſiire would divide: 
be Drudge had quench'd my Flames, and then had dy d. 
tage, to think without that Bliſs I live; 
hat I could wiſh what Fortune would not give: 
ut, what Love cannot, Vengeance mult ſupply ; 
e, who bereay'd me of his Heart, ſſiall die. 
Zayd, TIl ſearch: Far diſtant hence the calinot be. 
e CV [ Goes in. 
Nour. This wotidrous Maſter-piece I fain would fee; 
his fatal Helen, Who can Wars inſpire, 85 
ake Kings her Slaves, and (et the World ont fire. 
y Husband lock d his Jewel from iy View; 
dr durſt not ſet the Falſe one by the Frue. 
Re-enter 'Liyda, leading Indamora. | 
Zayd. Your frighted Captive; Ser ſhe dies, receive; 
er Sou!'s juſt going elſe, without your leave. 
Nour, A fairer Creature did triy Eyes neer fee! 
ure ſhe was form' d by Heav'n in ſpite to me! 
ome Angel copy'd, while I flept, each Grace, 
ind molded ev'ry Feature from my Face. | 
uch Majeſty does from ker Forehead rife, 
er Cheeks ſuch Blufhes caſt, ſuck Rays her Eyes, 
or I, nor Envy, can a Blemiſh find; CD LAS 
he Palace is, without; too well.defign'd : oF los 8 
'onduct me in, for I will view thy Mind. [To her. 
peak, if thou haft a Soul, that I may ſee, | 
i Heay'n can make throughout another Me, 
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Ind. My Tears and Miſeries muſt plead my Cauſe; 

mM l e eee 24 16 +» L, 
My Words, the Terror of your Preſence awes: 
Mortals, in ſight of Angels, mute become; - 
The nobler Nature ſtrikes th InferiodrHlumb. 

Nour. The Palm is, by the Foe's Confeſſion, mine; 

But I diſdain what baſely you reſigg. 

Heav'n did, by me, the outward, Model build: 

Its inward Work, the Soul, with Rubbiſh fill'd. 
Yet, oh! th imperfect Piece moves more Delight; 
"Tis gilded oer with Youth, to catch the Sight. 
The Gods have poorly robbd my Virgin Bloom, 
And what I am, by.what I was, o'ercome. 
Traitreſs, reſtore my Beauty and my Charms, 
Nor fteal my Conqueſt with my proper Arms. 

Ind. What have 8 thus to inflame your Hate? 
J am not Guilty, but Unfortunate. : 

Nour. Not Guilty, when thy Looks my Pow'r betray, 
Seduce Mankind, my Subject, from my Sway, 
Take all my Hearts, and all my Eyes away? 

My Husband firſt ; but that I could forgive: 

He only moy'd, and talk'd, but did not live. 
My Aureng>Zebe, for I dare own, the Name, 
The glorious Sin, and the more glorious Flame; 
Him, from my Beauty, have thy Eyes miſ-led, 
And ſtarv'd the Joys of my expected Bed. 

Ind. His Love ſo ſought, he's happy that he's dead. 
O had J Courage but to meet my Fate; 
That ſhort dark Paſſage to a future State; 
That melancholy Riddle of a Breath. 

Nor. That ſomething, or that nothing, after Death: 
Take this, and teach thy ſelf. ; [Giving a Dagits 
n 

Nour. — Why doſt thqu ſhake? 
Diſhonour not the Vengeance I deſign'd : 

A Queen, and own a baſe Plebeian Mind! 
Let it drink deep in thy moſt vital Part: 
Strike home, and do me reaſon in thy Heart. | 

Id. 1 dare not. So { ; 


Now, 
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Dot, while I ſtand by and ſee; 14 


Nour. * : 
my full Guſt, without the Drudgery. 


ove a Foe, who dares my Stroke prevent, 
ho gives me the full Scene of my Content, 
ows me the flying SouPs Convulſive ſtrife, - 
id all the Anguiſh of departing Lie: 1 
ſdain my Mercy, and my Rage defie; 41 5 
iſe me with thy laſt Breath; and make me ſee N 
Spiri worthy to have Rival'd me. 
Ind. Oh, I deſire to die; but dare not yet: 
ye me ſome reſpite, Il diſcharge the Debt. | 
ithout my Aureng-Zebe I would not live. [thy Fate, 
our. Thine, Traitreſs! thine! that word has wing d 
put me paſt the tedious Forms of Hate. 
kill thee with ſuch Eagerneſs and Haſte, 
Friends, let looſe, would lay all Nature waſte. 
[Indamora runs back: As Nourmahal is running to her, 
Claſhing of Swords is heard within. 2-5 
Sold. Yield, y'are o'erpow'r'd: Reſiſtance is in vain. 
| VVV 
Mor, Then Death's my Choice: Submiſſion 1 diſdain: 
6 CE OO ee eee 
Nour. Retire, you Slaves: Ah whither does he run 
| ER SIE [dt the Door, 
n pointed Swords? Diſarm, but fave my Son. 8 
Enter Morat ſtaggering, and upheld by Soldiers. 
Mor, She lives! and J ſhall ſee her once again! 
ave not thrown away my Life in vain. © 
[Catches hold of Indamora's Gown, and falls by her: 
g She ſits. | | . 1 
n no more; yet, ev'n in Death, I find 
fainting Body byaſs'd by my Mind: 
ll toward you; {till my contending Soul 
pints to your Breaſt, and'trembles to its Pole. | 
them, Meleſinda, haſtily, caſting her ſelf on the other ſide 
ef Morat. 78 05 
Mel. Ah wo, wo, wo! the worſt of Woes I find! - 
ye ſtil]: Oh live; live ev'n to be unkind. 
ith half-ſhut Eyes he ſeeks the doubtful Day; 
it, Ah! he bends his Sight another way. 


He 


- 


15 8 AURENG-Z EBF. 
He faints! and in that Sigh his Soul is gone; 
Yet Heay'n's unmov d, yet Heav'n looks careleſs on; 
Nour. Where are thoſe Pow'rs which Monarchs ſhy 
Or do they vain Authority pretend ak 
O' er human Fates, and their weak Empire ſhow, 
Which cannot guard their Images belowy? 
If, as their Image, he was not Divine, 
They ought to Have reſpected him as mine. 
Ill waken them with my Revenge; and ſhe 
Their Indamora ſhall my Victim be, 
And helpleſs Heav'n ſhall mourn in vain, like me. 
[Hs ſhe is going to ſtab Indamora, Morat raiſes h 
ſelf, and holds her Hunt. 


fo » © 
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Mor. Ah, what are we, | 
Who dare maintain with Heav'n this wretched Strife 
Puft with the Pride of Heav'n's own Gift, frail Lift 
That blaſt which my ambitious: Spirit ſwell'd, 
See by how weak a Tenure it was held! 
I only ſtay to fave the Innocent; 
Oh envy not my Soul its laſt Content. 
Ind. No, let me die; Pm doubly fummon'd now; 
Firſt, by my Aureng-Zebe; and, ſince, by you. 
My Soul grows hardy, and can Death endure ; 
Your Convoy makes the dang'rous Way ſecure. 
Mel. Let me, at leaft, a Funeral Marriage crave; 
Nor grudge my cold Emibraces in the Grave, 
I have too juſt a Title in the Strife: 
By me, unhappy me, he loft his Life: 
I call'd him hither; twas my fatal Breath; 
And I the Screech-Ow!l that proclaim'd his Death. 
| LIGHT 181 [Shout with 
Abas. What new Alarms are theſe? I'll haſte =" 
| | | | Ex 
Neur. Look up, and live. An Empire ſhall be thine 
Mor. That I contemn'd, ev'n when I thought it mi 
Oh, I muſt yield to my hard Deſtinies, ID 
And muſt for ever ceaſe to fee your Eyes. 
Mel. Ah turn your Sight to me, my deareſt Lord! 
Can you not one, one parting Look afford? 
N 
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ſo unkind in Death? but tis in vain; | 
e my Breath, and to the Winds complain: 

tis as much in vain your cruel Scorn; 

| can love, without this laſt Return. 

Fate, nor you, can my vow d Faith controul; 
no, I'Il follow your diſdainful Soul: 25 7. 
hoſt, I'll haunt your Ghoſt; and, where you go, 

h mournful Murmurs fill the Plains below, | 
or. Be happy, Meleſinda, eeaſe to grieve, 

d, for a more deſerving Husband, live: 

you forgive me? TIES IEEE] F 

ol, ————— Can II Oh my Heart! "© 

e I heard one kind Word before I part? 

Wn, I can forgive; Is that a Task (tre! er 3g 

W love, like mine? Are you ſo good to ask? 

e kiſs Oh tis too great a Blefling this; [Kiſſes hit. 
ou'd not live to violate the Bliſs. * hoo tet. 
Re-enter Abas. | 

bas. Some envious Devil has ruin'd us yet more: 

e Fort's revolted to the Emperor; 

e Gates are open'd, the Portcullis drawn; 

| deluges of Armies, from the Town, 

me pow'ring in: I heard the mighty flaw, | 
hen firſt it broke; the crowding Enfigns ap, 
hich choak'd the Paſſage; and, — J fear d.) 

e waving Arms of Aureng-Zebe appear d, | 
iplay'd with your Morat's: | 
either's Flag the golden Serpents. bear, | 
cd Creſts alike, like Volumes rear, + 
d mingle friendly hiſſings in the Air. 


Holl 
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iti cir Troops are join d, and our Deſtruction nigh. 
nd f Nur. Tis vain to fight, and I diſdain to fly. 

11 mock the Triumphs which our Foes intend; 
hine. 


nd, ſpite of Fortune, make a glorious End. 

pois nous Draughts my Liberty I'll find: | 

nd from the nauſeous World ſet free my Mind. [ Exit. 
the other end of the Stage, enter Aureng-Tebe, Dianet, 

and Attendants, Aureng-Zebe turnt back, and ſpeaks, 

emring. eie | 

4:r. The Lives of all, who ceaſe from Combat, {pare; 


} Brother's be your moſt peculiar Care: 
Our 


_— 


to AvVvRENG-ZEBE. 
Our impious Uſe no longer hall obtain; 
Brothers no more, by Brothers, ſhall be lain, 
- LOR Seeing Indamora and Ny 
Ha! do I dream? is this my hop'd Succeſs? 
I grow a Statue, ſtiff, and motionleſs. 
Look, Dianet: for I dare not truſt theſe Eyes; 
They dance in Miſts, and dazle with Surpriſe. 
Dia. Sir, tis Morat; dying he ſeems, or dead: 
And Indamora's Hand i 
Aur. Supports his Head. [Sl 
Thou ſhalt not break yet Heart, nor ſhall ſhe-know 
My inward Torments, by my outward Show); 
To let her ſee my Weakneſs, were too bale; 
Diſſembled Quiet ſit upon my Face: | 
My Sorrow to my Eyes no Paſſage find, 
But let it inward fink, and drown my Mind, nu 
Falſhocd ſhall want its Triumph: I begin | 
To ſtagger; but I'll prop my ſelf within. 
The ſpecious Tow'r no Ruin ſhall diſcloſe, 
Till down, at once, the mighty Fabrick goes. 
Mor. In ſign that I die yours, reward my Love. Dl 
And Seal my Paſport to the bleſs'd above. Kiſſing her fl 
Ind. Oh ſtay; or take me with you when you go: 
There's nothing now worth living for below, 
Mor. I leave you not; for my expanded Mind 
Grows up to Heav'n, while it to you is join'd: 
Not quitting, but enlarg d! A blazing Fire, 
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Fed from the Brand. b 
Mel. Ah me! he's gone! I die! G 2 
Ind. — Oh diſmal Day ö | ler 


Fate, thou haſt raviſh'd my laſt Hope away. 
[She turns, and ſees Aureng-Zebe ſtanding by l 
and ſlarts. ii e 0 
O Heav'n! my Aureng-Zebe What ſtrange Surpriſe! 
Or does my willing Mind delude my Eyes, 
And ſhows the Figure always preſent there? 
Or liv'ſt thou? am I bleſs'd, and ſee thee here? 
Aur. My Brother's Body ſee convey'd with Care, 3þ 
| Turning from her, to his Attends 
Where we may Royal Sepulture prepare. 1 
7 ? "it 
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th ſpeed to Meleſinda bring Relief; : 

cal 2 Spirits, and ae her Grief 3 | 
| | _ [ Half turning to Indamora. 

o, to take for ever from your View ., _ 

th the lov d Object, and the hated too. 

[Going away after the Bodies, which are carried off. 

nd. Hear me; yet think not that I beg your Stay: 


ill be heard, and after take your Way. 
; but your late Repentance ſhall be vain : | 
He ſtruggles ſtill : She lets him go. 
never, never ſee your Face again. [Turning away. 
A. Madam, I know what ever you can ſay: | 
Wu might be pleas d not to command my Stay. 
things are yet diſorder'd in the Fort; 
nuſt crave leave your Audience may be ſhort. 
ad, You need not fear I ſhall detain you long; 
t you may tell me your pretended Wrong. 
uur. Is that the Bus'neſs? then my Stay is vain, 
Ind. How are you injur'd? | 
ur. — When did I complain? 
Id. Leave off your forc'd Reſpet—— 
d ſhovy your Rage in its moſt furious Form: 
arm'd with Innocence to brave. the Storm. 
u heard, perhaps, your Brother's laſt Deſire; 
d after law him in my Arms expire: a 
me, with Tears, ſo great a Loſs bemoan: 
ard me complaining my laſt Hopes were gone. 
ur. Oh ſtay, and take me with you when you go. 
eres nothing now worth living for below. 
thappy Sex! whoſe Beauty is your Snare; * 7 
pos d to Tryals; made too frail to bear. 
row a Fool, and ſhow my Rage again: 
s Nature's Fault; and why ſhould I complain? 
ud. Will you yet hear me? es : 
ur. Yes, till you relate 
a pow'rful Motives did your Change create. 
u thought me dead, and prudently did weigh 
edu were but vain, and brought but Youth's decay. 


Sil 
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[Laying hold of him. 
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Then, in Morat, your Hopes a Crown deſign'd; 
And all the Woman worked within your Mind, 
I rave again, and to my Rage return, | 
To be again ſubjected to your Scorn. 
Jud. J wait till this long Storm be over-blown, 
Aur. I'm conſcious of my Folly : I have done. 
I cannot rail; but ſilently Pll grieve. 
'How did I truſt! and how did you deceive! 
Oh, Arimant, would 1 had dy'd for thee! 
I dearly buy thy Generoſity. 
Ind, Alas, is he then dead? 
_— 7 Unknown to me, 

He took my Arms; and while I torc'd my Way, 
Through Troops of Foes, which did our Paſlage fy 
My Buckler o'er my aged Father caſt, 
Still fighting, ſtill defending as I paſt, 
The noble Arimant uſurpd my Name; 
Fought, and took from me, while he gave me, Fan 
To Aureng-Zebe, he made his Soldiers cry, 
And ſeeing not, where he heard Danger nigh, 
Shot, like a Star, through the benighted Sky. 

A ſhort, but mighty Aid: At length he fell. 
My own Adventures *twere loft time to tell; 
Or how my Army, entring in the Night, 
Surpris' d. our Foes; The dark diforder'd fight: 
How my Appeatance, and my Father ſhown, 
Made Peace; and all the rightful Monarch own, 
I've ſum'd it briefly, ſince it did relate | 
Th' unwelcome Safety of the Man you hate. 
Ind. As briefly will I clear my Innocence: 
Your alter'd Brother dy'd in my Defence. 
Thoſe Tears you ſaw, that Tenderneſs I ſhows, 
Were juſt Effects of Grief and Gratitude. 
He dy'd my Convert. 
Aur. But your Lover too: . 
I heard his Words, and did your Actions view; 
You ſeem'd to mourn another Lover dead: + 
My Sighs you gave him, and my Tears you ſhed. 
But worſt of all, 4/5590 Df ie | | 
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r Gratitude for his Defence was ſhown: 

roy'd you valu'd Life when I was gone. 

1d. Not that I valu'd Life; but fear'd to die: 

ink that my Weakneſs, not Inconſtancy, 

yr. Fear ſhow'd you doubted of your own Intent: 

ſhe who doubts, becomes leſs Innocent. 

| me not you could fears; 

rs a large Promiſer ; who ſubject live, 

that baſe Paſſion, know not what they give, 

Circumſtance of Grief you did deny; 

d what could ſhe give more who durſt not die? 
My Love, my Faith. 

ur. —- Both ſo adult'rate grown, | 

en mix'd with Fear, they never could be known. | 

iſh no Il might ter low betats: fn 2 
ſhe ne er lov'd, who durſt not venture all, 

Life and Fame ſhould my Concernment be; 

ſhe ſhould only be afraid for me. 

. My Heart was yours; but, Oh! you left it here, 

ndon'd to thoſe Tyrants, Hope and Fear: 

hey forc'd from me one kind Look, or Word, 

d you not that, nor that ſmall Part afford? 

lar. If you had lov'd, you nothing yours could cally 


"an 


ing the leaſt of mine, you gave him all. 

e Love's a Mifer; ſo tenacious grown, 

weighs to the leaſt Grain of what's his-own. 

re delicate than Honours niceſt Senſe: 

ther to give nor take the leaſt Offence. 

th, or without you, I can have no reſt; 421 

at ſhall I do? you're lodg d within my Breaſt: 

ur Image never will be thence diſplac d; 

there it lyes, ſtabb'd, mangled, and defac d. 

ul. Yet, to reſtore the Quiet of your Heart, 

e's one way. left. TS 

Er. —Oh name it. 

— — *Tis to part. 

e perfect Bliſs with me you cannot prove, 

on to bleſs by halves the Man I love. | 

r Now you diſtract me more: Shall then the Day, 

Ich views my Triumph, fe our Loves decay? + 
| Mu 
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I'll make you happy in your own deſpight. 


N LE 2 ITS 
Y64 AURENG-LZEBE. 
Muft I new Bars to my own Joy create? 
Refuſe, my ſelf, what I had forc'd from Fate? 
What though I am not loy'd? 
Reaſon's nice Taſte does our Delights deſtroy : 
Brutes are more bleſsd, who groſly feed on Joy. 
Ind. Such endleſs Jealoufies your Love purſue, 
I can no more be fully bleſsd than you. 
I therefore go, to free us both from Pain: 
I prisd your Perſon, but your Crown diſdain. 
Nay, evin my own 
I give it you; for ſince J cannot call 
Your Heart my Subject, Ill not reign at all. N 
Aur. Go: Though thou leav'ſt me tortur'd on they 
"Twixt Shame and Pride, I cannot call thee back. 
She's Guiltleſs, and I ſhould ſubmit; but Oh! 
When ſhe Exacts it, can I ſtoop ſo low ? 
Yes; for ſhe's Guiltleſs; --— but fhe's Haughty too, 
Great Souls long ſtruggle e er they own a Crime: 
She's gone; and leaves me no repenting Time. 
Ll call her now; ſure, if ſhe loves, ſhe'll ſtay; 
Linger at leaft, or not go far away, © 
| _— | [Looks to the Door, and 
For ever loſt, and I repent too late. 
My fooliſh Pride, would ſet my whole Eſtate, 
Till, at one throw, I loſt all back to Fate. 
To him the Emperor, drawing in@ndamora : Attendm 
Emp. It muſt not be, that he, by whom we live, 
Should no Adyantage of his Gift receive. 
Should he be wholly wretched? he alone, 
In this bleſs'd Day, a Day ſo much his own? II 
I have not quitted yet a Victor's Right: 


I love you ſtill; and if I ſtruggle hard 
To give, it ſhows the Worth of the Reward. 
Ind. Suppoſe he has o'ercome; muſt I find Place 

Among his conquer'd Foes, and ſue for Grace? 
Be pardon'd, and confeſs I loy'd not well? 

What though none live my Innocence to tell: 

I know it: Truth may own a gen rous Pride: 

I clear my felt, and care for none beſide, 
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fur. Oh, Indamora, you would break my Heart! 

14 you reſolve, on any terms, to part? 

ought your Love eternal: Was it 5 x FRY 

loolly, that a Quarrel could divide? | 

rant that my Sufpicions were unjuſt; 

would you leave me for a mal Difruſt? 

oive thoſe fooliſh Words Sa 70 her. 

ey were the Froth my raging Folly mov'd, 

en it boil'd up: 1 knew not then 1 lov'd; 

then lov d moſt. 

Ind. beds D Aur.] You would but half be bleſt! | 
Grun er Hand, ling. 

Ly. Oh do but hz | W 

y Eager Love: Pll give my ſelf the lye. 

e very hope is a full Happineſs; | 

t ſcantly meaſures what I ſhall poſſeſs. 

ncy it ſelf, ev'n in Enjoyment, is 

t a dumb Judge, and cannot tell its Bliſs. 

Emp. Her Eyes a ſecret yielding do confeſs, 

d promiſe to partake your Happinels. 

ay all the Joys I did = {elf purſue, 

raid by her, and multiply d on you. 

Proceſſion of Prieſts, Slaves 1 and 17 Mkeinds 

in White 

Id. Alas! what means this Pomp? 

Aur. Tis the Proceſſion of a Funeral Vow, 

Thich cruel Laws to Indian Wives allow, 

hen fatally their Virtue they approve; ® © © 

hearful in Flames, and Markyrs of their Lore. 

ind. Oh my foreboding Heart ! th' Event 1 fear; 5 

nd ſee! ſad Meleſmda does appear. 

Mel. You wrong my Love; what Grief do I betray ? ? 

his is the Triumph of my Nuptial Day. 

ly better Nuptials; hie. in ſpight of Fate, 

or ever join me to my dear Morat. * 

(ow I am pleas'd; m7 Jedlod T 

ges mine; and I can d el him now no more. 5 

Emp. Let no falfe ſhow of Fame your Besten blind. 

Ind. You have no Right to die; he was not kind. 


ace 


Mel, 
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Mel. Had he been kind, I could no Love have ſhow T 
Each vulgar Virtue would as much have done. 3 
My Love was ſuch, it needed no return; 
But could, though he ſupply'd no Fuel, burn. ate 
Rich in it ſelf, fe Elemental Fire, ye 
Whoſe pureneſs does no Aliment require. all, 
In vain you would bereaye me of my Lord; 7 
For J will die: Die is too baſe a Word, 

P11 ſeek his Breaſt, and kindling by his Side, | 
Adorn'd with Flames, I'll mount a glorious Bride, FB 3 
Enter. Nourmahal diſtra&ed, with Zayda. 

Zayd. She's loſt, ſhe's loſt! but why do I compli jr 
For — who generouſly did. Life diſdain! ſy 
Poiſon'd, ſhe rave ei 
Th' invenom'd Body does the Soul attack; e 
Th' invenom'd Soul works its own Poiſon back. f 


Nour. I burn, I more than burn; J am all fire: 
See how my Mauth and Noſtrils Flame expire. 
I'll not come near my ſel. 
Now Pm a burning Lake, it rowls and flows; 
I'll ruſh, and pour it all upon my Foes. 
Pull, pull that reverend Piece of Timber near: 
Throw't on tis dry twill burn 
Ha, ha! how my old Husband crackles there! 
Keep him down, keep him down, turn him about: 
I know him; he'll but whiz, and ſtrait go out. 
Fan me, you Winds; what, not one Breath of Air? 
I burn *em. all; and yet Tam" "eu to ſpare. 
Quench, me: Pour on whole Rivers. Fis in vain; 
Morat ſtands there to drive em back again: 
. With thoſe: huge Bellows in his Hands, he blows 
. New Fire into my Head: My Brain- pan glows. 
9 See, ſee, there's Aureng · Zebe too takes his Part; 


1 7 


Wy i Il; But he blows all his Fire into my Heart. 

1 Aur. Alas, what Fury's this? 

3 Nor. That's he, that's he! | 
| 8 [Staring upon him, and catching at li 

I know the dear Man's Voice: 

And this my Rival, this the curſed She, 
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mis; into each others Arms they run: | 


cloſe, cloſe! muſt I ſee, and muſt haye none? ' 

1 art not hers: Give me that eager Kiſs, | 

ateful! have 1'loſk Morat for this? : | 
you? — before-my Face? poor helpleſs 1 

all, and have my Hell before I die! [Sinks down. 

pp. hg thy laſt Breath thou haſt thy Crimes con- 
felt1- | | | 

el; and take, what thou ne er gav'ſt me, Reſt. 

you, my Son, receive 7 better — e | | 

living him Indamora's Hand; s 

juſt Rewards of Love and ä — 3 8 

ive the Miſtreſs you ſo long have ſery'd; 

cive the Crown your Loyalty preſery'd. 

e you the Reins, while I from Cares. remove, 

ſleep within the Chariot which I drove. 
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A, Pray Tat RL nd ; 
tho needs would undertake to pleaſe by Rule: 
He thought that, if his Characters were good, 

The Scenes entire, and freed from Noiſe and Blood; 
The Action great, yet circumſcrib'd by Time, 

The Words not forc d, but ſliding into Rhime, 
The Paſſions rais'd, and calm d by juſt Degrees, 
As Tides are ſwell d, and then retire to Seas; 

He thought, in hitting theſe, his Bus neſs done 

Though he, perhaps, has fail'd in ev'ry one: 

But, after all, a Poet. muſt confeſs, | 

His Art's like Phyſick, but a happy Gueſs. 

Your Pleaſure on your Fancy muſt depend:  _ 
The "Lady's pleas'd, juſt as fhe likes her Friend. 

No Song! no Dance! no Show ! be fears yov'l ſy, 
You love all naked Beauties, but. a Play. 

He much miſtakes your Methods to delight; 

And, like the French, abhors our Targer-fight : 
But thoſe damn d Dogs can never be i th Ri,ht. 
True Engliſh hate your Monſteur's paltry Arts. 
For you are all Silk-weavers, in your Hearts. 

Bold Britons, at a brave Bear-garden Fray, 

Are rouz'd: And, clatt ring Sticks, cry, Play, play, play. 
Mean time, your filthy Foreigner will ſtare, 

And mutter to himſelf, Ha gens Barbare! 


. 
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EPILOGUE. 
Gad, tis well he mutters; well for him; 
Butchers elſe would tear him Limb from Limb. 
rue, the time may come, your Sous may be 

J with this French Civility; 

his in After-ages will be done: 

et weites a hundred Years too ſoon. 

ge comes on too ſlow, or he too faſt: 

arly Springs are ſubject to a Blaſt! 

pould excel, when few can make a Teſt 

xt indiff rent Writing and the beft ? 

ours cheap and common, who won d ſtrive, 
„like abandon'd Proſtitutes, you give? 

tte d here and there I ſome behold, 

m diſcern the Tinſel from the Gold: 

e he writes; and, if by them allow'd, 

ir Prerogative to rule the Crowd. 

more fears (like à preſuming Man) 

nes who cannot judge, than theirs who can. 
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R AG E BY. 
As it is acted at the 
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BY 


His MaJjzesTy 's Servants ; 


id Written in Imitation of Shakeſpear's Style 
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ile eft verbum aliquod ardens (ut ita dicam} | 
rare : idgue reſtinctis animorum incendiis ir- 
ere, f Cicero. 
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To the Right Honourable 


arl of Danby, Viſcounut Latimer, 
and Baron Osborne of Kiveton in 
Yorkſhire, Lord High Treaſurer 
of . one of his Majeſty's 
moſt Honourable Privy-Council, and 
Knight of the maſt Noble Order of 
the Garter, Ke. [ 5118 276 


My Lox ov, 


E Gratitude of Poets is ſo trouble- 
ly +} ſome a Virtue to great Men, that 
e you are often in Danger of your own 
po Benefits : For h 'd with 
e : you are threaten'd wit 
"2; ſome Epiſtle, and not ſuffer'd to do 
3 good in quiet, or to compound for 
it Silence whom you have oblig'd. Yet, I 
nfeſs, I neither am nor ought to be ſurpriz'd at 
Indulgence; For your ' Lordſhip has the ſame 


H 3 Right 


The Epiſile Dedicatory. 
Right to favour Poetry, which the Great and N. 
ble have ever had. 


C armen amat, quiſquis carmine digna gerit. 


There is ſomewhat of a tie in Nature betyi 
thoſe who are Born for worthy Actions, 1 
thoſe who can tranſmit them to Poſterity : Ay 
though ours be much the inferior Part, it cony 
at leaſt within the Verge of Alliance; nor are # 
unprofitable Members of the Commonwealj 
When we animate others to thoſe Virtues, whit 
we copy and deſcribe from you. 

*T'is indeed their Intereſt, who endeavour it 
Subverſion of Governments, to diſcourage Po 
and Hiſtorians, for the beſt which can happen i 
them, is, to be forgotten: But ſuch who, unt 
Kings, are the Fathers of their Country, and) 
A juſt and prudent ordering of Affairs preſerve 
have the ſame Reaſon to cheriſh the Chronic 
of their Actions, as they have to lay up in daft 
the Deeds and Evidences of their "/ Sb Fa 
ſuch Records are their undoubted Titles to tk 
Love and Reverence of After- ages. Your Lot 
ſhip's Adminiſtration has already taken up a cl 
fiderable Part of the Exgliſp Annals; and mil 
of its moſt happy Years are owing to it. H 
Majeſty, the moſt knowing Judge of Men, # 
the beſt Maſter, has acknowledg'd the Eaſe 1 
Benefit he receives in the Incomes of his Tre 
fary, which you found not only diforder'd, il 
exhaufted. All things were in the confuſion 
a Chaos, without Form or Method, if not rei 
ced beyond it, even to Annihilation: So that j 
had not only to ſeparate the jarring Elemen 
but (if that boldneſs of Expreſſion might . J 


The Epiſtle Dedicatory. , 


d me) to create them. Your Enemies 
ſo embroyl'd the Management of your Office, 
they look'd on your Advancement as the 
tument of your Ruin. And as if the clog- 
of the Revenue, and the confuſion of Ac- 
ts, which you found in your entrance, were 
ſufficient, they added their own weight of 
lice to the publick Calamity, by foreſtalling 
Credit which ſhou'd cure it: Your Friends 
the other ſide- were only capable of pitying, 
not of aiding you : No farther Help or Conn- 
was remaining to you, but what was founded 
your ſelf: And that indeed was your Securi- 
For your Diligence, your Conſtancy, and 
ir Prudence, wrought more ſurely within, 
en they were not diſturb'd by any outward 
tion. The higheſt Virtue is beſt to be truſted 
h it ſelf, for Aſſiſtance only can be given by 
renius Superior to that which it aſſiſts. And 
the nobleſt kind of Debt, when we are only 
lig'd to God and Nature. This then, my 
rd, is your. juſt Commendation, that you have 
ought out your ſelf a way to Glory, by thoſe 
Means that were deſign'd for your Deſtru- 
on. You have not only reſtor'd, but advanc'd 
> Revenues of your Maſter, without Grievance 
the Subject: And as if that were little yet, the 
zbts of the Exchequer, which lay heavieſt both 
| the Crown, and on private Perſons, have by 
ur Conduct been eſtabliſh'd in a certainty of 
tisfaction. An Action ſo much the more Great 
d Honourable, becauſe the Caſe was without 
e ordinary Relief of Laws; above the Hopes 
the Afflicted, and beyond the narrowneſs of the 
reaſury to redreſs, had it been manag'd by a 
b able Hand, *Tis certainly the happieſt, and 

iS moſt 
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moſt unenvy'd part of all your. Fortune, t0 
good to many, while you do Injury to none: ] 
receive at once the Prayers of the Subject, y 
the Praiſes of the Prince: And by the Cate 
your Conduct, to give him Means of exeriy 
the chiefeſt, (if any be the chiefeſt) of his Raj 
Virtues, his diſtributive Juſtice to the Defſeriy 
and his Bounty and Compaſſion to the Wantiy 
The Diſpoſition of Princes towards their Peq 
cannot better be difcover'd than in the Choice 
their Miniſters: Who, like the Animal Spit 
betwixt the Soul and Body, participate ſomewꝛi 
of both Natures, and make the Communicati 
which is betwixt them. A King, who is juſt a 
moderate in his Nature, who rules accordingh 
the Laws, whom God made happy by form 
the Temper of his Soul to the Conſtitution ( 
his Government, and who makes us happy, h 
afluming over us no other Sovereignty than thi 
Wherein our Welfare and Liberty conſiſts; 1 
Prince, I ſay, of ſo excellent a Character, and i 
ſuitable to the Wiſhes of all good Men, coul 
not better have convey'd himſelf into his People 
Apprehenſions, than in your Lordſhip's Perla; 
who ſo lively expreſs the fame Virtues, that yl 
ſeem not ſo much a Copy, as an Emanation d 
him. Moderation -is doubtleſs an Eſtabliſhment 
of Greatneſs ; but there is a ſteadineſs of Tempe 
which is likewiſe requiſite in a Miniſter of State: 
So equal a Mixture of both Virtues, that he mi 
ſtand like an Iſthmus betwixt the two encroact: 
ing Seas of arbitrary Power, and lawleſs Anat: 
chy. The Undertaking would be difficult to a 
but an extraordinary Genius, to ſtand at the Lint, 
and to divide the Limits; to pay what is due 0 
the great Repreſentative of the Nation, and ne- 


ther 
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us greater than we are. *Tis true, that vaſter, 
more frequent Taxes might be gather'd, when 
Conſent of the People was not ask'd or nee 
but this were only by conquering abroad ty 
poor at home: And the Examples of our Ney 
bours teach us, that they are not always they 
pieſt Subjects, whoſe Kings extend their Don 
ons fartheſt. Since therefore we cannot win 
an offenſive War, at leaſt a Land War, the 
del of our Government ſeems naturally conti 
for the Defenſive part: And the conſent 
People is eaſily obtain'd to contribute to 
Power which muſt protect it. Felices nini 
bona fi ſua norint, Angligene ! And yet thetet 
not wanting Malecontents amongſt us, whoſ 
feiting themſelves on too: much Happineſs, wat 
perſuade the People that they might be hart 
by a Change. Twas indeed the Policy of th 
old Forefather, when himſelf was fallen from! 
Station of Glory, to ſeduce Mankind into | 
ſame Rebellion with him, by telling him hem 
yet be freer than he was: That is, more ff 
than his Nature would allow, or (if I may ſoſt 
than God cou'd make him. We have already ali 
Liberty which Free-born Subjects can enjd 
and all beyond it is but Licence. But if it 
Liberty of Conſcience which they pretend, | 
Moderation of our Church is ſuch, that its Pi 
Etice extends not to the Severity of Perſecuti 
and its Diſcipline is withal ſo eaſie, that it allo 
more Freedom to Diſlenters than any of the ot 
would allow to it. In the mean time, w 
Right can be pretended by theſe Men to atten 
Innovations in Church or State? Who mm 
them the Truſtees, or (to ſpeak a little neal! 
their own Language) the Keepers of the Lib" 


1 


The Epiſtle Dedicatory. | 
gland? If their Call be extraordinary, let 
convince us by working Miracles ; for or- 
ary Vocation they can have none to diſturb 
Government under which they were born, 
Nay which protects them. He who has often 
1c wllfnz'd his Party, and always has made his Inte- 
ono the Rule of it, gives little Evidence of his Sin- 
vin ty for the Publick Good: Tis manifeſt he 
e Mes but for himſelf, and takes the People 
ny Tools to work his Fortune. Yet the Expe- 
t ee of all Ages might let him know, that they 
to o trouble the Waters firſt, have ſeldom the be- 
ini of the F _ As they who began the late 
bellion, enjoy'd not the Fruit of their Under- 
ing, but were cruſh'd themſelves by the Uſur- 
ion of their own Inſtrument. Neither is it e- 
ugh for them to anſwer, that they only intend. 
Reformation of the Government, but not the 
byerſion of it: On ſuch Pretences all Inſurre- 
ons have been founded: Tis ſtriking at the 
dot of Power, which is Obedience. Every Re- 
nltrance of Private Men, has the Seed of Trea- 
n in it; and Diſcourſes which are couch'd in 
biguons Terms, are therefore the more dange- 
us, becauſe they do all the Miſchief of open 
dition, yet are ſaſe from the Puniſhment of the 


ety 
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d, Mas. Theſe, my Lord, are Conſiderations which 
ts Pol hould not paſs ſo lightly over, had I room to 
cutWanaye them as they deſerve: For no Man can 
allo 10 inconſiderable i i a Nation, as not to have 


E See 
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Share in the Welfare of it; and if he be a true 
gliſoman, he muſt at the ſame time be fir'd 
aten ich Indignation, and revenge himſelf as he can 
mie the Diſturbers of his Country. And to whom 
neuoald 1 more fitly apply my ſelf, than to your 
Lb rdchip, who have not only an inborn, * an 
"i | ere- 
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hereditary Loyalty? The memorable Conta 
and Sufferings of your Father, almoſt to the Ry 
of his Eſtate for the Royal Cauſe, were an en 
eſt of that, which ſuch a Parent and ſuch an f 
ſtitution would produce in the Perſon of a 80 
But ſo unhappy an Occafion of manifeſting yay 
own Zeal in ſuffering for his preſent Majgh 
the Providence of God, and the Prudence of yay 
Adminiſtration, will, I hope, prevent. Thaty 
your Father's Fortune waited on the Unhappind 
of his Sovereign, ſo your own may participn 
of the better Fate which attends his Son. Th 
Relation which you have by Alliance to the Ny 
ble Family of your Lady, ſerves to confirm y 
You both this happy Augury. For what can & 
lerve a greater Place in the Engliſß Chronich 
than the Loyalty and Courage, the Actions ail 
Death of the General of an Army fighting fi 
his Prince and Country? The Honour and (al 
lantry of the Earl of Lindſey is ſo illuſtrious 
Subject, that 'tis fit to adorn an Hzroick Poem; 
for he was the Proto-Martyr of the Cauſe, all 
the Type of his unfortunate Royal Maſter. 

Yet, after all, my Lord, if I may ſpeak m 
Thovghts, you are happy rather to us than t0 
your ſelf: For the Multiplicity, the Cares, ail 
the Vexations of your Imployment, have betta. 
ed you from your ſelf, and given you up in! 
the Poſſefſion of the Publick. You are robb'd d 
your Privacy and Friends, and ſcarce any Hout 
of your Life you can call your own. Thok 
who envy your Fortune, if they wanted not godl 
Nature, might more juſtly pity it; and when the 
ſee you watch'd by a croud of Suitors, whdk 
importunity *ris impoſſible to avoid, would col: 
clude with Reaſon, that you haye loſt much wy 
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tue Content, than you have gain'd by Digni- 
and that a private Gentleman is better attend- 
by a fingle Servant, than your Lordſhip with 
clamorous a Train. Pardon me, my Lord, if 


Sulfpcak like a Philoſopher on this Subject; the 
Ja rtane which makes a Man uneafie, cannot 
ede him happy: And a wife Man muſt think 


ſelf uneaſie, when few of his Actions are in 
Choice. | E | 

his laſt Conſideration has brought me to ano- 
r, and a very ſeaſonable one for your Relief; 
ich is, That while I pity your want of Lei- 
e, I have impertinently detain'd you ſo long a 
ne. I have put off my own Bufineſs, which 
s my Dedication, *till*cis ſo late, that I am now 
am'd to begin it: And therefore I will ſay no- 
g of the Poem, which I preſent to you, be- 
ſe I know not if you are like to have an Hour, 
ich, with a good Conſcience, you may throw. 
2u5 ay in peruſing it: And for the Author, I have 
ben y to beg the continuance of your Protection 
him, who is, 1 


n 27 L o R D, 
Your Lordſhip's moſt 0Glig'd, 


*. moſt Humble, and moſt 
— Obedient Servant, 


Joun Dxvpen. 
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EST. HB E Death of An and Cleopatra it 
SSSR Subject which 4 been 5 by ü 
giereateſt Wits of our Nation, after Sh 
e | wk and by all ſo variouſly, that the 
W E372 Example has given me the Confidence 
try my ſelf in this Bow of Ulyſſes amony 
the Croud of Shooters; and, withal, toti 
my own Meaſures, in aiming at the Mark. I doubt w 
but the ſame Motive has prevailed with all of us in tl 
Attempt; I mean the Excellency of the Moral: For t 
chief Perſons repreſented, were famous Patterns of u 
lawful Love; and their End accordingly was unfort 
nate, All reaſonable Men have long fince _conclud 
That the Heroe of the Poem ought not to be a Ch 
cter of perfect Virtue, for then he could not, with 
Injuſtice, be made unhappy; nor yet altogerher wickt 
becauſe he could not then be pitied. I have thereto 
ſteer d the middle Courſe; and have drawn the Chari(t 
of Antony as favourably as Plutarch, Appian, and Di 
Caſſius would give me leave: The like 1 have obſery'! 
Cleopatra, That which is wanting to work up the JI 
to a greater heighth, was not afforded me by the Std! 
For the Crimes of Love which they both commit 
were not occafion'd by any Neceflity, or fatal Tenoril 
but were wholly voluntary; fince our Paſſions it 
or ought to be, within our Power. The Fabrick of 1 
Play is regular encugh, as to the inferior Parts 01.1; 
| l f 


PREFACE 
Unities of Time, —_ — —_ . 2 
yd, than, perhaps, t | er es. Par- 
larly, the Edlen is ſo much one, that it is the only 
the kind without Epiſode, or Underplot; every Scene 
the Tragedy conducing to the main Deſign, and eve- 
act concluding with a turn of it. The greateſt Er- 
in the Contrivance ſeems to be in the Perſon of 0. 
via: For, though 1 might uſe the privilege of a Poet, 
introduce her into Alexandria, yet I had not enough 
Sofider'd, that the Compaſſion ſhe mov'd to her ſelf and 
vildren, was deſtructive to that which J reſerv'd for 
ny and Cliopasra; whoſe mutual Love being found- 
upon Vice, muſt leſſen the Favour of the Audience 
them, when Virtue and Innocence were oppreſs'd by 
And, though I juſtified Antony in ſome meaſure, 
making Oda via s departure to proceed wholly from 


id the dividing of Pity, like the cutting of a River in- 


Wream, But this is an Objection which none of m 

Writicks have urg'd againſt me; and therefore I might 
ve let it paſs, if I could have reſoly'd to have been 
rrial to my ſelf, The Faults my Enemies have found, 
e rather Cavils concerning little, and not eſſential De- 
ncies ; which a Maſter of the Ceremonies may decide 
twixt us. The French Poets, I confeſs, are ſtrict Ob- 


nple, have ſuffer'd Cleopatra and Octavia to have met; 


em ſome cold Civilities, but no eagerneſs of repartee, for 
ar of offending againſt the Greatneſs of their Characters, 
d the Modeſty of their Sex. This Objection I fore- 
w, and at the ſame time contemn*d : For I judg d it 
oth natural and probable, that Ofavia, proud ot her 
w-gain'd Conqueſt, would ſearch out Cleopatra to tri- 
mph over her; and that Cleopatra thus attack d, was 
dt of a Spirit to ſhun the Encounter: And *tis not un- 
kel y, that two exaſperated Rivals ſhould uſe ſuch Satyr 
dave put into their Mouths 3 for after all, though the 
i: were a Roman, and the other a Queen, they = both 

omen. 


r ſelf ; yet the force of the firft Machine ſtill remain d; 


many Channels, abated the ſtrength of the natural 


ryers of theſe Punctilio's: They would not, for Ex- 


if they had met, there muſt only have paſs'd berwixe. 
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PREFACE. 
Women. is true, ſome Actions, though Natur, , 
not fit to be repreſented; and broad Obſcenities in Way 
ought in good Manners to be avoided: Expreſſions they, 
fore are a modeſt Cloathing of our Thoughts, as Beech 
and Petticoats are of our Bodies, If | have kept my (el 
within the Bounds of Modeſty, all beyond it is but Nix 
ty and Affectation; which is no more but Modeſty 
prav'd into a Vice: They betray themſelves who are ty 
quick of Apprehenſion in ſuch Caſes, and leave all 4 
ſonable Men to imagine worſe of them, than of 
Poet. | | 

Honeſt Montaigne goes yet farther : Nous ne ſommugg 
ceremonie ; la ceremonie nous emporte, ( laiſſons la ſalſtu 
des choſes: Nous nous tenons aux branches, & abandon 
tronc & le corps. Nous avons appris aux Dames de roi 
oyans ſeulement nommer ce qu elles ne eraiguent aucunenn 
A faire: Nous n oſons appoller à droict nos membres, Gn 
craignons pas de les employer a toute ſorte de debauche. | 
ceremonie nous defend d'exprimer par paroles les choſes licitl 
naturelles, & nous len croyons ; la raiſon nous defend den 
faire point d' illicite: & mauvaiſes, & perſonne ne len ci 
My Comfort is, that by this Opinion my Enemies u 
bur ſucking Criticks, who would fain be nibbling en 
ticir Teeth are come. 

Yet, in this Nicety of Manners does the Excelleny 
of French Poetry conſiſt: Their Heroes are the moſt 
vil People breathing; but their good Breeding ſcldom is » 
tends to a Word ot Senſe; All their Wit is in tber en 
remony; they want the Genius which animates of by 0 
Stage ; and therefore is but neceſſary when they eu 
not pleaſe, that they ſhould take care not to offend 
But, as the civileſt Man in the Company is commoi 
the Dulleſt, ſo theſe Authors, while they are afraid i 
make you laugh or cry, out of pure good Mannes 
make you flzep, They are ſo careful not to exaſpenii rat 
a Critick, that they never leave him any Work; ſo bur 


wich the Broom, and make ſo clean a Riddance, ti A. 
there is little left either for Cenſure or for Praiſe : H Opi. 
no Part of a Poem is worth Hur Diſcommendiny, wii by 
the whole is inſipid; as when we have once talted d ble, 


ul 
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1 Wine, we tay not to examine it Glaſs by Glaſs; 
while they affect to ſhine in Trifles, they are often 
tber es in Eſſentials. Thus their Hippolytus is ſo ſcrupu- 
eco in point of Decency, that be will rather expoſe him- 
y i to Death, than accuſe his Step-mother to bis Father; 
my Criticks I am ſure will commend him for it: 
we of groſſer Apprehenſions, are apt to think that 
1 Exceſs of Generoſity is not practicable but with 
| th s and Madmen. This was good Manners with a, 
peance ; and the Audience is like to be much con- 
dat the Misfortunes of this admirable Heroe : But 


171 Hippolytus out of bis Poetick Fit, and I ſuppoſe: he 
Wa think it a wiſer Part, to ſet the Saddle on the 
0: "SS: Horſe, and chuſe rather to live with the Re- 
cn of a plain-ſpuken honeſt Man, than to die with 


0 nfamy of an inceſtuous Villain. In the mean time. 
may take notice, that where the Poet ought to have 
1 ry'd the Character as it was deliver'd to us by An- 
100 ty, when he ſhould have given us the Picture of a 
zh young Man, of the Amaxoni an flrain, a jolly Huntſ- 
and both by his Proſeſſion and his early riſing a 
5 St! Enemy to Love, be has choſen to give him the 
e of Gallantry, ſent him to Travel from Athens to 
„ taught him to make Love, and trans form'd the 
:;tus of Euripides into Monſieur Hippolite. 1 ſhould not 
troubled my ſelf thus far with French Poets, but that 
0 ( our Chedreux Criticks wholly form their Judgments 
rem. But for my Part, I deſire to be try'd by the Laws 
own Country; for it ſeems unjuſt to me, that the 
eu ſhould preſcribe here, till they have conquer d. Our 
Sonnertiers who follow thrm, have tco narrow Souls 
age of Poetry, Poets themſelves are the moſt proper, 
ph I conclude not the only Criticks. But till ſome 
meins, as Univerſal as Ariſtotie, ſhall ariſe, one who can 
eig rate into all Arts and Sciences, without the Practice 
em, | ſhall think it reaſonable, that the Judgment 

n Artificer in his own Art ſhould be preterable to 
Opinion of another Man; at leaſt where he is not 
Wi dy Intereſt, or prejudic'd by Malice; and this, I 
lr, is manifeſt by plain InduRtion . For, firſt, the 

| | 9 ' Crowd 
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Crowd cannot be preſum'd to have more than 1 9 
Inſtinct, of what pleaſes or diſpleaſes them: Every 
will grant me this; but then, by a particular Kindy 
to himſelf, he draws his own Stake firſt, and wil 
diſtinguiſh'd from the Multitude, of which other 1 
may think bim one. Bur, if 1 come cloſer to th 
who are allow'd for witty Men, either by the Ad 
tage of their Quality, or by common Fame, and af 
that neither are they quallified to decide Sovereig 
concerning Poetry, 1 ſhall yet have a ſtrong Party 
my Opinion; for moſt of them ſeverally will excy 
the Reſt, either from the Number of witty Men, 0 
leaſt of able Judges. But here again they are all ini 
gent to themſelves: And every one who believes bini 
a Wit, that is eyery Man, will pretend at the ft 
time to a Right of Judging. But to preſs it yet fath 
there are many witty Men, but few Poets; neither h 
all Poets a Taſte of Tragedy, And this is the Reck 
which they are daily ſplitting. Poetry, which is 1! 
Qture of Nature, muſt generally pleafe ; But tis nd 
be underſtood that all Parts of it muſt pleaſe every My 
Therefore is not Tragedy to be judg'd by a witty 
whoſe Tafte is only confin'd to Comedy. Nor is en 
Man who loves Tragedy, a ſufficient Judge of it: 
muſt underſtand the Excellencies of it too, or he 
only prove a blind Admirer,. not a Critick. Fr 
hence it comes that ſo many Satyrs on Poets, and (a 
ſures of their Writings, fly abroad. Men of Peu 
Converſation, (at leaſt efteem'd ſo) and indu'd wil 
trifling Kind of Fancy, perhaps belp'd out with fu 
ſmattering of Latin, are ambitious to. diſtinguiſh til 
ſelves from the Herd of Gentlemen, by their Poetry; 


Rarus enim ferm ſenſus communis in illd: 
Fortuna. | 


And is not this a wretched Af Ration, not to be d 
tented with what Fortune has done for them, an! 
down quietly with their Eſtates, but they muſt callti 
Wits in queſtion, and needleſly expoſe their Naked 
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lick View? Not conſidering that they are not to 
— ſame Approbation from ſober Men, which 
have found from their Flatterers after the third Bot- 
{a little glittering in Diſcourſe has paſs'd them on 
r witty Men, where was the Neceflity of unde- 
g the World? Would a Man who has an ill Title 
Eſtate, but yet is in Poſſeſſion of it, would he 
it of his own accord, to be try'd at Weſtminſter ? 
bo write, if we want the Talent, yet have the 
ſe that we do it for a poor Subſiſtence: but what 
de urg d in their Defence, who not having the Vo- 
of Poverty to ſcribble, out of meer Wantonneſs 
Pains to make the mſelves ridiculous? Horace was 
inly in the Right, where he ſaid, That no Man is 
bed with his own Condition. A Poet is not pleas'd be- 
he is not rich; and the Rich are diſcontented, be- 
the Poets will not admit them of their Number. 
the Caſe is hard with Writers: If they ſucceed 
they muſt ſtarve; and if they do, ſome malicious 
r is prepar'd to level them for daring to pleaſe with- 
heir Leave. But while they are ſo eager to deſtroy 
Fame of others, their Ambition is manifeſt in their 
ernment: Some Poem of their own is to be pro- 
d, and the Slaves are to be laid flat with their Faces 
he Ground, that the Monarch may appear in the 
ter Majeſty. I 
lonyſius and Nero had the ſame Longings, but with al} 
l'ower they could never bring their Buſineſs wel} 
t. 'Tis true, they proclaim'd themſelves Poets by 
nd of Trumpet; and Poets they were upon Pain of 
h to any Man who durſt call them otherwiſe, The 
lence had a fine time on't, you may imagine; they 
ia a bodily fear, and look'd as demurely as they 
Id: For das a hanging Matter to laugh unſeaſona- 
and the Tyrants- were ſuſpicious, as they bad rea- 
that their Subjects had em in the Wind: So, every 
Þ in bis own Defence ſet as good a Face upon the 
neſs as he could: Twas known before-haud that the 
narcbs were to be crown'd Liureats; but when the 
V was over, and an honet Man was ſuffer d to depare 


_ quietly, 


quietly, he took out bis Laughter which he had fi 
with a firm Reſolution never more to ſee an Emp 
Play, though he had been ten Years a making it. |y 
mean time the true Poets were they who made 
beſt Markets, for they had Wir enough to yield the „M an 
with a good Grace, and not contend with him wh 
thirty Legions: They were ſure to be rewarded if ei 
tonfeſs'd themſelves bad Writers, and that was ſomen un 
better than to be Martyrs for their Reputation. I 
Example was enough to teach them Manners; and af 
was put to Death, for overcoming Nero, the Empergq 
ried it without Diſpute for the beſt Poet in his Dom 
ons: No Man was ambitious of that grinning Hong 
for if he heard the malicious Trumpeter procy 
ing his Name before his Betters, he ke there wa} 
one way with him. Mecanas took another Courſe, and 
know he was more than a great Man, for he was yi 
too: But finding himſelf far gone in Poetry, which $ 
ca aſſures us was not his Talent, he thought it his 
way to be well with Virgil and with Horace; that ith 
he might be a Poet at the ſecond hand; and we ſeel 
happily it has ſucceeded with him; for his own bid 
try is forgotten, and their Panegyricks of him il 
main. But they who ſhould be our Patrons, are | 
no ſuch expenſive ways to Fame; They have much 
the Poetry of Mecauas, but little of bis Liberality. Th 
are for perſecuting Horace and Virgil, in the Perſon 
their Succeſſors, (tor ſuch is every Man, who hay 
part of their Soul and Fire, though in a leſs degu 
Some of their little Zanies yet go farther; for they 
Perſecntors even of Horace himielf, as far as they ar 
ble, by their. ignorant and vile Imitations of himz 
making an unjuſt uſe of his Authority, and curn1inp 
Artillery againſt bis Friends. But how would he dit 
to be copy d by ſuch Hands! 1 dare anſwer for bim, 
would be more uneaſie in their C:mpany han he 7 
with Criſpinus their Forefather in the Holy Way; 4 
would no more have allow'd them a place amongſt! 
Criticks, than would Demetrius the Mimick, and! 
_ gelliss the Buffoon; | * 

. —— [11 
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Demetri, teque Tigelli. 
Diſcipulorum inter Jubeo plorare Cathtdras. | 


what Scorn would he look down on ſuch miſera- 
anſlators, who make Doggrel of his Latin, miſtake 
aning, miſapply bis Cenſures, and often contra- 
heir own? He is fix'd as a Land - Mark to ſet out 


mem ends of Poetry, 

L | 

aal Saxum antiquum, ingengneses 

erore imes agro poſitus, litem ut. diſcerneret arvis : 

Dom | 5 

Han other Arms than theirs, and other Sine ws are re- 
oc to raiſe the weight of ſuch an Author; and when 


would toſs him againſt their Enemies, 


* 


38 wo enua labant, gelidus concrevit frigore ſanguis, 

ch ET labis ipſe viri vacuum per inane volut us 

his K ec ſpatium evaſit tot um, nec pertulit ictum. 

1 | e | 

- per would wiſh no other Revenge, either 
22d 0 


y (elf or the reſt of the Poets, from this Rhyming 
of the Twelye-Penny Gallery, this Legitimate Son 
ervhold, than that he would ſubſcribe his Name to 
enſure, or (not to tax bim beyond his Learning) 
is Mark: For ſhould he own himſelf publickly and 


| from behind the Lion's Skin, they whom he con- 
has s would be thankful to him, they whom he praiſes 
degre Id chuſe to be condemn'd ; and the Magiſtrates 
"cy m be has elected, would modeſtly withdraw from 
y at Employment, to avoid the Scandal of bis Nomina- 
nm; The Sharpneſs of his Satyr, next to bimſelf, falls 
11"; TE heavily on his Friends, and they ought never to 
d e him for commending them . perpetually the 


in, ng Way, and ſometimes by contraries. If he have 


ed whoſe haſtineſs in writipg is - bis greateſt” Fault, 
” „ would have taught bim to have minc'd the Mat- 
gl and to haye call'd it readineſs of Thought, and a 


flowing 


PREFACE. 
flowing Fancy: for Friendſhip will allow 2 My 


Chriſten an Imperfe&ion by the Name of ſome 5 
bour Virtue : 


Vellem in amicitis fic erraremus; e iſti 
Errori, nomen virtus poſuiſſet honeſtum. pre 


But he would never have allow'd him to have fir: 
flow Man haſty, or a haſty Writer à flow Dru tt 
Juvenal explains it: | 


[ Canibus pigris, ſcabieque vetuſta Pra 
Levibus, & ſicca lambentibus ora lucerns 
Nomen erit, Pardus, Tygris, Leo; ſs quid adh 
uod fremit in terris violentius. 


Yet Lucretius laughs at a fooliſh Lover, even fa! 
cuſing the Imperfections of bis Miſtreſs : | 


Nigra nix e? eft, immunda & fetida FIT. 
Dalla loqui non quit, Tpavaile ; muta puden tl 


Bat to drive it ad Zthiopem Cygnum is not to it 
dur'd. I leave bim to interpret this by the Been 
His French Verſion on the other fide, and without int 
conſidering bim, than I have the Reſt of my illit 
Cenſors, whom 1 have diſdain'd to anſwer, because 
are not qualified for Judges. It remains that I a 
the Reader, that 1 have endeavour'd in this Play to! 
low the Practice of the Ancients, who, as Mr. . 
has judiciouſly obſery'd, are and ought to be ou! 
ſters. Horace likewiſe gives it far a Rule in his 4 
P vetry. 5 ; | 


——— o- exemplaris Graca 
 Nodturna verſate manu, verſate diurnã. 


Yet, though their Models are regular, they ut! 
little for Engliſh Tragedy; which requires to be bil 
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eger Compaſs. I could give an Inſtance in the Oedi- 
Hramus, which way the Maſter-piece of Sephocles; 
[ reſerve it for a more fit Occaſion, which I hope 
have hereafter. In my Stile I have profeſs'd to imi- 
the Divine Shakeſpear; which that I might perform 
re freely, 1 have difincumber'd my felf from Rhyme. 
xt that I condemn my former Way, but that this is 
re proper to wy preſent Purpoſe. I hope I need 
t to explain my ſelf, that I have not copy'd my Au- 
or ſervilely: Words and Phraſes muſt of Neceſſity re- 
Wire a Change in ſucceeding Ages: But tis almoſt a 
racle that much of his Language remains ſo pure; and 
it he who began Dramatick Poetry amongſt us, un- 
ght by any, and, as Ben Fohnſon tells us, without 
arning, ſhould by the force of his own Genius per- 
Im ſo much, that in a manner he has left no Praiſe 
r any who come after him. The Occafion is fair, and 
e Subject would be pleaſant to handle the Difference 
Stiles betwixt him and Fletcher, and wherein, and 
dw far they are both to be imitated. But fince I muſt 
dt be over-confident of my own Performance after 
m, it will be Prudence in me to be Silent. Yer, 1 
dpe, I may affirm, and without Vanity, that by imitaci 
m, I have excell'd my ſelf throughout the Play; 
ticularly, that I prefer the Scene betwixt Amony and 
nidius in the firſt Act, to any thing which I have writ- 
Q in this kind, | ; 


| are l 


butt PR Os 


| _ HAT Flocks f Criticks Fn * to Hoy, 
A, Vultures wait on Armies for their Prey, 


All gaping for the Carcaſs of a Play! 
With croaking Notes they bode ſome dire Event, 
And follow dying Poets by the Scent. 


ours gives himſelf for gone; you've watch your Time! 
He fights this Day unarm* d; without his Rhyme, 


And brings a Tale which often has been told; 3 

As ſad as Dido's; and almoſt as old, 

His Heroe, whom you Wits his Bully call, 

Bates of his Mettle; and ſcarce Rants at all: 

He's ſomewhat lewd; but a well meaning Mind; 

Weeps much; fights little; 3 but is wond rous kind. 

In ſhort, a Pattern, and Companion fir, © 8 

For all the keeping Tonies of the Pit. 

I could name more; a Wife, and Miſtreſs too; 

Both (to be plain) too good for moſt of you: 

The Wife well. natur d, and the Miſtreſs true. 
Now, Poets, if jour Fame has been his Care; 

Allow him all the Candour you can are. 

A brave Man ſcorns to Quarrel once a Day; 

Like Heftors, in at every petty Fray. 

Let thoſe find Fault whoſe Wit's ſo very ſmall, 


They've need to ſhow that they can think at all: 


Err) 


4 


Erin 
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like Straws upon the Surface flow; 

iho would ſearch for Pearls, muſt dive below. 
may have leave to level all they can; 

mies would be glad to lop a Man. 

Wits are Fleas; ſo little and ſo light, 

arce could know they live, but that they bite, 
as the Rich, when tir d with dailly Feaſts, 
ange, become their next poor Tenant's Gueſts; 
hearty Draughts of Ale, from plain brown Bowls, 
match the homely Raſher from the Coals: 

, retiring from much better Cheer, 

ce, may venture to do Penance here. 

ince that plenteous Autumn now is paſt, 

Grapes and Peaches have indulg d your Tafte, 
n good Part, from our poor Poets Baar d, 
well d Fruits as Winter can afford, 


2 


Dramatis Perſonæ 


M E N. 
Mare A utony. Mr. Boot. 
Ventidius, his General. Mr. Mill. 
Dolabella, his Friend. Mr. Wk. 
Alexas, the Queen's Eunuch. Mr. Cibber. 
Serapion, Prieſt of Ii. Mr. Thurnnl 
Another Prieſt. Mr. Willa 
Servants to Anthony, 
Cleopatra Queen of Ægypt. Mrs. Ole 
Octavia, Antony's Wife. Mrs. Porter 
Charmion : A Mrs. Garni, 
—_ ? c Cleopatra's Maids. Mrs. Rein 


Antony's two little Daughters. 
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SCENE, The Temple of Iſis. 
Enter Serapion, Myris, Prieſts of Iſis. 


SERAPION, 


Lox, Ortents, and Prodigies, are grown ſo frequent, 
That they have loſt their Name. Our 
fruitful Nile Eds [Torrent 
ZA| Flow'd e're the wonted Seaſon, with a 
o unexpected. and ſo wondrous fierce, 
=== That the wild Deluge overtook the haſte 
ff the Hinds that watch'd it: Men and Beaſts 
born above the Tops of Trees, that grew 
utmoſt Margin of the Water-Mark. + 
with fo ſwift an Ebb, the Flood drove backward, 
from underneath the Scaly Herd: 
SL DN 4 Here 
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196 ALL for Lo vs; Or, 
Here monſtrous Phocæ panted on the Shore; 
Forſaken Dolphins there, with their broad Tails, 
Lay laſbing the departing Waves: Hard by 'em, 
Sea-Horſes floundring in the ſlimy Mud, - 
Toſs d up their Heads, and daſh'd the Ooze about en 
. Enter Alexas behind them. 
Myr. Avert theſe Omens, Heav'n. þ 
Serap. Laſt Night, bet ween the Hcurs of twelve andoy 
In a lone Iſle o'th* Temple while I walk'd, | 
A Whirlwind roſe, that, with a violent Blaſt, 
Shook all the Dome : The Doors around me clapt; 
The Iron Wicket, that defends the Vault, 
Where the long Race of Ptolemies is laid, 
- Burſt open, and diſclos d the mighty Dead. 
From out each Monument, in order plac'd, 
An armed Ghoft ſtarts up: The Boy-King laſt 
Rear'd his inglorious Head. A Peal of Groans 
Then follow'd, and a lamentable Voice 
Cry'd, Egypt is no more. My Blood ran back, 
My ſhaking Knees againſt each other knock'd; 
Oa the cold Pavement down I fell intranc'd, 
And ſo unfiniſh'd left the horrid Scene, 
Alex. And, dream'd you this? or, did invent the Stay 
[Showing hin 


To frighten our Zgyptian Boys withal, 
And train em up betimes in fear of Prieſthood? 
Serap. My Lord, I ſaw you not, 
Nor meant my Words ſhould reach your Ears; but wil 
1 utter'd was moſt true, | 
Alex. Afooliſh Dream, 
Bred from the Fumes of indigeſted Feaſts, i 
And holy Luxury, 
Serap. | know my Duty: m. 
This goes no farther. den 
Alex. Tis not fit it ſhould. Ds; | 
Nor would the Times now bear it, were it true; 
All Southera, from yon Hills, the Roman Camp | 
Hangs v'er us black and threatning, like a Storm E 
Juſt breaking on our Heads om 
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$-14p. Our faint Ægyptians pray for Antony; 
in their ſer vile Hearts they own O#avins. 1 55 
yr, Why then does Antony dream out his Hours, 
| tempts not Fortune for a noble Day, 
ich might redeem what Actium loſt ? 
lex. He thinks tis paſt Recovery. 
rap. Yet the Foe 
ms not to preſs the Siege. 
lex, O, there's the Wonder. 
nas and Agrippa, who can moſt 
Wh Ceſar, are his Foes. His Wife Octavia, 
vn from his Houſe, ſolicits her -Reyenge; 
3 Dolabella, who was once his Friend, 
n ſome private Grudge, now ſeeks his Ruin: 
till War ſeems on either tide to ſleep. 
ab. 'Tis ſtrange that Antony, for ſome Days paſt, 
not beld the Face of Cleopatra; 
here, in Ii Temple, lives retir d, 
d makes his Heart a Prey to black Deſpair, _ 
dex, 'Tis true; and we much four he hopes by Abſence 
cure his Mind of Love. og | 
ſerap If he be ren, 
| mike his Peace, ZEgyp? is doom'd to be 
man Province; and our plenteous Harveſts 
ſt then redeem the Scarceneſs of their Soil. 
ile Antony ſtood firm, our Alexandria 
2d proud Rome (Dominion's other Seat) 
Fortune ſtriding, like a vaſt Coloſſus, 
Id fix an equal Foot of Empire here, | 
lex. Had I my Wiſh, theſe Tyrants of all Nature 
lo Lord it o'er Mankind, ſhould periſh, periſh, 
b by the other's Sword; but, ſince our Will 
amely follow'd by our Pow'r, we muſt 
dend on one; with him to riſe or fall. 
rap, How ſtands the Queen affected? 
lex. O, ſhe dotes, 
F dotes, Serapion, on this vanquiſh'd Man; 
u Winds her ſelf about bis mighty Ruins; 
om would ſhe yet ferſake, yet yield him up; 
$ hunted Prey, to his Purſuers Hands, 
EE Cel She 
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She might preſerve us all: but tis in vain 
This changes my Deſigns, this blaſts my Counſels; 
And makes me uſe all means to keep bim here, 
Whom I could wiſh divided from ber Arms 

Far as the Earth's deep Center. Well, you know 

The State of Things; no more of your ill Omene, 

And black Progpofticks; labour to confirm 

The Peoples Hearts. 

Enter Ventidius, talking aſide with à Gentleman of hy 
tony's. | 
Serap. Theſe Romans will — hear us. 

But, who's that Stranger? By his Warlike Port, 

His fierce Deme nor, and erected Look, 

He's of no vulgar Note. 

Alex. O tis Ventidius, 

Our Emp'ror's great Lieutenant in the Faſt, 

V ho firft ſhow'd Rome that Parthia could be conquer. n 

When Antony return d from Syria laſt, 

He left this Man to guard the Roman Frontiers. 
Serap. You ſeem to know him well. 
Alex. Too well. I ſaw him in Cilicia firſt, 

When Cleopatra there met Antony: S 

A mortal Foe he was to us, and Zgypr. 

Eut let me Witneſs to the Worth I N 

A braver Roman never drew a Sword. 

Firm to his Prin; but, as a Friend, not Slave. 

He ne er was of his Pleaſures; but preſides 

O' er all his cooler Hours, and Morning Counſeli: 

In ſhort, the Plainneſs, Fierceneſs, rugged Viriue Us 

Of an old true-ſtampt Roman lives in him. 

His coming bodes I know not what of Ill 

To our Aﬀairs. Withdraw, to mark bim better; 

And FI] acquaint you why 1 ſought you here, 

And what's our preſent Work. x F 

| [They withdraw to a Corner of the Stage; and Veit 

us, with the other, comes forwards to the Front. 
Vent. Not ſee him, ſay you? 

I fay, I muſt, and will. 

Gent, He has commanded, 


On Pain of Death, none ſhould approach his Fiese, 
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1, 1 bring him News will raiſe his drooping Spirits, 


him new Life, 
ent lle ſees not Cleopatra. | 
. Would he had never ſeen her. Ci 
n. He eats not, drinks not, ſleeps not, has no uſe 
ny thing, but Thought; or, if he talks, | 
to himſelf, and then tis perfect Raving: 
n he defies the World, and bids it paſs; - 
getimes he gnaws his Lip, and curſes loud 
Boy Octævius; then he draws his Mouth 
a ſcornful Smile, and cries, Take all, 
World's not worth my Care. 
ext. Juſt, juſt his Nature. | 
ue's his Path; but ſometimes tis too narrow 
his vaſt Soul; and then he ſtarts out wide, 
| bounds into a Vice that bears. him far 
m his firſt Courſe, and plunges him in Ills: 
, when his Danger makes him fied his Fault, 
ick to obſerye, and full of ſharp Remorſe, 
cenſures eagerly bis own Miſdeeds, 
ging himſelf with Malice to himſelf, 
| not forgiving what as Man he did, 
auſe his other Parts are more than Man. 
muſt not thus be loft. | | 


rd, 


[Alexas andthe Prieſts come forward. 


lex. vou have your full Inſtructions, now advance; 
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And call the Gods to join with you in gladneſs. 
Vent. Curſe on the Tongue that bids this general J 

Can they be Friends of Antony, who revel 

When Antonys in Danger? hide, for ſhame, 

You Romans, your Great Grandfires Images, 

For fear their Souls ſhould animate their Marbles, 

To bluſh at their degenerate Progeny. 

Alex. A Love which knows no bounds to Antony 
Would mark the Day with Honours; when all Heat 
Labour'd for him, when each propitious Star 
Stood wakeful in his Orb, to watch that Hour, 

And ſhed his better Influence. Her own Birth-day 
Our Queen neglected, like a vulgar Fate, 
That paſs'd obſcurely br. 
Vent. Would it, had flept, 
Divided far from his; till ſome remote 
And future Age had: call'd it out, to ruin 
Some other Prince, not him. 

Alex, Your Emperor, 858 | 
Tho' grown unkind, would be more gentle, than 
T' upbraid my Queen, for loving him too well. 

Vent. Does the mute Sacrifice upbraid the Prieſt? 
He knows him not his Executioner. 

O, fhe has deck'd his Ruin with her Love, 

Led him in golden Bands to gaudy Slaughter, 

And made Perdition pleaſing: She has left him 

The Blank of what he was; FRE . 

I cell thee, Eunuch, ſhe has quite unman'd him: 
Can any Roman ſee, and know him now, | 
Thus alter'd from the Lord of half Mankind, 
Unbent, unſinew'd, made a Woman's Toy, 
Shrunk from the vaſt Extent of all his Honours, 
And crampt within a Corner of the World? 

O, Antony, : wore; | 

Thou braveſt Soldier, and thou beſt of Friends! 
Bountecus as Nature; next to Nature's God! Len 
Could'ft thou but make new Worlds, ſo wouldſt thou git 
As Bounty were thy Being. Rough in Battel, 

As the firſt Romans, when they went to War; 

Yet, after Victory, more pitiful, 2 


Thi 


. 
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n all their praying Virgins left at home! : 
Ar. Would you could add to thoſe more ſhining Vir- 
Truth to her who loves him. [tues, 
23, Would 1 could not. | | 
| wherefore waſte I precious Hours with thee? 
du art her darling Miſchief, her chief Engin, 
ony's other Fate. Go, tell the Queen, 
viding is arriv'd, to end her Charms. 
your Egyptian Timbrels play alone; Fes 
mix effeminate Sounds with Roman Trumpets. 
dare not fight for Antony; go pray, | 
keep your Cewards-holy day in Temples.. 5 

¶Exeunt Alex. Serap- 
Re. enter the Gentleman of M. Antony. ; 
Gent, The Emperor approaches, and commands, 
pain of Death, that none preſume to ſtay. | 
Gert, I dare not diſobey him. Going out with the other, 
nt. Well, 1 dare. | SET! 
„Tl obſerve him firſt unſeen, and find 5A 
ich way his Humour drives: The reſt Pl! venture. 


50 


| [Withdraws br if 

Enter Antony, walking with a diſturb'd Motion, before —_ 
he ſpeaks. 3h | 9 

Int. They tell me, tis my Birth-day, and I'll keep it 8 


th double Pomp of Sadneſs. | 

s what the Day deſerves, which gave me Breath. 
ly was I rais'd the Meteor of the World, | 
ng in the Skies, and blazing as I trayel'd, | 
Il all ry Fires were ſpent; and then caſt downward 

be trod out by Cæſar? e 
Ven. [Aſide.] On my Soul, 

Is mournful, wondrous mournſul! 

ni, Count thy Gains. 

pw, Antony, wouldſt thou be born for this? | 

ton of Fortune, thy devouring Youth 

 ſary'd thy wanting Age. | hs 
Pen. How Sorrow ſhakes him! [ 4ſide; 
> now the Tempeſt tears him up by th' Roots, 

ad on the Ground extends the noble Ruin. 
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Hang o'er my hoary Face; a murm'ring Brook 


J left you laſt. 


Ant, ¶ Having thrown bimſelf down.) Lye there; 
Shadow of an Emperor; 

The Place thou preſſeſt on thy Mother Earth 
Is all thy Empire now: Now it contains thee; 
Some few Days hence, and then *cwill be roo large, 
When thou'rt contracted in thy narrow Urn, 
Shrunk to a few cold Aſhes; then Octavia, 
(For Cleopatra will not live to ſee it) 
Octavia then will have thee all her own, 
And bear thee in her widow'd Hand to Ceſar 
Caſar will weep, the Crocodile will weep, 
To ſee his Rival of the Univerſe 
Lie ſtill and peaceful there. VI think no more ont. 
Give me ſome Muſick ; look that it be ſad: do! 
Fil footh my Melancholy, till I ſwell, 
And burſt my ſelf with fighing—— [Soft Mil 
*Tis ſomewhat to my Humour: Stay, I fancy | 
Pm now turn'd wild, a Commoner of Nature; 
Of all forſaken, ard forſaking all; | 
Live in a ſhady Foreſt's Sylvan Scene, 
6 at my Length benea h ſome blaſted Oak, 

lean my Head upon the moſſy Bark, 
And look juſt of a Piece, as I grew from it: 
My uncomb'd Locks, matted like Miſleto, 


uns at my Foot. \ | 
Ven. Metbinks I fancy | k 
My ſelf there too. | | 
Ast. The Herd come jumping by me, 
And fearleſs, quench their Thirſt, while I lock on, 
And take me for their Fellow-Citizen. - 


More of this Image, more; it lulls my Thoughts. ent 
| [Soft Muſick ag t 

Ven. ] muſt diſturb him; I can hold no longer. ci 

| [ Stands befort l * 


Ant. ſtarting up. Art thou Ventidius? 
Ven. Are you Antony? gl 
Im liker what I was, than you to him 


Ant. I'm angry. 
Ven. So am I. 
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. I would be private: Leave me. 

ne. Sir, 1 love you. | 

therefore will not leave you. 

t. Will not leave me? Me Te. 
e haye you learnt that Anſwer? Who am? 
. My Emperor; the Man I love next Heav'n: 
faid more, I think twere ſcarce a Sin: 

Wre all that's good, and god-like. 

1. All that's wretched. 

will not leave me then? 

. Twas too preſuming ; 

Wy would not; but I dare not leave you: 

tis unkind in you to chide me hence 

don, when | ſo far have come to ſee you. 

u. Now thou haſt ſeen me, art thou ſatisfy'd ? 
if a Friend, thou haſt beheld enough ; 

if a Foe, too much. 


t. Look, Emperor, this is no common Dug. 8 
| Meeping. 


e not wept theſe forty Years; but now , 
Mother comes afreſh into my Eyes; 

not help her Softneſs, [weeps! 
Wt. By Heav'n, he weeps, poor good old Man, he 
big round Drops courſe one another down 
Furrows of his Check. Stop em, Ventidius, 

| thall bluſh to Death: They ſet my Shame, 

t caus d 'em, full before me. b 

. 11] do my beſt, | 


u. Sure there's Contagion in the Tears of Friends: 
| have caught it tao, believe me, tis nat 

my oOWVn Griefs, but thine — Nay, Father. 

en, Emperor, 


. Emperor! Why, that's the Stile of Victory, 
conqu' ing Soldier, red with-unfelt Wounds, 
tes his General ſo: but never more 

| that Sound reach my Ears. 

nt. I warrant you. 

In, 4fium, Afiun ! Oh 
m. It fits too near you. 


i, Here, here it lyes; a Lump of Lead by Day. 
in my ſhort, diſtracted, nightly Slumbers, 


The 
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The Hag that rides my Dream | 
Vent. Out with it; give it vent. | 

Ant. Urge not my Shame, 

I loſt a Battel. 7 | 

Vent. So has Fulius done. [ih akt, 

Ant Thou favour'ſt me, and ſpeak'ſt not half thn 

For Fulius fought it out, and loſt it fairly: 

But Antony | 

Vent. Nay. ſtop not. 

Avt. Antony, . | 

CWell, thou wilt have it) like a Coward, fled, 
Fled while his Soldiers fought; fled firſt, Ventidins, 

Thou long'ſt to curſe me, and I give thee leave 

I know thou cam'ſt prepar'd to rail. | 

Vent, TI did. | | es 

Ant. VII help thee=— 1 have been a Man, Pentidiu 

Vent. Yes, and a brave one; but | 

Ant. I know thy Meaning. 5 

ut, I have loſt my Reaſon, have diſgrac'd 

The Name of Soldier, with inglorious Eaſe. 

In the full Vintage of my flowing Honours, 

Sate ill, and ſaw it preſt by other Hands. 

Fortune came ſmiling to my Youth, and woo'd it, 

And purple Greatneſs met my ripen'd Years. 

When firſt ] came to Empire, 1 was born 

On Tides of People, crouding to my Triumphs; 

The Wiſh of Nations, and the willing World 

Receiy'd me as its pledge of future Peace; 

I was ſo great, ſo happy, ſo belov'd, 

Fate could not ruin me; till I took Pains 

And work'd againſt my Fortune, chid ber from me, 

And turn'd her looſe; yet till the came again. 

My careleſs Days, ard my luxurious Nights, 

At length have weary'd ber, and now ſhe's gone, 
+ Gone, gone, divorc'd for ever. Help me, Soldier, 
To curſe this Mad-man, this induſtrious Fool, 
Who labour'd to be wretched: Pr'ythee curſe me. 

Vent. No. my 285 ? a SES TE 
An:. Why? 


El, 


ent. You laugh. . 


thout juſt Cauſe? No, when I found all loft 


will do you to ſce their Sun-burnt Faces, ['em 
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nt. You are too ſenſible already — 
what you've done, too conſcious of your Failings,. 

i like a Scorpion, whipt by others firſt 5 
fury, ſting your ſelf in mad Revenge. 

ould bring Balm, and pour it in your Wounds, 

e your diftemper'd Mind, and heal your Fortunes. 
int. 1 know thou would'ft. 

ent. 1 will. 

int, Ha. ha, ha, ha. 


t. 1 do, to fee officious Love 

e Cordials to the Dead.. 

nt. You would be loſt then? 

br Fan. + 

ent. | ſay, you are not. Try your Fortune. 

nt. 1 have to th utmoſt. Doſt thou think me deſperate. 


yond repair, I hid me from the World, 

d learnt to ſcorn it here; which now I do 
heartily, E think it is not worth. 

e coſt of keeping. 

ent. Caſar thinks not ſo: 


WI! thank you for the Gift he could not take, 1 a 


u would be kill'd,.like Tully, would you? do, 

Id out your Throat to Cæſar, and die tamely. 

nt. No, 1 can kill my ſelf; and fo reſolve. 

Vent, 1 ean die with you too, when time fhall ſerye;. 

t Fortune calls upon us now to live, 

d Fight, to Conquer. 

Ant, Sure thou dream'ſt, Ventidius. "op | 
Vent, No; tis you dream; you ſleep away your Hours 
deſperate Sloth, miſcall'd Phitoſophy. ; 
, up, for Honour's ſake; twelve Legions wait you, 

id long to call you Chief: By painful Journeys, 

ed em, patient, both of Heat and Hunger, 

own from the Parthian Marches, to the Nile. 


beir skarr'd Cheeks, and chopt Hands; there's Virtuein 
dey il ſell thoſe mangled Limbs at dearer Rates 
n yon trim Bands can buy. 


= 


Ant. 
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Ant. Where left you them ? : 
Vent. I ſaid, in lower Syria. 
Ant. Bring em bither; 
There may be Life in theſe, 
Vent. They will not come. 7 LA 
Ant. Why did'ſt thou mock my Hopes with promil 
To double my Deſpair? They're Mutinous. 
Vent. Moſt Firm and Loyal. 
Ant. Yet they will not march 
To ſuccour me; Oh Trifler! 
Vent. They petition | 
You wovld make haſte to head *em. 
Ant. I'm beſieg d. 
Vent. There's but one way ſhut up: How came 1 hiths! 
Ant. I will not ſtir. | ; 
Vent. They would perhaps defire 
A better Reaſon. | 
Ant. I have never us d 
My Soldiers to demand a Reaſon of 
My Actions. Why did they refuſe to March? 
Vent, They ſaid they would not fight for Cleopatra. 
Ant. What was't they ſaid ? | 
Vent, They ſaid, they would not fight for Cleopatra 
Why ſhould they fight indeed, to make her conquer, 
And make you more a Slave? to gain you Kingdom, 
Which, for a Kids, at your next midnight Feaſt, 
'Yowll ſell to her? then ſhe new-names her Jewels, 
And calls this Diamond ſuch or ſuch a Tax, 
Each Pendant in ber Ear ſhall be a Province. 
Ans. Ventidius, I allow your Tongue free Licenſe 
Qu all my other Faulrs; but on your Life, 
No word of Cleopatra: She deſerves 
More Worlds than I can loſe, 
Vent. Behold, you Pow'rs, 2 BS 
To whom you have intraſted Humankind? 
See Europe, Africk, Aſia put in Ballance, * 
And all weigh'd down by one light worthleſs Wont 
I think the Gods are Antonies, and give, | 
Like Prodigals, this neather World away 
To none but waſteful Hands. 


Li: You grow preſumptuous. 


Men are Cowards; thou, an envious Traitor 

o, under ſeeming Honeſty, baſt vented 
Burden of thy rank o'erflowing Gall. 

bat thou wert my Equal; great in Arms 

the firſt Ceſar was, that I might kill thee 

Whout a Stain to Honour! 

Wt. You may kill me; 

have done more already, call'd me Traitor. 

WW. Art thou not one? | 

une. For ſhowing you your ſelf, 

ich none elſe durſt have done; but had I been 

at Name, which I diſdain to ſpeak again, 

ded not have ſought your abject Fortunes, 

me to partake your Fate, to die with you. 

at hindred me to'ye led my conqu'ring Eagles 

fill Ofavins's Bands? I could have been 

raitor then, a glorious happy Traitor, 

| not have been ſo call'd. 

Ant. Forgive me, Soldier: 

been too paſſionate. 

ent. You thought me falſe; 

ought my old Age betray'd you; Kill me, Sir; 


the! 


left your Sword no work. 

int.] did not think fo; - 

id it in my Rage: Pr'ythee forgive me: 

y did't thou tempt my Anger, by Diſcovery 
what I would not hear? 

ent, No Prince but you 

d merit that Sincerity I us'd, 

r durſt another Man have ventur'd it; 


—— — — 


ant. I take the Priviledge of plain Love to ſpeak: 
nt, Plain Love! plain Arrogance, plain Inſolence: 


y kill me; yet you need not, your Unkiadneſi 
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Elſe 
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Elſe you had been Immortal, and a Pattern, 
When Heav'n would work for Oſtentation ſake, 
To Copy out again. 
Ant. But Cleopatra 
Go on; for I can bear it now. 
Vent, No more, | [my 
Ant. Thou dar'ſt not truſt my Paſſion; but th 
Thou only lov'ſt; the reſt have flatter'd me. [Wa 
Vent. Heaven's Bleſſing on your Heart, for that l 
May I believe you Love me? ſpeak again. 
Ant. Indeed I do. Speak this, and this, and thi: 
|  [Amggingk 
Thy Praiſes were unjuſt; but, I'Il deſerve em. 
And yet mend all. Do with me what thou wilt; 
Lead me to Victory, thou know'lt the way. 
Vent. And will you leave thi: 
Ant. Pr'ythee do not curſe her, 
And 1 will leave her; though, Heav'n knows, I love 
Beyond Life, Conqueſt, Empire; all, but Honour: 
But I will leave her. 
Vent. That's my Royal Maſter. 
And, ſhall we fight? | 
Ant. | warrant thee, old Soldier, 
Thou ſhalt bebold me once again in Iron, 
And at the Head of our old Troops, that beat 
The Parthians, cry aloud, Come follow me. | 
Vent. O now | hear my. Emperor! in that word 
OZXavins fell. Gods, let me ſee that Day, 
And, if I have ten Years behind, take all; 
Fl thank; you for th? Exchange. 
Ant. Oh Cleopatra! 
Vent. Again? | | 
Ant, I've done: in that laſt Sigh, ſhe went. 
Ceſar ſhall know what tis to force a Lover. 
From all. he holds moſt dear. 
Vent. Methinks you breath 
Another Soul: Your Looks are more Divine; 
You. ſpeak a Heroe, and you move a God. | 
+ Ant. O, thou haft. fir d me; my Soul's up in Arm$ 
And Mans each Part about me: Once again. 


— 
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noble Eagerneſs of Fight has ſeiz'd me; 

& £:perneſs, with which I darted upward 

lu Camp: In vain the ſteepy Hill 

57d my way; in vain a War of Spears 

round my Head, and planted all my Shield ; 

a the Trenches, while my foremoſt Men 

} on the Plain below. | 

t. Ye Gods, ye Gods, 

ſuch another Hour. 

t. Come on, my Soldier! | 

Hearts and Arms are till the ſame : I long 

more to meet our Foes; that Thou and I, 

Time and Death, marching before our Troops, 

taſte Fate to em; Mow em out a Paſſage, 

entring where the foremoſt Squadrons yield, 5 
the noble Harveſt of the Field. [ Exaunt, 
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ACT H. SCENE L 


Enter Cleopatra, Iras and Alexas. 1 
HAT ſhall I do, or whither ſhall I turn? . 
Ventidius has o ercome, and he will go. 1. 

x, He goes to fight for you. | 1 

o. Then he would ſee me, ere he went to fight: 

r me not: If once be goes, he's loſt; 

il my Hopes deſtroy'd. FM 

x. Does this weak Paſſion 

ne a mighty Queen ? 

. lam no Queen; 

to be a Queen, to be beſieg d 

dn inſulting Roman; and to wait 5 

Hour the Victor's Chain? Theſe [ils are ſmall ; 

Irony is loſt, and I can mourn | 
thing elſe but him. Now come, Octavius, 
no more to loſe ; prepare thy Bands ; 


t to be a Captive : Antony | 


— 


— — 
— ——_ 
— — — 


—— 


_ —— —— 


— 
RD 


— 


Think you he would not figh? thouzh he muſt lea. 


If thou bring'ſt Comfort, haſte, and Sire it me; 
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Has taught my Mind the Fortune of a Slave 
Iras. Call Reaſon to aſſiſt you. | 
Cleo. T have none, 
And none would have: My Love's a noble Madneſs, le ; 
Which ſhows the Cauſe deferv'd ic, Moderate St ev 
Fits vulgar Love; and for 2 vulgar Bin: 
But I have lov'd with ſuch tranſcendent faffing 
I ſoar, at firſt, quite out of Raon: vie , 
And now am loſt above it Mo, Vim proud 
"Tis thus: Would Antony could ſer me now 3 


Sure he would figh ; for he is noble-narur'd,, 
And bears a tender Heart: I know him well, 
Ah, no, I know him not; I knew him once, 
But now tis paſt, 
. Iras. Let it be paſt with you: 
Forget him, Madam. ol 
Cleo. Never, never, Iras. 
He once was mine; and once, though now *cis gow 
Leaves a faint Image of Poſſeſſion AN. © * 
Alex. Think bim Uaconſtant, Cruel, and Ungrateſi, 
Cleo. I cannot: If I could, thoſe Thoughts weite ſu 
Faithleſs, Ungrateful, Cruel, though he be, ö 
1 flill muſt love bim. 
Enter Char mion. 
Now, what News my Charmion ? 
Will he be kind ? and, will he not FR TE me ? 
Am I to live or die? nay, do I live? 
Or, am I dead? for, when he gave his Anſwer, 
Fate took the Word, and then | liv'd or dy'd. 
Char. I found him, Madam co 
Cleo. Along Speech preparing ? 


For never was more necd. 
Iras, I know he loves you. | 
Cleo. Had he been kind, her Eyes had told me ſo, iP" 

Before her Tongue could ſpeak i it: Now ſhe ſtudic⸗ 

To ſoften what he ſaid : but give me Death, 

Juſt as he fent it, Charmion, undiſguis d, 

And in the Words he ſpoke. 
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b. 1 found him then 
Impaſe d round, I think, with Iron Statues, 
ute, ſo motionleſs bis Soldiers ſtood 
le awfully he caſt his Eyes about, 
ev'ry Leader's Hopes and Fears ſurvey d: 
ought he look d feſolv d, and yet not pleas d. 
n he beheld me ſtrugling in the Croud, | 
luſh'd, and bade, make way, 
ex, There's Comfort yet. 
ar. Ventidins fixt his Eyes upon my Paſlage, 
rely, as he meant to frown me back, 
ſullenly gave place: Itold my Meſſage, 
25 you gave it, broken and diforder'd ; 4 
mbred in it all your Sighs and Tears, 
while | mov'd your pitiful Kequeſt, 
you but only beg'd a laſt Farewel, 
erch'd an inward Groan, and ev'ry tine 
d you, ſigh'd as if his Heart were breaking, 
unn'd my Eyes, and guiltily look'd down ; 
em'd not now that awful Ant 
ſhook an arm'd Aſſembly with his Nod, my 
aking ſhow as he would rub his Eyes, 
is d and blotted out a falling Tear. | 
v. Did he then weep? and was I worth a Tear? 
hat thou haſt to ſay be not as pleaſing, 
me no more, but 2 me die contented. 
ar. He bid me ſay, He knew bimſelf fo well, 
ould deny you nothing, if be ſaw you; 
therefore oe: | | 
o. Thou would'ſt ſay, he would not ſee me7 
Jar. And therefore beg'd you not to uſe a Power, 
b he could ill reſiſt; yet be ſhould ever 
ct you as he ought, 
0. Is that a Word 
lntony to uſe to 9. 1 
hat faint Word, Reſpect! how I diſdain it! 
un uy ſelf, for loving after it! | 
Poald have kept that word for cold Ofavig. 
is for a Wife: Am I that thing, 
Gul infipid Lump, without Deſires, 


[OW 


Me! 


500 
teſil 
e wu 


And 
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And without Pow'r to give em? 

Alex, You misjudge ; | 
You ſee through Love, and that deludes your Sight: 
As, what is ſtrai:, ſeems crooked through the Water; 
But I, bo bear my Reaſon undiſturb'd, at 
Enn ſee this Antony, this dreaded Man, mY 
A fearful Slave, who fain would run away, 
And ſhuns his Maſter's Eyes : If you purſue him, 
My Life on't, he ſtill drags a Chain along, 
That needs muſt clog bis Flight. Wd r 

Cleo. Could I believe thee! | 

Alex. By ey'ry Circumftance I know he lover. 
True, be's hard preſt, by Int'reſt and by Honour; de 1 
Yet he but doubts, and parlies, and caſts our 
Many a long Look for Sdecour. 

Cleo. He {ends word 
He fears to ſee my Face. 

Alex. And would you more? ; 
He ſhows his Weakneſs who declines the Combat ; 
And you muſt urge your Fortune. Could he ſpeak cr 
More plainly? To my Ears, the Meſſage ſounds 


Come to my Reſcue, Cleopatra, come; d 
Come, free me from Ventidins ; from my Tyrant: Il t 
See me, and give me a Pretence to leave him. fi 
I hear his Trumpets. This way be muſt paſs. iv 
Pleaſe you, retire a while; Ill work him firſt, 2 


That he may bend more eaſie. 
Cleo. You ſhall rule me; | 
But all, I fear, in vain. [Exit with Char, al 
Alex. I fear ſo too; i | 
Thoagh I conceal'd my Thongs to make ber bold: 
But, tis our utmoſt Means, and Fate befriend ria 

7. i 

Enter Lictors with Faſces ; one bearing the Eagle: Thi 

_ Antony aud Ventidius, follow'd by other Com 

** | 

Ant. Odtavius is the Minion of blind Chance, 
But holds from Virtue nothing. 

Vent. Has he Courage? | 

Ant. But juſt enough to ſeaſon bim from Coward 
Q, tis the coldeſt Youth upon a Charge, 
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moſt deliberate Fighter! if he ventures — 

in Uhria once they ſay he did | 

dorm a Town) 'tis when he cannot chuſe, 

all the World have fixt their Eyes upon him ; 

then he lives on that for ſeyen Years after. 

at a cloſe Revenge he never fails. 

u. 1 heard, you challeng'd him. 

wt, 1 did, Ventidius. OS | 

:think'f thou was his Anſwer ? Twas ſo tame, 

vid he had more ways than one to die; 

not. | 

u. Poor! 

t. He has more ways than one; 

e would chuſe em all before that one. 

n. He firſt would chuſe an Ague, or a Fever. 

;, No: It muſt be an Ague, nota Fever. 

23 not warmth enough to die by that. 

n. Or old Age, and a Bed. | 

. Ay, there's his Choice. 

ould live, like a Lamp, to the laſt wink, 

craw] upon the utmoſt verge of Life: 

rules ! Why ſhould a Man like this, | 

) dares not truſt his Fate for one great Action, 

Il the Care of Heavin? Why ſhould he Lord it 

fourſcore thouſand Men, of whom each one 

aver than himſelf ? | . 

n. You conquer'd for bim: 

i knows it; there you ſhar'd with him 

Empire, which your S»ord made all your own. 

t. Fool that I was, upon my Eagle's Wings 

re this Wren, till I was tir'd with ſoaring, 

now he mounts above me. 

d Heay'ns, is this, is this the Man who braves me? 

o bids my Age make way? Drives mebetore him, 

be World's Ridge, and ſweeps me off like Rubbiſh ? 

n. vir, we loſe time,; the Troops are mounted all, 

t. Then give the word to March: 

De to leave this Priſon of a Town, 

vin thy Legions; and, in open Field, 

more to ſhow my Face. Lead, my Deliyerer. 
Enter 


\ » Wi 


ard; 
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Enter Alexas. 5 

Alex. Great Emperor, A 
In mighty Arms renown'd above Mankind, a 
But, in ſoft Pity to th' oppreſt, a God: 

This Meſſage ſends the mournful Cleopatra 
To her departing Lord. 

Ven Smooth Sycophant ! 

Alex. A thouſand Wiſhes, and ten thouſand Prayer, 
Millions of Bleſſiags wait you to the Wars, 
Millions of Sighs and Tears ſhe ſends you too, 

And would have ſent 
As many dear Embraces to your Arms, 
As many parting Kiſſes to your Lips; 
But thoſe, ſhe fears, have weary'd you already. 

Ven. [ Aſide.}, Falſe Crocodile 

Alex. And yetſhe begs not now, you would not leneh 
That were a Wiſh too mighty for her Hopes, {ln 
Too preſuming for her Low Fortune, and your ci 
That were a Wiſh for her more proſp'rous Days, 
Her blooming Beauty, and your growing Kindnels, 

Ant. [Afide.] Well, 1 muſt Man it out; What m 

the Queen ? 

Alex. Firſt, to theſe noble Warriors, who attend 

Your daring Courage in the Chaſe of Fame, 


(Too daring and too dang'rous for her Quiet) 6 
-She humbly recommends all ſhe holds dear, ed 
All her own Cares and Fears, the Care of you. 2 


Ven. Yes, witnels Adlium. a 
Ant. Let bim ſpeak, Ventiuius. | 
Alex. You, when bis matchleſs Valour bears him f 
With Ardor too Heroick, on bis Foes - [wu 
Fall down, as ſhe would do, before his Foot; 
Lye in his way, and flop the Paths of Death ; 
Tell him, this God is not invulnerable, 
That abſent Cleapatra bleeds in him; 
And, that you may remember her Petition, 
She begs you wear theſe Trifles, as a Pawn, 
Which, at your wiſht Return, ſhe will redeem 
{Gives Fewels o the Commt 
Wich all the Wealth of Zgypr ; 


en, 


im | 
bar 


The WorLD well Losr. 215 


to the great Ventidius ſhe preſents, 

om ſhe can never count her Enemy, 

zuſe he loves ber Lord. : 

n. Tell her I'll none on't; 

rot aſham'd of honeſt Poverty: | 

il the Diamonds of the Eaft can bribe 

diu from bis Faith. I hope to fee 

ſe, and the reſt of all ber ſparkling Store, 

ere they ſhall more deſervinꝑly be plac d. 

{1t. And who muſt wear em then? 

21, The wrong d Otlavia. ' 

nt. You might have ſpar d that Word. 

en. And he that Bribe. 

"t. But have I no remembrance ? 

lex. Yes, a dear one: 

r Slave, the Queen 

Int. My Miſtreſs, 

tx, Then your Miſtrrſs, 

r Miſtreſs would, ſhe ſays, have ſent her Soul, 

that you had lang fince.; ſhe humbly begs 

is Ruby Bracelet, ſet with bleeding Hearts, 

he Emblems of her own) may bind your Arm, 
[Preſenting a Bracelet. 

en, Now, my beſt Lord, in Honour's Name, I ask you, 

Manhood's ſake, and for your own dear Safety, | 

uch not theſe poiſon'd Gifts, | 

ected by the Sender, touch em not, 

riads of blueſt Plagues lie underneath em, 


more than Aconite has dipt the Silk. 


nt. Nay, now you grow too Cynical, Ventidins, 
Lady's Favours may be worn with Honour, 

at, to refuſe ber Bracelet! On my Soul, 

en | lye penſive in my Tent alone, | 

vill paſs the wakeful Hours of Winter Nights, 
tell choſe pretty Beads upon my Arm, 

count for every one a ſoft Embrace, 

melting Kiſs at ſuch and ſuch a time; 

d now and then the Fury of her Love, 
ae. And what Harm's in this? 
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Alex. None, none, my Lord, 

But what's to her, that now tis paſt. for ever. 

Ant. [Going to tie it.] We Soldiers are fo aukwary., 

help me to tie it. 115 

Alex. In faith, my Lord, we Courtiers too are 
In theſe Affairs: So are all Men, indeed; 

Ev'n I, who am not one. But ſhall I ſpeak ? 

Ant. Yes, freely. 

Alex. Then, m Lord, fair lads alone 
Are fir to tie it; * * who ſent it, can. 

Ven. Hell, Death; this Eunuch Pander ruins you. 
You will not ſee her? 

[Alexis whiſpers an Attendant, who gu 

Ant. But to take my Leave. 

Ven. Then I have waſh'd an Ethiope: Ware undone; 
Yare in the Toils; y'are taken; y are deſtroy 
Her Eyes do Ceaſar's work. 

Ant. You fear too ſoon; 

I'm conſtant to my ſelf : I know my Strength; 
And yet ſhe ſhall not think me barbarous neither; 
Born in the Depths of ric: Pm a Roman, 
Bred to the Rules of ſoft Humanity. 

A Gueſt, and kindly us'd, ſhould bid Farewel. 

Ven. You do not know 
How weak you are to her, how much an Infant ; 
You are not proof againſt a Smile, or Glance ; 

A Sigh will quite diſarm you. 

Ant. See, ſhe comes 
Now you ſhall find your Error. Gods, I thank 1 
I form d the Danger greater than it was, 

And now tis near, tis leſſen d. 
Fen. Mark the end yet. 
nter Cleopatra, Charmion and Iras. 
Ant. Well, Madam, we are met. 
Cleo, Is this a Meeting ? 
Then, we muſt p rt ? 
Ant. We mu 
Cleo. Who ſays we muſt ? 
Ant. Our own hard Fates. 
Cleo, We make thoſe Fates our ſelves, 


U. 


our mutual Ruin. 
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11+ Ves, we have made em; we have lov'd 2 fog 
| ther 
bo. The Gods have ſeen my Joys with envious Eyes; 
'veno Friends in Heav'n; and all the World | 
were the Bus neſs of Mankind to part us) 
rm d againſt my Love: Ey'n you your ſelf 
a with the reſt; you, you are arm'd againſt me. 
ut. 1 will be juſtify'd in all I do 
late Poſterity, and therefore hear me, 
mix a Lie | 
h any Truth, reproach me freely with it; 
| favour me with Silence. | 
leo. You command me, 
| I am dumb. 
en. I like this well: He ſhows Authority, 
int. That I derive my Ruin | 
m you alone — 
leo. O Heay'ns! I ruin you! | 
int. You promis d me your Silence, and you break it 
have ſcarce begun. | 
#, Well, I obey you. 
ln. When I beheld you firſt, it was in Ægyft, 
Ceſar ſaw your Eyes; you gave me Love, 
were too young to know it; that I ſettled 
Ir Father in his Throne, was for your ſake. 
t th Acknowledgment for time to ripen. 
r ſtept in, and with a greedy Hand 5 
kd the green Fruit, e er the firſt Bluſh of red, 
cleaving to the Bough. He was my Lord, 
was, beſide, too great for me to rival, 
I deſery'd you firſt, tho? he enjoy d you. 
o, after, I beheld you in Cilicia, S 
Enemy to Rome, I pardon'd you. | 
e, I clear d my ſelf: 
t, Again 33 break your Promiſe. 
d you till, and took your weak Excuſes, 
you into my Boſom, ſtain'd by Ceſar, 
not half mine: I went to Zgypt with you, 
hid me from the Bus neſs of the World, 
out enquiring Nations from my ſight, 
$i Ay K To 
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To give whole Years to you. 
Ven. Yes, to your Shame be't ſpoken. 
Ant. How I loy'd | 5 
Witneſs ye Days and Nights, and all ye Hours, 
That danc'd away with Down upon your Feet, 
As all your Bus neſs were to count my Paſſion. 
One Day paſt by, and nothing ſaw but Love; 
Another came, and ſtill'twas only Love: 
The Suns were weary'd out without looking on. 
And I untir'd with * | 
I ſaw you ey'ry Day, and all the Day; 
And ev'ry Day was ſtil} but as the firſt: 
So eager was I ſtill to ſee you more. 

Ven. Tis all too true. 

Ant. Fulvia, my Wife, grew jealous, 
As ſhe indeed had reaſon; rais'd a War 
In 7aly, to call me back. 

Ven. But yet 


You went not. | 3 
Ant. While within your Arms I lay, 


The World fell mouldring from my Hands each Holt 
And left me ſcarce a Graſp (I thank your Love fort, 
Ven. Well puſh'd: That laſt was home. 
Cleo, Yet may I ſpeak? | | 
Ant. If 1 have urg'd a Falſhood, yes; elſe, not. 
"Your Silence fays I have not. Fulvia dy'd; 
(Pardon, you Gods, wich my Unkindneſs dy d.) 
To ſet the World at Peace, I took Octavia, 
This Ceſar's Siſter; in her Pride of Youth 
And Flow'r of Beauty did 1 wed that Lady, 
Whom bluſhing I muſt praiſe, becauſe 1 left her, 
You calld; my Love obey'd the fatal Summons: 
This rais d the Ronan Arms; the Caufe was yours, 
1 would have fought by L and, where I was ſtronger; 
You hinder'd it: Yet, when 1 foupht at Sea, | 
Forſook me fighting; and (oh Rain to Honour! 
Ch laſting Shame!) I knew not that I fled; 
But fled to follow yu. OD 
Ven. What haſte the made to hoiſt her purple Sai! 
And, to appear magnificent it. Fight, | 


- 


4 


* 
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Draw half our Strength away. 

Ant. All this you caus d. T5 

ad, would you — more Ruins on me? 

his honeſt Man, my beſt, my only Friend, 

25 pather'd up the Shipwrack of my Fortunes; 

welye Legions I have left, my laſt Recruits, | 

nd you have watch'd the News, and bring — Eyes 

o ſeize them too. If you have ought to aniwer, 

ow ſpeak, you have free Leave. | | 

Alex. ¶ Aſide.] She ſtands confaunded: 

ſpair is in her Eyes. Hd | 30 N 
n. Now lay a Sigh i' th' way, to ſtop his Paſſage: 

epare a Tear, and bid it for his Legions; 069 

is like they Ge” op . | A 70 

Cleo. How tha rad MY Cauie, Waen you m — 

ready have e — ? Shall I brin 1 

ge Loye you bore me for my Advocate 

hat now is turn'd againſt me, that deſtroys me; 

t, Love once paſt, is, at the beſt, forgotten; 

t oftner ſours to Hate: twill pleaſe my Lord 

ruin me, and therefore IA be guilty. - _ J 

t, could I once have thought it would havepleas'd you, 

a you would pry, with narrow ſearching Eyes —_—— 

o my Faults, ſevere to my Deſtruction, | = 

d watching all Advantages with Care, | 

at ſerve to make me wretched? Speak, my Lord, 
Lend here. Though I deſerve this Ulage, | 
it like you to give it? 8 "va 

int, O you wrong me, ad | 

think I ſought this Parting, or defir'd 

accuſe you more than what will clear my ſelf, 

I juſtifie this Breach. 

leb. Thus low I thank you. 

, fiuce my Innocence will not offend, 

all not bluſh to own it. 

en, After this 

alk ſhe'll bluſh at nothing. 

leo. You ſeem griev d, | | 

Sul therein you are kind) that Ceſar firſt 

y'd my Love, though you deſery'd.it better: 

K 2 ; L 


Jodl, 
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1 grieve for that, my Lord, much more than you; 
For, had I firſt been yours, it would have ſavd 
My ſecond Choice: I never had been his, 
And ne er had been but yours. But Ceſar firſt, 
You ſay, poſſeſs d my Love. Not ſo, my Lord: 
He firſt poſſeſs'd my Perſon; you my Love: 
Ceſar lov'd me; but I loy'd Antony. 
If I endur'd him after, *twas becauſe 
1 judg'd it due to the firſt Name of Men; 
And, half conſtrain'd, I gave, as to a Tyrant, 
What he would take by force. | 
Ven. O Syren!. Syren! - | 
Yet grant that all the Loye ſhe boaſts were true, 
Has ſhe not ruin'd you? I till urge that, 
The fatal Conſequence. 
Cleo. The Conſequence indeed, 
For I dare challenge him, my greateſt Foe, 
To ſay it was deſign d: Tis true, 1 loy'd you, 
And kept you far from an uneaſie Wife, 
(Such Fulvia was.) or 
Yes, but he'll ſay, you left Octavia for me. 
And, can you blame me to receive that Love, 
Which quitted fuck Deſert, for worthleſs me? 
Nov often have I wiſh'd ſome other C2/ar, 
Great as the firſt, and as the ſecond Young, 
Would court my Love, to be refus'd for you! 
Vent, Words, words; but Adium, Sir, remember 4h 
Cleo. Ev'n there, I dare his Malice. True, I cout 
To fight at Sea; but, I betray'd you not. | 
IT fled; but not to th Enemy. Twas Fear; 
Would T had been a Man, not to have fear d, 
For none would then have envy d me your Friendſti 
Who envy me your Love. | 
Ant, We're both unhappy : | 
If nothing elle, yet our 1 Fortune parts us. 
Speak; Would you have me periſh, by my Stay? 
Cleo. If as a Friend you ask my Judgment, Go; 
If as a Lover, Stay. If you muſt periſh ; 
Tis a hard Word; but ſtay. 


15,0 Wi 
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rent. See now th Effects of her ſo boaſted Love 
The ſtrives to drag you down to Ruin with her: 
zut, could ſhe ſcape without you, oh how ſoon. 
1ou'd ſhe let go her hold, and hafte to Shore, 

nd never look behind! ä | 1 
Cleo. Then judge my Love by this. * 

| Giving Antony 4 Mriting. 

ould I have born | # | 2 
Life or Death, a Happineſs or Woe | 
rom yours divided, this had givin me means. 
Aut. By Hercules, the Writing of Oi#avius ! 
know it well: tis that proſcribing Hand, 
Young as it was, that led the way to mine, 
and left me but the ſecond Place in Murder 
Pee, ſee, Ventidius! here he offers Ægypt, | 
nd joins all Syria to it, as a Preſent, 
Wo, in requital, ſhe forſake my Fortunes, 
And join her Arms with his. 
Cleo, And yet you leaye me! 
You leave me, Antony; and, yet I love you, 
ndeed I do: I have refus'd a Kingdom, 
That's a Trifle: 
or I could part with Life; with any thing, 
ut only you. O let me die but with you! 
s that a hard Requeſt? | e | 
Ant. Next living with you, | 
is all that Heav'n can give. Res 
Alex. He melts; we conquer. Ee. 
Cleo. No: Tou ſhall go 35 Int'reſt calls you hence; 
Les; your dear Int'reſt pulls too ſtrong, for theſe | 

eak Arms to hold you here © [Takes his Hand. 
o; leaye me, Soldier; 3 
For you're no more a Lover: ) leave me dying: 
Puſh me all pale and panting from your Boſom, 
ind, when your March begins, let one run after 
breathleſs almoſt for Joy; and cry, the's dead: 
Ehe Soldiers fhout; you then perhaps may ſigh, 
\nd muſter all your Roman Gravity; 
eidius chides; and ſtrait your Brow clears up, 


At 
C0 qi! 


t5 I had never been. | 
k 2 | —_— 
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Ant. Gods, *tis too much; too much for Man toheyi 
Cleo. What is't for me then, | 
A weak forſaken Woman? and a Lover 
Here let me breathe my laſt; Envy me not 
This Minute in your Arms: I'll die apace: 
As faſt as Cer I can; and end your Trouble, 
Ant. Die! Rather let me periſh: Looſen'd Nature 
Leap from its Hinges, fink the Props of Heay'n, 
And fall the Skies to cruſh the neather World. 
My Eyes, my Soul; my al \ Embrace; ty 
Vent. And what's this Toy | | 
In Ballance with your Fortune, Honour, Fame? 
Ant. What is't, Ventidins? it out-weighs 'em all; 
Why, we have more than conquer'd Caſar now ; 
My Queen's not only Innocent, but Loves me. 
This, this is ſhe who drags me down to Ruin! 
Bur, could ſhe ſcape without me, with what haſte 
Would ſhe let flip her hold, and make to ſhore, 
And never look behind! | LE 
Down on thy Knees, Blaſphemer as thou art, 
And ask Forgiveneſs of wrong'd Innocence. 
Vent. T'll rather die, than take it. Will you go? 
Ant. Go! Whither? Go from all that's Excellent! 
Faith, Honour, Virtue, all good Things forbid, 
That I ſhould go from her, who ſets my Love 
Above the Price of Kingdoms. Give, you Gods, 
Give to your Boy, your Cæſar, 
This Rattle of à Globe to play withil, 
This Gu-gau World, and put him cheaply off: 
I'll not be pleas'd with leſs than Cleopatra. 
Cleo. She's wholly yours. My Heart's ſo full of Joy, 
That I ſhall do ſome wild Extravagance 
Of Love, in publick ; and the fooliſh World, 
Which knows not Tenderneſs, will think me Mad. 
Vent. O Women!) Women! Women! all the Gods 
Have not ſuch Pow'r of doing good to Man, 
As you of doing harm. + 
Ant. Our Men are arm'd. 8 
Unbar the Gate that looks to Cæſars Camp; 
I.would revenge the Treachery he meant me: 


Ei 


And 


Ut! 
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long Security makes Conqueſt eaſie. 
| eager to retura before I go; 
all the Pleaſures, 1 have known, beat thick 
my Remembrance: How TI long for Night! 
it both the Sweets of mutual Love may try, 
| Triumph o nee o'er Ceſar e er we die. 
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CENE I. 


me Door, enter Cleopatra, Charmion, Iras, aud Alexas, 
Pain of Egyptians: At the other, Antony and Ro- 
ans. The Entrance on both Sides is prepar d by Muſick 
e Trumpets firſt founding on Antony's Part: Then an- 
erd by Timbrels, $$c. on Cleopatra's. Charmion and 
ras hold a Laurel Wreath betwixt them. A Dance of 
Woyptians, After the Ceremony, Cleopatra Crowns 
ntony. 


] Thought how thoſe white Arms would fold me in, 
And ftrain me cloſe, and melt me into Love; 
pleas d with that ſweet Image, I ſprung for warde, 
| 26ded all my Strength to every Blow. »r _ 
lo. Come to me, come, my Soldier, to my Arms, 
ve been too long away from my Embraces; 
, when I have you faſt, and all my own, 
h broken Murmurs, and with amorous Sighs, 
lay, you were unkind, and puniſh you, 
| mark you red with many an eager Kiſs. 
. My brighter Venus! 
deo. O my greater Mars! 
lat. Thou join'ſt us well, my Love! 
poſe me come from the Phlegrean Plains, 
ere gaſping Giants lay, cleft by my Sword: 
| Mountain Tops par'd off each other blow, 
Pury thoſe I flew :; Receive me, Goddelſ: ; 

Ceſar ſpead his ſubtile Nets, like Vulcan, 
Embraces I would be beheld 
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By Heav'n and Earth at once; 
And make their, Envy what they meant their Sport, 
Let thoſe who took us bluſh; I would love on 
With awful State, regardleſs of their Frowns, 
As their ſuperior Gol. 8 
There's no Satiety of Love, in thee; 
Enjo yd, thou ſtill art new ; perpetual Spring 
Is in thy Arms; the ripen'd Fruit but falls, 
And Bloſſoms riſe to fill its empty Place; 
And I gro rich by giving. SES 
Enter Ventidius, and flands apart. 
Alex. O, now the Danger's paſt, your General ca 
He joins not in your Joys, nor minds your Triunyk 
But, with contracted Brows, looks frowning on, 
As Envying your Succeſs. | 
Ant. Now, on my Soul, he loves me; truly lorat 
He never flatter'd me in any Vice, 
But awes me with his Virtne: Ev'n this Minute 
Methinks he has a Right of chiding me. 
Lead to the Temple: 15 avoid his Preſence; 
It checks too ſtrong upon me. I Exeunt ii: 
[4s Antony is going, Ventidius pulls him by ih 
Vent. Emperor, | 
Ant. Tis the old Argument; I pr'ythee ſpare me. 
| [ Looking l 


Vent. But this one hearing, Emperor. 

Ant Let go Ven 
My Robe; or, by my Father Hercules 

Vent. By Hercules's Father, that's yet greater, 
I bring you ſomewhat you would wiſh to know. 

Ant. Thou ſee'ft we are obſery'd ; attend me bet 
And Tl] return. | L 

Vent. I'm waining in his Favour, yet I love him; 
J love this Man, who runs to meet his Ruin; 
And, ſure the Gods, like me, are fond of him: 
His Virtues lie ſo mingled with his Crimes, 
As would confound their Choice to puniſh one, 
And not reward the other. © 

| Enter Antony. 

Ant. We can conquer, | om 


eh 


Ne, 
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him; 
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Wy ſee, without your Aid, 


have diſlodg'd their Troops, . 

hey look on us af diſtance, and, like Curs 

pp'd from the Lions paws, they bay far off, 

4 lick their Wounds, and faintly threaten War. 

e thouſand Romans with their Faces upward 

e breathleſs on the Plain. 

vent. Tis well: And he | 
ho loſt em, could have ſpar'd ten thouſand more. 
if, by this Advantage, you could gain 

eaſier Peace, vhile Ceſar doubts the Chance 

Arms! | 

O think not on't, Ventidius; 

c Boy purſues my Ruin, he'll no Peace: 

Malice is conſiderate in Advantage; 

he's the cooleſt Murderer, ſo ſtanch, 

kills, and keeps his Temper. | 

Vent. Have you no Friend 

all his Army, who has Power to move him? 
ends, or Agrippa might do much 

lat. They re both too deep in Ceſar's "99 Pa Th 


ent, Fain | would find ſome other. 


e four or five ſuch Victories as this 
| ave thy farther Pains. 
Vent. Expect no more; Ceſar is on his g 4. 
now, Sir, you have conquer d againſt odd; + 
ſtil you draw Supplies from one poor Town, 
Ip Zgyptians; He has all the World, | 
, at his Beck, Nations.come pouring in, 
fi the Gaps you make, Pray think again. 


Foreign Aids? to hunt my Memory, | 
d range all o'er a waſte and barren Place : 
t I had one, the braveſt Youth of Rome, 

om Cæſar loves beyond the Love of Women; 

could reſolve his Mind, as Fire does Wax, 


dm that hard rugged * melt him down. 
K 5 


work it out by dint of Sword, or periſh. ,,, 


find a Friend ? The Wretched have no rien. 


nt. Thank thy Lore. „ 


Ant. Why doſt thou drive me from my &lf, to ſearch | 


* 
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And mould him in what ſofter Form he pleas d. 
Vent. Him would I ſee; that Man of all the World; 
Juſt ſuch a one we want. | 
Ant He lov'd me too, 
I was his Sou]; he liv'd not but in me: 
We were ſo clos'd within each others Breaſts, 
The Rivers were not found that join'd us firſt, 
That does not reach us yet: We were fo mixt, 
As meeting Streams, both to our ſelves were loſt; 
We were one maſs; we could not give or take, 
But from the fame; for he was I, I he. 
Vent. He moves as I would wiſh him. [dl 
Ant. After this, 
I need not tell his Name: *T'was Dolatella. 
yent. He's now in Cefar's Camp. 
Ant. No matter where, 
Since he's no longer mine. He took unkindly 
That I forbade him Cleopatra's Sight; 
Becauſe I fear'd helov'd her: He confeft 
He had a Warmth, which, for my fake, he ſtifled; 
For *twere impeſlible that two, fo one, 

Should not havelov'd the fame. When he departed, 
He took ro leave; and that confirm''d my Thoughts, 
Vent. It argues that he loy'd you more than her, 

Elſe he had ſtaid; but he pereeiv'd you jealous, 
And would not grieve his Friend: 1 know he loves o 
Ant. I ſhould have feen him then Cer now. 
Vent. Perhaps £ n 
He has thus long been ljab'ring for your Peace. 
Ant. Would he were here. 
vent. Would you believe he loy'd y u? 
I read your Anſwer in your Eyes; you would. 
Not o conceal it longer, he has ſent 
A Meſſenger frem Cæſars Camp, with Letters. 
Aut. Let him appear. 
vent. TY bring him inftantly. 5 
Exit Ventidius, and re- enters immeliately with Dold 
Ant. Tis he himſelt, himfelf, by hoh Friendſhip! 
Re ns to embrace 
Art tou return d at laſt, my better half? þ 
f 5 [yl 
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ome, give me all my ſelf. | 
Net me not live, N 11 8 
the young Bridegroom, longing for his Night, 
vas ever half ſa fond. N nu” 
Dola. 1 muſt be ſilent; for my Soul is buſie 
bout a nobler Work: She's new come home, 
like a long abſent Man, and wanders o'er 
ach Room, a Stranger to her own, to 
all be afe. - 1 
Ant. Thou haſt what's left of me. 
or I am now ſo ſunk from what I was, 
hou find'ſt me at my loweſt Water- mark; 
he Rivers that ran in, and rais d my Fortunes, 
re all dry'd up, or take another courſe: | 
What I have left is from my native Spring; 
ye ſtill a Heart that ſwells, in Scorn of Fate, 
nd lifts me to my Banks. | 
Dola. Still you are Lord of all the World to me. 
Ant. Why, then I yet am ſo; for-thou art all. 
f I had any. Joy when thou wert Abſenc, 14 
grudg d it to my ſelt; methought I robb'd © | 474 
Thee of thy Part, But, Oh my Dolabella! . $9 
hou haſt beheld me other than I am. 14 
aſt thou not ſeen my Morning Chambers fill d i 
ith Scepter'd Slaves, who waited to ſalute me. Bib 
ith Eaſtern Monarchs, who forgot the Sun, | 7 
Lo worſhip my Upriſing? Menial Kings 1 
Lan courting up and down my Palace- yard, 
tood ſilent in my Preſence, watch d my Eyes, 
nd, at my leaſt Command, all ſtarted out 
Like Racers to the Goal. | 
Dela. Slaves to your Fortune. | ' 
Aut. Fortune is Cæſars now; and what am 1? | j 
Vent. What you have: made your ſelf: 1 will not flatter. | 
As. Is this friendly done? | 
Dola, Yes, when his End is ſo, I muſt join withhim; 
indeed I muſt, and yet you muſt not chide: bl 
hy am J elſe your Friend?” — 
Ant. Take heed, young Man, - | 
Low thou upbraid'ſt my Love: The Queen has n. ; 
n 


« 
5 


p! 
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And thou too haſt a Soul. Canſt'thou remember 
When, ſwell'd with hatred, thou beheld'ſt her firſt - 
As acceſſary to thy Brother's Death? 
Vola. Spare my Remembrance; 'twas a guilty Dy, 

And till the Bluſh hangs here. ee 

Ant. To clear her ſelf, | 

For (ending him no Aid, ſhe came from Egypt, 

Her Gally down the Silver Cydnos row'd, 

The tackling Silk, the Streamers wav'd with Gold, 

The Gentle Winds were lodg'd'in purple Sails: 
Her N; mphs, like Nereids, round her Couch were hel 

Where ſhe, another Sea-born Venus, lay. 

Dola. No more: I would not hear it. 
Ant, O, you muſt! | 

She lay, and leant her Cheek upon her Hand, 

And caſt a Look ſo languiſhingly ſweet, 

As if, ſecure of all Beholders Hearts, 

Neglecting ſhe could take em: Boys, like Cupidi. 

Stood fanning, with their painted Wings, the Winds 

That plaid about her Face: But if ſhe ſmil'd, | 

A darting Glory 'ſeem'd to blaze abroad: 

That Mens deſiring Eyes were never weary'd; 

But hung upon the Object: To ſoft Flutes | 

The Silyer Oars kept time; and while they plaid, 

The Hearing gave new Pleaſure to the Sight; 

And both to Thought. *Twas Heav'n, or ſomewhat mot 

For ſhe ſo char m'd all Hearts, that gazing Crowds 

Stcod panting: on the Shore, and wanted Breath 

To give their Welcome Voice. FLO 187 41 

Then, Dolabella, where was then thy Soul? 

Was not thy Fury quite diſarm'd with Wonder? 
'Didſt thou not ſhrink behind me from thoſe Eyes, 
And whiſper in my Ear, Oh tell her not 
That 1 accus'd her of my Brether's Death? 
Dola. And ſhould my Weakneſs be a Plea for your? 
Mine was an Age when Love might be excus d, 

When kindly Warmth, and when my ſpringing Youtl 
Made it a Debt to Nature. Yours —— # 


Vent. Speak boldly. ig 5 5 
Yours, he would ſay, in your declining Age, 
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en no more Heat was left but what you-forc'd, 
en all the Sap was needful for the Thank; | 
ten it went down, then you conſtrain d the Courle, 
q robb'd from Nature, to ſupply Deſire; 
you (J would not uſe ſo harſh 3 Word) 
s but plain Dotage. 

. Ha! 
Dol. Twas urg d too homei 
yet the Loſs was private that I mades 
vas but my ſelf J loſt: I loſt no Legions; 
ad no World to loſe, no People's Love. 

int. This from a Friend? 
Dola. Ves, Antony, a true one 
riend ſo tender, that each word 1 ſpeak 
bs my own Heart, before it reach your Ear. 

me not leſs kind becauſe 1 chide: 
Ceſar I excuſe = 
. O ye Gods! © : 
e I then liv'd to be excus'd to Ceſæ: 
Dola, As to your Equal. 
ur. Well, he's but my Equal: 
ile J wear this, he never ſhall bet more. 
ola. I bring Conditions from him. 

Iut. Are they Noble? 
hinks thou ſhouldſt not bring em elle; yet he 
ul of deep Diſſembling ; knows no Honour 
ided from his Int'reſt. Fate miſtook him; 
Nature meant him for an Uſurer, 
fit indeed to buy, not conquer Kingdoms, 
ent. Then, granting this, 


ael; 


an 


honourable Terms? 
(it. It was my Dolabella, or ſome God. 
oa, Nor Iz nor yet Mer anus, nor dgritpa: 
y were your Enemies; and I a Friend 
weak alone; yet *twas 4 Romans Deed. 
'T was like a Renan done: Show me that Man 
d has preſerv d my Life, my Love, my n „ 
me but ice his Face, 


at Pow'r was theirs who wrought ſo hard a Temper 
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Vent. That task is mine. 

And, Heav'n, thou know'ſt how plaing, [Exi} 
Dola. You'll remember 

To whom you ftand oblig'd? 

Ant. When I forget 4. 

Be thou unkind, and that's my greateſt Curſe. 
My Queen ſhall thank him too. 

Dola. I fear ſhe will not. | 

Ant. But ſhe ſhall do'r: the Queen, my Dental 
Haſt thou not ſtill ſome grudgings of thy Fever? 

Dola. I weuld not ſec her 

Ant. When I forſake her, 

Leave me, my better Stars; for fhe has Truth 
Beyond her Beauty. Cæſar tempted her, 
At no leſs Piroe than Kingdoms, to betray me; 
But ſhe reſiſted all: And yer thou chid'ſt me 
For loving her too well. Could I do ſo? 
Dola. Ves, there's my Reaſon. 
Re-enter Ventidius, with Octavia, leading Antony! 
Daughters, 
Ant. Where 2 Otis there! [Startin 
' Vent, What, is ſhe Poiſon to you! a Diſeaſe? 
Look on her, view her well; and thoſe ſhe bring: 
Are they all Strangers to your re has Nature 
No ſecret Call, no Whiſper wy ours? 
Dola. For ſhame, my Lord, i if noe] of Love, recei 
With kinder Eyes. If you confeſs a Man, - 
Meet em, embrace em, bid em welcome to you, 
Your Arms ſhould open, ev'n without your Knol 
To claſp em in; your Feet ſhould turn to Wings 
To bear you to em; and your Eyes dart out, 
And aim a Kiſs ere you could reach the 1 

Ant. 1 ſtood amaz'd to think how t 

Vent. I ſeat for em; 1 erg 'em 1 in, — 
To Cleopatra's Guards. 

Dola. Yet are you cold? 

Octav. Thus long 1 have attended for my well 
Which. as a Stranger, fare I might expe. 
Who am? 

Ant Caſars Siſter. 
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v. That's unkind! "Yr „ 
deen nothing more than Cajar's Siſter, 
; | had ſtill remain'd in Caſar s Camp; 
ur Octavia, your much injur d Wife, 
niſh'd from your Bed, driv'n from your Houle, 
ht of Caeſar's Siſter, ſtill is yours, 
ue, I have a Heart diſdains your F 5 
rompts me not to ſeek what you ſhould offer; 
Wife's Virtue ſtill ſurmounts that Pride; © 

to claim you as my on; to ſhow 
uty firſt, to ask, nay beg, your Kindneſs : ; 
Hand, my Lord; tis mine, and I will have it. 


{Taking his Hand. 
Do, take it, thou deſerviſt it. 5 
la. On my Soul, * „ 
0 ſhe does: She's neither too ſubmiſſive, 
vet too haughty; but ſo juſt a mean, 
s, 3s it ought, a Wife and Romas too. 
J fear, Octavia, you have begg'd my Life. 
av. Begg d it, my Lord? i 
t. Yes, begg'd it, my Ambaſkadreſs, 
y and baſely begg d it of your Brother. 
av, Poorly and baſely I could never beg; 
could my Brother grant. | 
it. Shall I, who, to my kneeling Slave, could ſay, 
up, and be a King; ſhall I fall down 
cry, Forgive me, Ceſar? ſhall I ſet 
an, my Equal, in the Place of Fove, 
te could give me Being? No; that word, 
Fe, would choke me up, 
die upon my Tongue. 
la. You ſhall not need it. - 
14. 1 will not need it. Come, you've allbetray'd.me: 
Friend :oo! To receive ſome — | 
Wife has bought me, with her Prayers and Tears; 
now muſt become her branded Slave, 
cry peeviſn Mood ſhe will upbraid 
Lite ſhe gave; If I but look awry, 
cries, I'll telt my Brother, | 
Fav, My hard Fortune 
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| You need not bluſh to take: I love your Honour, 


But cannot yield to what you have propos d: 


I have been injur'd, and my haughty Soul 


— 
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Subjects me ſtill to your unkind Miſtakes. - 
But the Conditions I have brought are ſuch 


Becauſe tis mine; it never ſhall be ſaid 
Odtavia's Husband was her Brother's Slave. 
Sir, you are free; free, ev'n from her you loath; 
For, tho my Brother bargains for your Love, 
Makes me the Price and Cement of your Peace, 
J have a Soul like yours; I cannot take 
Your Love as Alms, nor beg what 1 deſerye. 
Tl tell my Brother we are reconcil'd; 
He ſhall draw back his Troops, and you ſhall mart 
To rule the Eaſt: I may be dropt at Athens; 
Na matter where, I never will complain. 
But only keep the barren Name of Wife, 
And rid you of the Trouble. 

Vent. Was ever ſuch a Strife of ſullen Honour! 
Both {corn to be oblig d. | 

Dola. O, ſhe has toucht him in the tender'ſt Pat; 
See how he reddens with Deſpight and Shame 
To be out-done in Generoſity: | 

| Vent. See how he winks! how he dries up a Tex, 

That fain wou'd fall! 

Ant. Octavia, I have heard you, and muſt praiſe 
The Greatneſs of your Soul; 


For I can ne er be conquer'd but by Love; 
And you do all for Duty. You would free me, 
And would be dropt at Athens; was't not ſo? 
Octav. It was, my Lord. | 
Ant. Then I muſt be oblig'd e 
To one who loves me not, who, to her ſelf, 
May call me thankleſs and ungrateful Man: 
I' not endure it, no. | 55 
Vent. Ilm glad it pinches there. 


Octav. Wauld you triumph o'er poor OiZavia's VR | 
That Pride was all I had to bear me up; 
That you might think you ow'd me for your Life, . 
And ow'd it to my Duty, not my + ove. I 


2 
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1 brook but ill the Man who lights my Bed. 
. Therefore you love me not. | 
av, Therefore, my Lord, 
zuld not love you. 
. Therefore you would leave me?: 
v. And therefore I ſhould leave you if I could, 
la. Her Soul's too great, after ſuc Injuries, | 
y ſhe loves; and yet ſhe Jets you ſee it. 
Modeſty and Silence plead her Cauſe. 
M. O, Dolabella, which way ſhall I turn? 
d a ſecret Yielding in my Soul; | 
cleopatra, who would die with me, 
ſhe be left? Pity pleads for Octavia; 
does it not plead more for Cleopatra 
. Juſtice and Pity both plead for Octavia; 
Cleopatra, neither. | | 98106 
would be ruin d with you; but ſhe firſt 
ruin'd you: The other, you have ruin'd, 
yet ſhe would preſerve you. OY 
very thing their Merits are unequal. * - | | 
*. O, my diſtracted Soul! {3 
av. Sweet Heav'n compoſe it. | | 
e, come, my Lord, if I can pardon you, 
Whinks you ſhould accept it. Look on theſe; 
they not yours? Or ſtand they thus neglected 
bey are mine? Go to him, Children, go; 
| to him, take him by the Hand, ſpeak to him; 
you may fpeak, and he may on you too, 
hout a Bluſh; and ſo he cannot all! | 1259 
Children: Go, I fay, and pull him to me, 
| pull him to your ſelves, from that bad Woman. 
Agrippina hang upon his Arms, 
you, Antonia, claſp about his Waſte: 
e will ſhake you off, if he will daſh you | 
inſt the Pavement, you muſt bear it, Children; 
you are mine, and I was born to ſuffer. 
WM lere the Children go to him, &c. 
nt. Was ever fight: ſo moving! Empererl! 


ch 


s Vi 


ite, 
Dola. Friend! 
Nav, Husband ! 


k * 


Both 
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Both Child. Father! | 
Ant. I am vanquiſh'd: Take me, 
Octavia, take me; Children; ſhare me all. [Embracing 
I've been a thriftleſs Debtor to your Loves, 
And run out much, in Riot, from your Stock; 
"Bur all ſhall be amended. | | 
Octav. O bleſt Hour 
Dola. O happy Change 
Vent. My Joy "Dogs at my Tongue; 
But it has found two Chanels here for one, — 
And bubbles out above. thou v 
Ant. to Octav. This is thy Triumph; lead me m 
Ev'n to thy Brother's Camp. 
Octav. All there are yours. 
Buer Alexas iy. | 
Alex. The Queen, my Miftreſs, Sir, and YOUurs— 
Ant. Tis paſt, OfZawa, you ſhall ſtay this Night; 
To morrow, Caſar and we are one, 
[Ex. leading Octavia, Dol. and the Chia 
Vent. There's News for you; run, i 
Be ſure to be the firſt; haſte forward: 
Haſte, my dear Eunuch, hate. 1 | 
Alex. 'This dewnright fighting Fool, this thick 
This blunt unthinking Iaſtrument of Death, {ik 
With plain dull Virtue, has out-gone my Wit: 
Pleaſure forſook my ſt Infancy, 
The Lurury of others a my Cradle, 
And raviſh'd thence the Promila of a Man : 
Caſt out from Nature, difinherited 
Of what her meaneſt Children claim * Kind; 
Yet, Greatneſs kept me from Contempt: That's golt, 
Had Cleopatra follow'd my Advice, 
Then he had been betray'd, who now bad 
She dies for Love: but ſhe has known its Joys: 
Gods, is this juſt, that 1, who know no Joys, 
Muſt die, becauſe ſhe loves? | 
Buer Cleopatra, Charmion, Iras, and Train. 
Oh, Madam, I have ſeen what r Eyes! * 
Octavia s here! a: 


peace with that Raven's Note. 
it too; and now am in 


gs of Death. 
You are no more a Queen; 


loſt | 
hat tell'ſt thou me of Egypt ? 
— Soul is loſt! Octavia * him! 
Name to Cleopatra s Love! 
es, my Embraces now are hers; 5 
But thou haſt ſeen my Rival; ſpeak, 
e deſerve this Bleſſing ? Is ſhe fair, Pp 
s 2 Goddeſs? and is all Perfect ion 
| to her? It is. Poor I was made ny 
courſe Matter which, when ſhe was fintſh'd, 
ds threw by, for Rubbiſh, | 
— She's indeed a very Miracle. 

Death to. my Hopes, a Miracle ! 
A. Miracle; | | 
of Goodneſs; for in Beauty, Madam, 
ike all Wonders ceaſe. | 
was too raſh: 
is in Part of Recompence. But, Oh, x m 
Zo __ {[Grumg 4 Ning. 


_ 


{ Bowing, 


ou flatter*ſt me, 

She comes! ſhe's here! 

Fly, Madam, Caſar's Siſter ! | 

_ ſhe ths Siſter of the Thund'rer Fowe, 

e her Brother's Li tning in her Eyes, 

ould I face my Nel. 2 | 

[Meets Oftav. with Ventid, Octav. bears up to her. 

Their Trains come up on either fide, © 

I need not ask if you are Cleopatra, 

puphty Carriage⁊x 

* lama Queen: 

d 1 ask you who are. 

i — 22 

FE that makes, and can unmake a Queen 

Your Lord, the Man who ſerves me, is a Roman. 

„He was a Roman, till he loſt that Name 
Save in Egype; but I come 


00, 


To 
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To free him thence. . 
Cleo. Peace, peace, my Lover's Juno. 
When he grew weary of that Houſnold-Clog, 
He choſe my eaſier Bonds, © 
Octav. I wonder not 
Your Bonds are eaſie; you have long been practisd 
In that laſcivious Art: He's not the firſt 
For whom you ſpread your Snares: Let Czfar witne, 
Cleo. I lov'd not Ceſar; *twas but Gratitude 
I paid his Love: The worſt your Malice can, 
Is but to ſay the greateſt of Mankind | 
Has been my Slave. The next, but far above him 
In my Eſteem, is he whom Law calls yours, F 
But whom his Love made mine. 
|  O#av. I would view nearer [Coming up clſetl 
That Face, which has ſo long uſurp'd my Right, A 
To find th'inevitable Charms, that catch | 
Mankind fo ſure, that ruin d my dear Lord, 
Cleo. O, you do well to ſearch; for had you knom 
But half theſe Charms, you had not loſt his Heart, 
Octav. Far be their Knowledge from a Roman Lal 
Far from a modeſt Wife. Shame of our Sex. | 
Doſt thou not bluſh, to own thoſe black Endearmes 
That make Sin pleafing ? 9 — 
Cleo. You may bluſh, who want em. 
If bounteous Nature, if indulgent Heav'n 
Have given me Charms to pleaſe the braveſt Man; 
Should I not thank em? fhould I be aſham d, 
And not be proud? I am, that he has lov'd me; 
And, when I love not him, Heav'n change this Fic: 
For one like that. | ; 
Octav. Thou lov'ſt him not ſo well. 
Cleo. I love him better, and deſerve him more. 
Octav. You do not; cannot: You have been his N 
Who made him cheap at Rome. but Cleopatra? 
Who made him ſcorn'd abroad, but Cleopatra? 
At Actium, who betray d him? Cleopatra. 
Who made his Children Orphans? and poor me 
A wrertched Widow? only Cleopatra, 
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Lo. Yet ſhe who loves him beſt is Cleopatra. 
ou have ſuffer d, I have ſuffer d more. 
bear the ſpecious Title of a Wife. 
gid your Cauſe, and draw the pitying World 
your it: The World contemns poor me; 
[ have loſt my Honour, loſt my Fame, 
| fain'd the Glory of my Royal Houſe, 
1 all to bear the branded Name of Miſtreſs. 
re wants but Life, and that too I would loſe. 
him I love. N 
0#4v. Be't ſo then; take thy Wiſn. ¶ Exit cum ſuis, 
leo. And 'tis my Wiſh, | | 1 
w he is loſt for whom alone I liv'd. | 
Sight grows dim, and every Object dances, 
d ſwims 3 2 in the * 
7 Spirits, while they were oppos d, t up: 
322 not 5 a Rival's — : 
It now ſhe's gone they faint. 
Alex. Mine have had leiſure 5 
p recollect their Strength, and furniſh Counſel, 
d ruin her; who elſe muſt ruin you. | 
Cleo. Vain Promiſer! | | 
d me, my Charmion; uay, your Hand too, Las: wn 
y Grief has weight enough to ſink you both, _—_ 
onduct me to ſome ſolitary Chamber, | {43 
id draw the Curtains round; 
hen leave me to my ſelf, to take alone 
y Fill of Grief : 3 " 
There I till Death will his Unkindneſs weep: 
As harmleſs Infants moan themſelyes aſleep. ¶ Exeuut. 
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ACT W. SCENE] 
Enter Antony ad Dolabella. 


Dola. HY would you ſhift it from your ſelf, ant 
N Can you . tell her you muſt part? 
Ant. J cannot. | 
I could pull out an Eye, and bid it go, 
And tother ſhould not weep. Oh, Dolabella, 
How many Deaths are in this word Depart ! 
I dare not truſt my Tongue to tell her ſo: 
One Look of hers would thaw me into Tears, 
And I ſhould melt till J were Joſt again. 
Dola. Then let Ventidius? 
He's rough by Nature. en 
Ant. Oh, he'll peak too harſhly; | 
He'll kill her with the News: Thou, only thou. 
Dola. Nature has caſt me in ſo ſoft a Mold, 
That but to hear a Story feign'd for Pleaſure 
Of ſome fad Lover's Death, moiſtens my Eyes, 
And robs me of my Manhood. I ſhould {pe 
So faintly ; with ſuch Fear to grieve her Heart, 
She'd not believe it earneſt. 
Ant. Therefore, therefore 90 
Thou only, thou art fit: Think thy ſelf me, 
And when thou ſpeak'ſt (but let it firſt be lon g 
Take off the Edge from every ſharper Sound, 
And let our Parting be as gently made 
As other Loves begin: Wilt thou do this? 
Diola. What you have ſaid, ſo ſinks into my Sou!, 
That, if 1 muſt ſpeak, I ſhall ſpeak juſt ſo. 
Ant. I leave you then to your ſad Task: Farewel. 
J ſent her word to meet you. 
Goes to the Door, and comes bu 


I forgot; | 
Let her bejtold, I'll make her Peace with mine: 


74. 


IL 
| 


7 
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Crown and Dignity ſhall be preſerv d-. 
bare Pow'r with Cæſar O, be ſure 
JJV ; 
hola. Fear not, I will remember, - = 1 
Antony goes again to the Door, and comes back, 
Int. And tell her, too, how much I was conſtrain'd; 

d not this, but with extreameſt Force: | 

fre her not to hate my Memory, 

I fill cheriſh hers !-—inſift on that. 

Dola. Truſt me, TI] not forget it. | 64 ISIS 
nt. Then that's all. [ Goes aut, and returns again. 
t thou forgive my Fondneſs this once more? 

|| her, tho' we ſhall never meet again, 

I ſhou'd hear ſhe took another Love, 

e News would break my Heart — Now I muſt go; 
every time I have return'd, I feel | 
Soul more tender; and my next Command | 
duld be to bid her ſtay, and ruin both. [ Exit. 

Dia. Men are but Children of a larger Growth, 
r Appetites as apt to change as theirs, 
| full as craving too, and full as vain; 
d yet the Soul, ſhut up in her dark Room, 
wing ſo clear abroad, at home ſees nothing; 
„like a Mole in Earth, buſie and blind, 
orks all her Folly up, and caſts it outward 
the World's open view : Thus I diſcover'd, 
d bam'd the Love of ruin'd Antony; 
t wiſh that I were he, to be ſo ruin'd. 
| Enter Ventidius above. 
Vert. Alone? and talking to himſelf? concern'd too? 
haps my Gueſs is right; he loy'd her once, 
d may purſue it ſtill. | 
Dola. O Friendſhip ! Friendſhip! 
caſt thou anſwer this; and Reaſon, worſe: 
faithful in th'Attempt; hopeleſs to win; 
, if I win, undone; Meer Madneſs all. 
d yet thi Occaſion's fair. What Injury | 
him, to wear the Robe which he throws by ? 
ent. None, none at all. This happens as I wiſh, 
tuin her yet more with Antony. | 
EA 
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Enter Cleopatra, talking with Alexas 3 Charmion, ly 
ie alex ſide: | 
Dola. She comes! What Charms have Sorrow on that 
Sorrow ſeems pleas'd to dwell with ſo much Sweetn; 
Yet, now and then, a melancholy Smile 
Breaks looſe, like Lightning, in a Winter's Night, 
And ſhows a moments Day. | 
Vent. If ſhe ſhou'd love him too! Her Eunuch there 
That Porcpiſce bodes ill Weather. Draw, draw nee; 
Sweet Devil, that I may hear. 5 | 
Alex. Believe me; try | 1 
[Dolabella goes over to Char mion and Iras; ſem; 
tall with them | 555 
To make him jealous; Jealouſie is like 
A poliſnt Glaſs held to the Lips when Life's in doutt: 
If there be Breath, twill catch the Damp and ſhow it, 
Cleo. 1 grant you Jealouſie's a Proof of Love, 


* 


Bur *cis a weak and unayailing Med cine; 12 
It puts out the Diſeaſe, and makes it ſhow, he 


But has no Pow'r to cure. 5 a3 196 ot : 
Alex. *Tis your laſt Remedy, and ſtrongeſt too: 
And then this Dolabella, who ſo fit 
To practiſe on? He's handſome, valiant, young, 
And looks as he were laid for Nature's Bait 
To catch weak Womens Eyes. 3 
He ſtands already more than half ſuſpectect 
Of loving you: The leaſt kind Word, or Glance, 
You give this Youth, will kindle him with Love: 
Then, like a burning Veſſel ſet adrift, 
You'll ſend him down amain before the Wind, 
To fire the Heart of jealous Antony. 
Cleo. Can I do this? Ah no; my Love's ſo true, 
That I can neither hide it where it is, 
Nor ſhow it where it is not. Nature meant me i 
A Wife, a filly harmleſs houſheld Dove; 
Fond without Art; and kind without Deceit; 
But Fortune, that has made a Miſtreſs of me, 
Has thruſt me out to the wide World, unturniſh'd 
Of Falſhood to be happy. 


* 
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Alex. Force your ſelf. ; 

Event will be, your Lover will return 

oubly deſirous to poſſeſs the Good 

hich once he fear'd to loſe. 

Clo. 1 muſt attempt it; 

t ok with what Regret! | 

[Exit Alex. (She comes up to Dolabella.) 

Vent. So now the Scene draws near; they're in my reach. 

Clo. to Dol. Diſcourſing with my Women! Might not I 

are in your Entertainment ? 

Chay. You have been 

e Subject of it, Madam. 

Co How; and how? 

las, Such Praiſes of your Beauty! 

leo. Meer Poetry. | 

ur Roman Wits, your Gallus and Tibullus i 

ve taught yu this from Citheris and Delta. 

Dila, Thoſe Roman Wits have never been in Egypt, 

hers and Delia elſe had been unſung: 

who have ſeen had I been barn a Poet, 

duld chuſe a nobler Name. | 

leo. You flatter me. | 

tis your Nation's Vice: All of your Country 
Flarterers, and all falſe. Your Friend's like you. 

ſure he ſent you not to ſpeak theſe Words. 

ola, No, Madam; yet he ſent mexx⸗uün:v⁵E 

leo, Well, he ſent you 

holz. Of a leſs pleating Errand. 

o How leſs pleaſing ? 

$ to your ſelf, or me? 

bs. Madam, to both; 

you muſt mourn, and I muſt grieve to cauſe it. 

ko, You, Charmion, and your Fellow, ſtand at diſtance 

d up, my Spirits. [ A/zde.] Well, now your mourn- 
ful Matter; : 

I'm prepar'd, perhaps can gueſs it too. 

o, I wiſh you would; for 'tis a thankleſs Office 
eil ill News: And l, of all your Sex, 

t fear diſpleaſing you. 

Ko. Of all your Sex, 

IV. * 
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Would gladly ſpeak its own. 
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I ſooneſt could forgive you, if you ſhould. 
Vent. Moſt delicate Advances! Woman! Woman! 
Dear damn'd, inconſtant Sex! 
Cleo. In the firſt Place, 
I am to be forſaken; is't not ſo? 
Dola. I wiſh I could not anſwer to that Queſtion, 
Cleo. Then paſs it oer, becauſe it troubles you: 
'T ſhould have been more griev d another time. 
Next, I'm to loſe my Kingdom-————Farewel, Exit 
Yet, is there any more? 
Dola. Madam, I fear | 
"Your too deep Senſe of Grief has turn'd your Reaſon, 
Cleo. No, no, l'm not run mad; I can bear Fortune: 
And Love may be expell'd by other Love, 
As Poiſons are by Poiſons. 
Dola. You o'erjoy me, Madam, 
"To find your Griefs ſo moderately born. 
"You've heard the worſt; all are not falſe, like him, 
Cleo. No; Heav'n forbid they ſhould. 

Dola. Some Men are conſtant. 

Cleo. And Conſtancy deſerves Reward, that's certzi, 
Dola. Deſerves it not; but give it leave to hope. 
Vent. Vil ſwear thou haſt my Leave. I have enouz}: 

But how to manage this! Well, I'll conſider, E 
Dola. I came prepar'd, 

To tell you heavy News; News, which I thought 

Would fright the Blood from your pale Cheeks toa r 

But you have met it with a Chearfulneſs 

That makes my Task more eaſie; and my Tongue, 

Which on another's Meſſage was employ d, 


Cleo. Hold, Dolabella, g 
Firit tell me, were you choſen by my Lord? 
Or ſought you this Employment ? 
Dola. He pick*d me out; and, as his Boſom-friend, 
He charg'd me with his Words. 
Cleo. 'The Meſſage then | 
J know was tender, and each Accent ſmooth, 
To moll.fie that rugged Word Depart. 
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Dola. Ob, you miſtake: He choſe the harſheſt Werds, 
ith fiery Eyes, and with contracted Brows, 
e coin d his Face in the ſevereſt Stamp: 
nd Fury ſhook his Fabrick like an Earthquake; 
e heav'd for Vent, and burſt like bellowing na, 
n Sounds ſcarce human, © Hence, away for ever: 
Let her begone, the Blot of my Renown, 
And Bane of all my Hopes: | 
All the time of this Speech, Cleopatra ſeems more and 
more concern d, till ſhe ſmks quite down. 
Let her be driven as far as Men can think | 
From Man's Commerce: She'll Poiſon to the Center. 
Cleo. Oh, I can bear no more! 
Dela. Help, help: Oh Wretch! Oh curſed, curſed 
hat have | done! = [ Wretch! 
Char. Help, chafe her Temples, Iras. 
Iras, Bend, bend her forward quickly. 
Char. Heav'n be prais'd, 
ie comes again. 
Cleo. Oh, let him not approach me. 5 
[hy have you brought me back to this loath'd Being, 
' Abode of Falſnood, violated Vows, 
dinjur'd Love? For Pity, let me go; 
r, if there be a Place of long Repoſe, 
ſure I want it. My diſdainful Lord 
In neyer break that Quiet; nor awake 
e {lzeping Soul, with hollowing in my Tomb 
ch Words as fright her hence, Unkind, unkind. 
Dela, Believe me, 'tis againſt my ſelf I ſpeak, ¶ Naseligę. 
bat {ure deſeryes Belief ; I injur'd him: 
Friend ne er ſpoke thoſe Words. Oh, had you ſeen 
dw often he came back, and every time 
ith ſomething more obliging and more kind, 
d add to what he ſaid; what dear Farewels; 
m almoſt yanquiſht by his Love he parted, 
Id lean'd to what unwillingly he left: 
Traitor as I was, for Love of you, 
Ut whar can you not do, who made me falle!) 
red that Lie; for whoſe Forgiveneſs kneels 
's Kit-accus'd, ſelt-puniſk'd Criminal, 
| L 2 g 


end, 
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Cleo. With how much eaſe believe we what we wig! 

Riſe, Dolabella; if you have been guilty, ; 

J have contributed, and too much Love 

Has made me guilty too. 

TH Advance of Kindneſs which I made, was feipn'd, 
To call back fleeting Love by Jealouſie; 

But 'twould not laſt. Oh, rather let me loſe, 
Than ſo ignobly Trifle with his Heart. 

Dola. I find your Breaſt tenc'd round from human rag 
Tranſparent as a Rock of ſolid Cryſtal; | 
Seen through, but never pierc d. My Friend, my Priel 
What endleſs Treaſure haſt thou thrown away, 
And ſcatter'd, like an Infant, in the Ocean, 

Vain Sums of Wealth which none can gather thene, 

Cleo. Could you not beg | 
An Hour's Admittance to his private Ear? 
Like one who wanders through long barren Wilds, 
And yet foreknows no hoſpitable Inn 
Is near to ſuccour Hunger, | 
Eats his Fill, before his painful March: 

So would I feed a while my famiſh'd Eyes 
Before we part; for I have far to go, 
If Death be far, and never muſt return, 

Ventidius, with Octavia, behind. 
Vent. From hence you may diſcover Ob, ſweet, ſwee! 
Would you indeed? the pretty Hand in earneſt ? 

Dola. I will, for this Reward. {Takes her Ha, 
dra it nut back, 
*Tis all I &er will beg. 

Vent. They turn upon us 

Odtav. What quick Eyes has Guilt! 

Vent. Seem not to have obſery d em, and go on, 

| They enter. 
Dola. Saw you the Emperor, Ventidius ? . 
Vent. No. 
I ſought him; but I heard thai he was private, 
None with him, but Hipparchus his Freedman. 
Dola. Know you his Bus'nels? 
Vent. Giving him Inſtructions, 


And Letters, to his Brother Cæſar. 
| Dal, 
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Dola. Well, : 
e muſt be found. Exeunt Doh. and Cleo. 
04av. Moſt glorious Impudence! 

pent. She look'd methought 

c ſhe would fay, Take your old Man, Octavia; 

hank you, I'm better here, 

el, but what uſe 

ike we of this Diſcovery ? 

044v. Let it die. 

rent. 1 pity Dolabella; but ſhe's dangerous: 

ger Eyes have Pow'r beyond Theſſalian Charms 

o draw the Moon from Heav'n; for Eloquence, 

he Sea green Syrens taught her Voice their Flatt'ry , 
nd, while ſhe ſpeaks, Night ſteals upon the Day, 
Iamark'd of thoſe that hear: Then fhe's ſo charming, 
pe buds at fight of her, and ſwells to Youth: | 
he holy Prieſts gaze on her when ſhe ſmiles ; 

Ind with heay'd Hands forgetting Gravity, 

hey bleſs her wanton Eyes: Even I who hate her, 
Vith a malignant Joy behold ſuch Beauty; 

nd, while I curſe, defire it. Antony 

uſt needs have ſome Remains of Paſſion ſtill, 

Which may ferment into a worſe Relapſe, 

now not fully cur'd. I know, this Minute, 

Vith Ceſar he's endeavouring her Peace. 

0:3av. You have prevail'd : — but for a farther purpoſe 


[Walks off, 


th 


end! 


vet 
Han, 


I prove how he will reliſh this Diſcovery. 
hat, make a S- rumpet's Peace! it ſwells my Heart: 
t muſt not, ſha' not be. | 
Vert. His Guards appear. 
et me begin, and you ſhall ſecond me. 
| Enter Antony. 

Ant. Octavia, I was looking you, my Love: 
Vhat, are your Letters ready? . giv'n 
ly aſt Inſtructions. | 
8 044. Mine, my Lord, are written, | 

Ant, Ventidius! Drawing him aſide. 
Vent, My Lord? 9 | 
pl . A word in private. 


— | V hen | 
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When ſaw you Dolabella ? 

Vent. Now, my Lord, 

He parted hence; and Cleopatra with him, 

Ant. Speak ſoftly, *T'was by my Command he went, 
To bear my laſt Farewel. 

Vert. It look'd indeed | { Aloud, 
Like your Farewel. 

Ant. More foftily————- My Farewel? 

What ſecret Meaning have you in thoſe Words 
Of my Farewel? He did it by my Order. 

Vent. Then heobey'd your Order, I ſuppoſe [Ali. 
You bid him do it with al! Gentleneſs, | 
All Kindneſs, and all Love. 

Ant. How ſhe mourn'd, 

The poor forſeken Creature ! | 

Vent. She took it as ſhe ought; ſhe bore your Parting 
As ſhe did Caſar's, as ſhe would another's, 

Were a new Love to come. 

Ans. Thou doſt belie her; Te LA 
Moſt baſely, and maliciouſly belie her. 

Vent. T thought not to diſpleaſe you; I have done. 

Octav. You ſeem difturb'd, my Lord. Coming in. 

Ant. A very Trifle. 

Retire my Love. 

Vent. It was indeed a Trifle. 
He {enterroo——— 

Ant. No more. Look how thou diſobey'ſt me; 
Ain 


Thy Life ſhall anſwer it. 
Octav. Then 'tis no Trifle. 
Vent. to Otav. Tis leſs; a very nothing: You too ſawit 

As well as I, and therefore tis no Secret. 

Ant. She ſaw it! 

Vent. Yes: She ſaw young Dolabella 
Ant. Young Dolabella ! 
Vent. Young, I think him young, 

And handſome too; and' ſo do others think him. 

But what of that? He went by your Command, 

Indeed *tis probable, with ſome kind Meſſage; 

For ſhe receiv'd it graciouſly ; ſhe ſmil'd:; 


And 
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1d then he grew Familiar with her Hand, 
auer d it, and worry'd it with ravenous Kiſſes; 
De bluſh'd, and fold, and ſmil'd, and bluſſid again; 
+ ft ſhe took Occaſion to talk ſoftly, 8 
1d brought her Cheek up cloſe, and lean'd on his: 
+ which, he whiſper'd Kiſſes back on hers; 
ad then ſhe cry'd aloud, That Conſtancy 
ould be rewarded, 
04xv, This I ſaw and heard. | 3 
Ar. What Woman was it, whom you heard and lavy 
playful with my Friend ! | | 
lot Cleopatra ? | 
Vent, Ev'n ſhe, my Lord! 
Ant, My Cleopatra? 
ent. Your Cleopatra; 
labella's Cleopatra: 
very Man's Cleopatra. 
Ant. Thou ly'ſt. 
ent. 1 do not lie, my Lord. 
this ſo ſtrange? Should Miſtreſſes be left, 
d not provide againſt a Time of Change? 
ou know ſhe's not much us'd to lonely Nights. 
a. Pl think no more on't. 
know tis falſe, and ſee the Plot betwixt you, 

ou needed not have gone this way, Octavias 

hat harms it you that Cleopatra's juſt 2 
es mine no more. I ſee; and I forgive: 
ge it no farther, Love. 
Odtav. Are you concern d 
hat ſhe's found falſe ? 

Ant. I ſhould be, were it ſo; 
Ir, tho' tis paſt, I would not that the World 
ould tax my former Choice: That I lov'd one ; 
f ſo light Note; but I forgiye you both. | 
Vent. What has my Age deſerv'd, that you ſhould think 
would abuſe your Ears with Perjury ? 85 
Heav'n be true, ſhe's falſe. | 
Aut. Tho' Heay'n and Earth 
ould witneſs it, FU not believe her tainted, 


nt; 
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Ven. VIl bring you then a Witneſs . 

From Hell to preve her ſo. Nay, go not back; 

8 [Seeing Alexas juſt entriag, and ſtarting bai 
For ftay you muſt and ſhall. 

Alex. What means my Lord? 

Ven. To make you do what you moſt hate; ſpeak truth 
You are of Cleopatra's private Counſel, | 
Of her Bed-Counſel, her laſcivious Hours; 

Are conſcious of each nightly Change ſhe makes, 
And watch her, as Chaldeans do the Moon, 
Can tell what Signs ſhe paſſes through, what Day. 

Alex. My Noble Lord. 

Ven. My moſt Illuſtrious Pandar, 

No fine ſet Speech, no Cadence, no turn'd Periods, 
But a plain home, ſpun Truth, is what I ask: 

I did, my ſelf, o'erhear your Queen make Love 
To Dolabella. Speak; for I will know, 

By your Confeſſion, what more paſt betwixt em; 
How near the Bug'nefs draws to your Employment; 
And when the happy Hour. | | 

Ant. Speak truth, Alexas, whether it offend 
Or pleaſe Ventidius, care not: Juſtific 
Thy injur'd Queen from Malice: Dare his worſt, 

Oct. [A/ide.] See, how he gives him Courage, how be 
To find her falſe! and ſhuts his Eyes to Truth, (fear 
Willing to be mi{-led! 

Alex. As far as Love may plead for Woman's Frailty, 
 Urg'd by Deſert and Greatneſs of the Lover; 

So far (Divine Octavia!) may my Queen 
Stand ev'n excus'd to you, for loving him, 
Who is your Lord: So far from brave Ventidius, 
May her paſt Actions hope a fair Report. 

Ant. Tis well, and truly ſpoken: Mark, Ventidius. 

Alex. To you, moſt Noble Emperor, her ſtrong Paſſion 
Stands not excus'd, but wholly juſtified. 

Her Beauty's Charms alone, without her Crown, 
From Ind and Meroe drew the diſtant Vows 

Of ſighing Kings; and ar her Feet were laid 
The Scepters of the Earth, expos'd on Heaps, 


To chuſe where ſhe wou'd Reign: : 
NY | 
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She thought a Roman only could deſerve her; 
And, of all Romans, only Antony. 
And, to be leſs than Wife to you, diſdain'd 
Their lawful Paſſion. 
Ant. Tis but truth. 
Alex. And yet, tho? Love, and your unmatch'd Deſert, 
Have drawn her from the due regard of Honour, 
At laſt, Heav'n open'd her unwilling Eyes 
ro ſee the Wrongs ſhe offer'd fair Octavia, 
Whoſe holy Bed ſhe lawleſly uſurp'd, 
The fad Effects of this improſperous War, 
Confirm'd thoſe pious Thoughts. 
Ven. [ Aide.) O, wheel you there? 
Obſerve him now; the Man begins to mend, 
And talk ſubſtantial Reaſon. Fear not Eunuch, 
The Emperor has giv'n thee leave to ſpeak. 
Alex. Elſe had I never dar'd t' offend his Ears 
With what the laſt Neceſſity has urg'd | 
On my forſaken Miſtreſs; yet l mutt not 
Preſume to ſay her Heart is wholly alter'd. 
Ant. No, dare not for thy Life, 1 charge thee dare not. 
Pronounce that fatal Word. | 


Odav. Muſt I bear this? Good Heay'n, afford me Pa- 


tience. 8 5 [L2de. 
vie yen. On, ſweet Eunuch; my dear half Man, proc: ed. 
eil Alex. Yet Dolabella 


Has loy'd her long, he, next my God-like Lord. 
ty Deſerves her beſt; and ſhould ſhe meet his Paſſion, 
Rejected, as ſhe is, by him (he lov'd 
Ant. Hence, from my ſight ; for I can bear no more: 
Let Furies drag thee quick to Hell; let all 
The longer damn'd have reſt; each torturing Hand. 
Do thou employ, *cill Cleopatra comes, | 
Then join thou too, and help to torture her. 
Exit Alexas, thruſt out by Antony. 
0:#av, Tis not well, 
indeed, my Lord, *cis much unkind to me, 
Io bow this Paſſion, this extream Concernment 
For ay abandon'd, faithleſs Proſtitute. 


lion 
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Ant. Octavia, leave me: I am much diſorder d. 
Leave me, I ſay. . 

Octav. My Lord? | 

Ant. I bid you leave me. 

Ven. Obey him, Madam : Beſt withdraw a while, 
And fee how this will work. 

Octav. Wherein have I offended you, my Lord, 
That I am bid to leave you? Am TI falſe, 

Or infamous? Am I a Cleopatra? 

Were I ſhe, 5 

Baſe as ſhe is, you would not bid me leave you; 
But hang upon my Neck, take {light Excuſes, 
And fawn upon my Falſhood. 

Ant. 'Tis too much, 

Too much, O#avia; IT am preſt with Sorrows 
Too heavy to be born; and you add more: 

I would retire, and recolle& what's left 

Of Man within, to aid me. 

Octav. You would mourn 
In private, for your Love, who has betray'd you; 
You did but halfreturn to me: Your Kindneſs 
Linger'd behind with her. I hear, my Lord, 
You make Conditions for her. 

And would include her Treaty. Wond'rous Proots 
Of Love to me! 
Ant. Are you my Friend, Ventidins ? 
Or are you turn'd a Dolabella too, 
nd let this Fury looſe? 
/ Ven. Oh, be advisd, 
Sweet Madam, and retire. 

Octav. Yes, I will go; but never to return. 
You ſhall no more be haunted with this Fury. 
My Lord, my Lord, Love will not always laſt, 
When urg'd with long Unkindneſs, and Diſdain: 
Take her again whom you prefer to me; 

She ſtays but to be calid. Poor cozen'd Man! 
Let a feign'd Parting give her back your Heart, 
Which a feign'd Love firſt got; for injur'd me, 
Tho? my juſt ſenſe of wrongs forbid my ſtay, 
My Duty ſhall be yours, — 


To 


T9 the dear Pledges of our former Love, 

My Tenderneſs and Care ſhall be transferr'd, 

And they ſhall cheer, by turns, my widow'd Nights: 
80 take my laſt Farewel; for I deſpair | 


yen. 1 combat Heav'n. which blaſts my beſt Deſigns: 
My laſt Attempt muſt be to win her back; 


Ant, Why was I fram'd with this plain honeſt Heart, 
Which knows not to diſguiſe its Griets and Weakneſs, 
But bears its Workings outward to the World? | 
I ſhould have kept the mighty Anguiſh in, 

And forc d a Smile at Cleopatra's Fallhood: 

0#4via had believ'd it, and had ſtaid; 

But I am made a fhallow-forded Stream, 

Seen to the bottom: All my Clearneſs ſcorn'd, 

And all my Faults expog&d!—— See where he comes 

Enter Dolabella. | 

Who has prophan'd the Sacred Name of Friend, 

And worn it into Vileneſs! 

With how ſecure a Brow, and ſpecious Form 

He gilds the ſecret Villain! Sure that Face 

Was meant for Honefty; but Heav'n miſ-match'd it, 

And furniſh'd Treaſon out with Nature's pomp, 

To make its Work more eaſie. | 
Dola, O, my Friend! el wel 
Ant. Well, Dolabella, you pertorm'd my Meſſige? 
Dola, | did, unwillingly. 

Aut, Unwillingly ? | | 
Was it ſo hard for you to bear our parting ? 
You ſhould have wiſht it. , 

Dela. Why? 

Aut Becauſe you love me. 
and ſhe receiv'd my Meſſage, with as true, 

With as unfeign'd'a Sorrow, as you brought i: ? 
Dola. She loves you, ev'n to Madneſs, 
Aut, Oh, I know it. CREE | 

You, Dolabella, do not better know 

How much ſhe loves 'me. And ſhould T 

F orſake this Beauty? This all- perfect Creature? 
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To have you whole, and ſcorn to take you half. [Exiz.. 


But Oh, ] fear, in vain. _—_ 
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Dola. I could not, were ſhe mine. 
Ant. And yet you firſt ; 

Perſwaded me: How come you alter'd ſince? 
Dola. I ſaid at firſt I was not fit to go; 

J could not hear her Sighs, and ſee her Tears, 

But Pity muſt prevail: And ſo, perhaps, 

It may again with you; for I have promis d 

That ſhe ſhould take her laſt farewel: And, ſee, 

She comes to claim my Word. 

Enter Cleopatra. 
Ant. Falſe Dolabella! 
Dola. Whar's falſe, my Lord? 
Ant. Why, Dolabella's falſe, 

And Cicopatra's falſe; both falſe and faithleſs. 

Draw near, you well-join'd Wickedneſs, you Serpents, 

Whom I have, in my kindly Boſom, warned 

Till I am ſtung to Death. 

Dola. My Lord, have I 
Deſerv'd to be thus us d? 

Cleo. Can Heav'n prepare 
A newer Torment? Can it find a Curſe 
Beyond our Separation ? 

Am. Yes, if Fate 

Be juſt, much greater: Heay'n ſhould be ingenious 

In puniſhing ſuch Crimes. The rowling Stone, 

And gnawing Vulture, were ſlight Pains, invented 

When Fove was young, and no Examples known 

Of mighty Ills; but you have ripen'd Sin 

To ſuch a monftrous Growth, twill poſe the Gods 

To find an equal Torture. Two, two ſuch, 

Oh there's no farther Name, two ſuch——to me, 

To me, who lock'd my Sou] within your Breaſts, 

Had no Deſires, no Jo;s, no Life, but you; 

When half the Globe was mine, I gave it you 

In Dowry with my Heart; I had no uſe, 

No Fruit of all. but you: A Friend and Miſtreſs 

Was what the World could give. Oh, Cleopatra! 

Oh, Dolabella! how could you betray | 

This tender Hcart, which with an Infant-fondneſs 

Lay lull'd betwizt your Boſoms, and there ſlept 


Secure 
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cure of injur'd Faith ? | 
Pola. If ſhe has wrong d you, 
en, Hell, and you revenge it. 
Au. If ſhe has wrong d me! 
hou would'ſt evade thy Part of Guilt ; but ſwear 
hou lov'ſt not her. 

Dela, Not ſo as J love you. | her. 
Ant. Not ſo! Swear, {wear, J ſay, thou doſt not love 
Dola. No more than Friendſhip will allow. 

Art, No more? | 
riendſhip allows thee nothing: Thou art perjur'd 
nd yet thou didſt not ſwear thou loy'dſt her not; 
zut not ſo much, no more. Oh trifling Hypocrite, 

ho dar'ſt not own to her thou doſt not love, 
or own to me thou doſt! Ventidius heard it; 
Daria ſaw it. | 
Cleo. They are Enemies. 
Ant. Alexas is not fo: He, he confeſt it; 
e, who, next Hell, beft knew it, he avow'd it. 
hy do I ſeek a Proof beyond your ſelf? [To Dot. 
ou whom I ſent to bear my laſt Farewel 
eturn'd to plead her Stay. 

Dola. What ſhall I anſwer ? 
f to have lovd be Guilt, then I have ſinn d; 
ut if to have repented of that Love 
an waſh away my Crime, I haye repented. 
et, if I have offended paſt Forgiveneſs, 
et not her ſuffer : She is innocent. 
Cleo, Ah, what will not a Woman do who loves? 
bat means will ſhe refuſe, to keep that Heart 
here all her Joys are placed! Twas I encourag'd, 
Twas I blew up the Fire that ſcorch'd his Soul, 

0 make you jealous; and by that regain you. 
But all in vain; I could not Counterfeit: 
In ſpight of all the Dams, my Love broke o'er, 
ind drown'd my Heart again: Fate took th Occaſion ; 
ind thus one Minnte's ftigning has deſtroy'd 
y whole Life's truth. 

Ant. Thin Cobweb Arts of Falſhood ; 
deen, and broke though at firſt, 
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cute Dola, 
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Dola. Forgive your Miſtreſs. 
Cleo. Forgive your Friend. . 
Ant. You have convinc'd your ſelyes. 
You plead each other's Cauſe: What Witneſs have yay, 
That you but meant to raiſe my Jealouſie? 
Cleo. Our ſelves and Heav'n. [ſhip 
Ant. Guilt witneſſes for Guilt. Hence, Love and Prien. 
You have no longer place in human Breaſts, 
Theſe two have driv'n you out: Avoid my Sight; 
I would not kill the Man whom I have lov'd; 
And cannot hurt the Woman; but avoid me, 


I do not knew how long I can be tame; he 
For, if I ſtay one Minute more to think 4 
How I am wrong'd, my Juſtice and Revenge D 
Will cry ſo loud within me, that my Pity A 
Will not be heard for either. Cl 

Dola. Heay'n has but | | i 
Our Sorrow for our Sins; and then delights ear 
To pardon erring Man: Sweet Mercy ſeems 4 
Its darling Attribute, which limits Juſtice ; C 
As if there were degrees in Infinite; 4 
And Infinite would rather want Perfection, at 
Than puniſh to extent, Wh: 

Ant. I can forgive C 
A Foe; but not a Miſtreſs, and a Friend: b 
Treaſon is there in its moſt horrid Shape, Jn 
Where Truſt is greateſt: And the Soul reſign d 01 
Ts ſtabb'd by its own Guards: I'll hear no more; ly 
Hence from my Sight, for ever. lo 

Cleo. How ? for ever! The 
I cannot go one Moment from your Sight, IF 
And muſt I go for ever? | T0 
My Joys, my only Joys are center'd here: 4 
What Place have I to go to? my own Kingdom? U 
That I have loſt for you: Or to the Romans? ir 
They hate me for your ſake: Or muſt I wander b 
The wide World o'er, a helpleſs, baniſh'd Woman, 4 


Baniſh'd for love of you; baniſh'd from you; 
Ay, there's the Baniſhment ! Oh hear me; hear me, 
With ſtricteſt Juſtice: For I beg no favour: 


Al 
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(1 if have offended you, then kill me, 
t do not _ _ 
'T muſt not hear you. 5 
- Fool within me takes your Part; 
Honour ſtops my Ears. 
Cle. For Pity hear me! 1 
ould you caft off a Slave who follow'd you, | 
ho crouch'd beneath your Spurn?----He has no pity! 
e, if he gives one Tear to my Departure; 
ne Look, one kind Farewel: Oh Iron heart! 
t all the Gods look down, and judge betwixt ys; 
he did ever love ! 
it. No more: Alexas ! 
Dola. A perjur'd Villain! ; 
Ant. to Cleo. Your Alexas; yours. 
clo. O *twas his Plot: His ruinous Deſign 
' ingage you in my Love by Jealouſie. | | 
er him; confront him with me; let him ſpeak; 
Ant. 1 have; I have, | | 
Cleo. And if he clear me not.: | 
Ant. Your Creature! one who hangs upon your Smiles! 
aches your Eye to ſay or to unſay 
hate er you pleaſe! I am not to be moy'd 
Cleo. Then muſt we part? Farewel, my cruel Lord, 
h' Appearance is againſt me; and I go | 
njuſtify'd, for ever from your Sight. 
ow I have loy'd, you know; how yet I love, 
ly only Comfort is, I know my ſelf: 
love you more, ev'n now you are unkind, 
Then when you lov'd me moſt; ſo well, ſo truly, 
1 never ftrive againſt it; but die pleas d 
[0 think you once were mine. | 
Aur. Good Heav'n, they weep at parting. 
uſt I weep too? that calls em innocent. 


muſt not weep; and yet I muſt, to think 
hat I muſt not forgive | 


_, 


WT 
end- 


ve; but live wretched, tis but juſt you ſhould, 
| ho made me ſo: Live from each others ſight : 
Let me not hear you meet: Set all the 1 
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And all the Seas, betwixt your ſunder'd Loves : 
View nothing common but the Sun.and Skies: 
Now, all take ſeveral Ways; 
And each your own ſad Fate with mine deplore; 
That you were falſe, and I could truſt no more, 


Exeunt ſeunih 
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ACT: Y.-SOENT 1 


Enter Cleopatra, Charmion and Iras. 


_ E juſter, Heav'n: ſuch Virtue punifh'd thus, 
| Will make us think that Chance rules all abo, 
And ſhuffles, with a random Hand, the Lots 
Which Man is forc'd to draw. 

Cleo. I could tear out theſe Eyes, that gain'd hisHeat, 
And had not Pow'r to keep it. O the Curſe 
Of doting on, ev'n when I find it Dotage! 
Bear Witneſs, Gods, you heard him bid me go; 
You whom he mock'd with imprecating Vows 
Of promis d Faith L' die, I will not bear it, 
You may hold me 

[She pulls out her Dagger, and they hold li 
But I can keep my Breath ; I can die inward, 
And choak this Love; 
Enter Alexas. 

Iras. Help, O Alexas, help! 
The Queen grows deſperate, her Soul ſtruggles in he, 
With all the Agonies of Love and Rage, 
And ftrives to force its Paſſage. 

Cleo. Let me go. | 
Art thou there, Traitor —0, 
O, for a little Breath, to vent my Rage! 
Give, give me way, and let me 5 upon him. 

Alex. Yes, I deterve it, for my ill- tim'd Truth. 
Was it for me to prop | 
The Ruins of a falling Majeſty ? 


* 
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pace my ſelf beneath the mighty Flavy, 

dus to be cruſh'd, and pounded. into Atomes, 

its o'erwhelming Weight? *Tis too preſuming 

xr Subjects, to preſerve that wilful Pow r 

hich courts its own Deſtruction. 

Cleo. I would reaſon 1 

ore calmly with · you. Did not you O er- rule, 

id force my plain, direct, and open Love 

to theſe crooked Paths of jealouſie? 

ow, what's th' Event? Octavia is remov'd; 

it Cleopatra's baniſh'd; Thou, thou Villain, 

ſt puſh'd my Boat to open Sea; to prove, 

my {ad Coſt, if thou canſt ſteer it back. 

cannot be; I'm loſt too far; I'm ruin d: 

nce, thou Impoſtor, Traitor, Monſter, Devil 
can no more: Thou, and my Griefs, have ſunk 

e down ſo low, that I want Voice to curſe thee. 
Alex. Suppoſe ſome ſhipwrack'd Seaman near the Shore 
opping and faint, with climbing up the Cliff, 5 
from above, ſome charitable Hand 

him to ſafety, hazarding himſelf 

draw the others weight; would he look back 

d curſe him for his Pains? The Caſe is yours,; 

t one Step more, and you have gain'd the Heighth. 
Cleo. Sunk, never more to riſe. 

Alex. Octavia's gone, and Dolabella baniſh'd, 

leve me, Madam, Antony is yours. 

is Heart was never loft; "Ba arted off 

d Jealouſe, Love's laſt retreat and covert: 

[here it lyes hid in Shades, watchful in Silence, 

d liſtning for the Sound that calls it back. 

me other, any Man (tis ſo advanc'd) 

ay perfect this unfiniſh'd Work, which I 

nhappy only to my ſelf) have left 
eafie to his Hand. - + 

Co., Look well thou do't ; elſe — 
Alex. Eliſe, what your Silence threatens —— Antony 
mounted up the Pharos; from whoſe Turret, | 
e ſtands ſurveying our Egyptian Gallies, 

Bag d with Cæſars Fleet: Now Death, or Conqueſt, 


abort, 


Heart, 
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If the firſt happen, Fate acquits my Promiſe: 
If we o' ercome, the Conqueror ist yours. 
| [A diſtant Shout wit, 
Char. Have Comfort, Madam: Did you mark thy 
Shout ? | [Second Shout near, 
Tras. Hark, they redouble it. | | 
Alex. Tis from the Port. ; 
The loudneſs ſhows it near: Good News, kind Heay'ny 
Cleo. Oſiris make it ſo. 
Euter Serapion. 
Serap. Where, where's the Queen? 
Alex. How frightfully the holy Coward ſtares! 
As if not yet recover'd of th' Aſſault. ; 
When all his Gods, and what's more dear to him, 
His Offerings were at ſtake, _ 
Serap. O horror, horror! 
Egypt has been; our lateſt Hour is come: du 
The Queen of Nations from her ancient Scat 
Is ſunk for ever in the dark Abyſs: 
Time has unrowy'd her Glories to the laſt, 
And now clos'd up the Volume. | 
Cleo. Be more plain: | ” 
Say, whence thou cam'ſt, (though Fate is in thy Face; 
Which from thy haggard Eyes looks wildly out, ba 
And threatens e'er thou ſpeakeſt.) 
Serap. I came from Pharos; 
From viewing (ſpare me, and imagine it) 
Our Land's laſt hope, your Navy 
Cleo. Vanquiſh'd? 
Serap. No, 
They fought not. 
Cleo. Then they fled. 
Serap. Nor that. I ſaw; 
With Antony, your welbappointed Fleet 
Row out; and thrice he way'd his Hand on high, 
And thrice with chearful Cries they ſhouted back: 
Twas then, falſe Fortune, like a fawning Strumpet, 
About to leave the Bankrupt Prodigal, 
With a diſſembled Smile would kiſs at parting, - 
And flatter to the Laſt ; the well-tim'd Oars 


— 
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y dipt from every Bank, now ſmoothly run 
meet the Foe; and ſoon indeed they met, 
t not as Foes. In few, we ſaw their Caps 
either fide thrown up; th Egyptian Gallies 
.ceiv'd like Friends) paſt through, and fell behind 
eRoman Rear: And now, they all come forward, 
d ride within the Port. | | 
zo. Enough, Serapion: 
heard my Doom. This needed not, you Gods: 
en I loſt Antony, your Work was done; 
5 but ſuperfluous Malice. Where's my Lord? 
w bears he this laſt Blow? 
ap, His Fury cannot be expreſs d by words; 
ice he attempted headtong to have faln 
| on his Foes, and aim'd at Ce/ar's Galley : 
th-held, he raves on you; cries, He's betray d. 
uld he now find you 
lex. Shun him, ſeek your Safety, 
you can clear your Innocence. 
leo. PII ſtay. | 
kx, You muſt not, hafte you to your Monument, 
bile I make ſpeed to Ceſar. 
leo, Ceſar ! No, 
aye no Buſineſs with him. 
lex. I can work him | 
d ſpare your Life, and let this Madman periſh, too? 
Clo, Bale fawning Wretch! wouldſt thou betray him 
nce from my Sight, I will not hear a Traytor; 
was thy Deſign brought all this Ruin on us; 
ion, thou art honeſt, counſel me; 
t haſte, each Moment's precious. 
trap. Retire; you muſt not ſee Antony. 
who began this Miſchief, wy 
5 juſt he tempt the Danger: Let him clear you; 
, ſince he offer d you his ſervile Tongue, 
gan a poor precarious Life from Caſar, 
t him expoſe that fawning Eloquence, 
d ſpeak to Antony. | 
Aex. O Heav'ns! I dare not, 
eet my certain Death, 


Now 
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Cleo. Slave, thou deſery'ſt it. b * 
Not that I fear my Lord, will I avoid him; 

J know e bim noble: When he baniſh'd me, | 
And thought me falſe, he ſcorn'd to take my Life; 
But Tl be juſtify'd, and then die with him. 

Alex. O pity me, and let me follow you. UU 
Cleo. To Death, if thou ſtir hence. Speak, if tu e! 
Now for thy Life, which baſely thou wouldſt ſave; 

While mine I prize at this. Come, good Serapion. 
Exeunt Cleo. Serap. Char. and lu 

Alex. O that I leſs cou d fear to loſe this Being, bre 
Which, like a Snow-ball, in my Coward Hand, 
The more tis graſp'd, the faſter melts away. 
Poor Reaſon! what a wretched Aid art thou! 
For ſtill, in ſpight of rhee, 

Theſe two long Lovers, Soul and Body, dread 
Their final Separation. Let me think: 

What can I ſay, to ſave my ſelf from Death? 
No watter what becomes of Cleopatra. | 

Ant. Which way? where? | 1 

Vent. This leads to tht Monument. (Wii, 

Alex, Ah me! I hear him; yet I'm unprepar'd: 
My Gift of ! ying's gone ; | 
And this Court-Devil, which I ſo oft have rais d, 
Forſakes me at my Need. I dare not ſlay; | 
Yet cannot far go hence. bhi 

; Enter Antony and Ventidius. 

Ant. O happy Cæſar! Thou haſt Men to lead: 
Think not *tis thou haſt conquer'd Antony ; 

But Rome has conquer'd Egypt. I'm betray'd. 

Vent. Curſe on this treach'rous Train! 

Their Soil and Heay'n infect em all with Baſeneſs : 
And their young Souls come tainted to the World 
With the firſt Breath they draw. 

Ant. Th'original Villain ſure no God created, 
He was a Baſtard of the Sun, by Nile 
Ap'd into Man, with all his Mother's Mud 
Cruſted about his Soul. 

Vent. The Nation is 
One Univerſal Traitor; and their Queen 
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e very Spirit and Extract of 'em all. 
An, Is there yet left 
Poſſibility of Aid from Valour? 
there one God unſworn to my Deſtruction? 
e leiſt unmortgag d Hope? for, if there be, 
ethinks J cannot fall beneath the Fate 
f ſuch a Boy as Cæſar. | 
he World's ene half is yet in Antony; 
nd, from each Limb of & that's hew'd away, 
he Soul comes back to me. 
Vent. There yet remain | 
bree Legions in the Town. The laſt A ſſault 
ppt off the reſt: If Death be your Deſign, 
$1 muſt wiſh it now, theſe are ſufficient 
o make a Heap about us of dead Foes, 
n honeſt Pile for Burial, 
Ant. They're enough. | 
el] not divide our Stars; but Side by Side 
ght Emulous: And with malicious Eyes 
rvey each other's Acts: So every Death 
hou giveſt, T'll take on me as a juſt Debt, 
d pay thee in a Soul. 
Vent. Now you fhall ſee I love you. Not a Word 
 chiding more. By my few Hours of Life, 
am ſo plezs'd with this brave Roman Fate, 
hat I would not be Ceſar, to out-live you. 
[ten we put off this Fleſh, and mount together, 
(hall be hown to all th'Etherial Crowd 
d, this is he who dy'd with Antony.” [ Troops, 
Ant Who knows but we may pierce through all their 
nd reach my Veterans yet? Tis worth the Tempting, 
o er- leap this Gulph of Fate, | 
nd leaye our wond'ring Deſtinies behind. 
Enter Alexas, trembling. 
Vent, See, ſee that Villain: 
e Clopatra ſtampt upon that Face, 
[ith all her Cunning, all ker Arts of Falſhood! 
bv ſhe locks out through thoſe diſſembling Eyes! 
dw he has ſet his Couat'nance for Deceit; 
d Promiſes a Lie, before he ſpeaks! 
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Let me diſpatch him firſt. Dran 
Alex. O, ſpare me, ſpare me. | 
Ant. Hold; he's not worth your killing. On thy li 
(Which thou mayſt keep, becauſe I ſcorn to take it 
No Syllable to juſtifie thy Queen; | 
Save thy baſe Tongue its office. 
Alex. Sir, ſhe's gone, 
Where ſhe ſhall neyer be moleſted more 
By Love, or you. 
Ant. Fled to her Dolabella ! 
Die, Traitor, I revoke my Promiſe, die. [Going to hill 
Alex. O hold, ſhe is not fled, 
Ant. She is: My Eyes 
Are open to her Falſhood; my whole Life 
Has been a golden Dream, of Love and Friendſpip. 
But, now wake, I'm like a Merchant, rows'd 
From ſoft Repoſe, to ſee his Veſſel ſinking, 
And all his Wealth caſt o'er. Ingrateful Woman 
Who follow'd me, but as the Swallow Summer, 
Hatching her young Ones in my kindly Beams, 
Singing her Flatt'ries to my Morning Wake; 
But, now my Winter comes, fhe ſpreads her Wing:, 
And ſeeks the Spring of Ceſar. | 
Alex. Think not fo: 
Her Fortunes have, in all things, mixt with yours, 
Had ſhe betray'd her Naval Force to Rome, 
How eaſily might ſhe have gone to Cæſar, 
Secure by ſuch a Bribe! 
Vent. She ſent it firſt, 
To be more welcome after, 
Ait. 'Tis too plain; 
Elſe wou'd ſhe have appear'd, to clear her ſelf. 
Alex. Too fatally ſhe has; ſhe could not bear 
To be accus'd by you; but ſhut her ſelf 
Within her Monument; Look'd down and figh'd; 
While, from her unchang'd Face, the filent Tears 
Dropt, as they had not leaye, but ſtole their Parting. 
Some undiſtinguiſh'd Words ſhe inly murmur'd; 
At laſt, ſhe rais'd her Eyes, and, with ſuch Looks 
As dying Lucrece Caſtwmmmmm—_——_ — 
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Art. My Heart forebode | 
Vert. All for the beſt: Go on. 
Jex. She ſnatch'd ker Ponyard, | 
1d, ere we cou'd prevent the fatal'Blow, 
ung'd it within her Breaſt: Then turn'd to me, 
0, hear my Lord ( {aid ſhe) my laſt Farewel; 
nd a:k him if he yet ſuſpect my Faith. 
ore ſhe was ſaying, but Death ruſh'd betwixt. 
e hall pronounc'd your Name with her laſt Breath, 
nd bury'd half within her. 
Veit, Heav'n be prais d. 
Aut. Then art thou innocent, my poor dear Love? 
nd art thou dead? 
) thoſe two Words! their Sound ſhould be divided: 
I:6ft thou been falſe, and dy'd; or hadſt thou liv'd, 
ad hadſt been true But Innocence and Death! 
his ſhews not well above. Then what am I, y 
he Murderer of this Truth, this Innocence! TIN 
houghts cannot form themſelves in words ſo horrid 
5 can expreſs my Guilt ! eus: 
Vent. Ist come to this? The Gods have been too graci- 
nd thus you thank em for't. | 
Aut. to Alex, Why ſtay'ſt thou here? 
$ it for thee to ſpy upon my Soul, 
Ind {ze its inward mourning ? Get thee hence: 
hou art not worthy to behold, what now 
ecomes a Roman Emperor to perform. 
4:x, He loves her ſtill: ¶Aſide. 
is Grief betrays it. Good! the Joy to find 
he's yet alive, compleats the Reconcilement. 
ve ſiv'd my ſelf, and her. But, oh! the Romans! 
ate comes too faſt upon my Wit, | | 
unts me too hard, and meets me at each double. ¶ Exit. 
let. Wou'd ſhe had dy'd a little ſooner the', 
fore Octavia went; you might have treated: 
\ow "twill look tame, and wou'd not be receiy'd. 
ome, rouze your ſelf, and let's die warm together, 
Ant. 1 will not fight: There's no more work for War, 
he Bus'neſs of my angry Hours js done. 
Vent. Ceſar is at your Gates. 9 


Ait Ant. 
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Ant, Why, let him enter; 

He's welcome now. 8 
Vent, What Legarthy has crept into your Soul? 
Ant. *Tis but a Scorn of Life, and juſt Deſire 
Jo free my ſelf from Bondage. 

Vent. Do it bravely. 

Ant. I will; but not by fighting. O Fentidius! 
What ſhould I fight for now? My Queen is dead, 
J was but great for her; my Pow'r, my Empire, 
Were but my Merchandiſe to buy her Love; 
And conquer'd Kings, my Factors. Now ſhe's dead, 
Let Ceſar take the World | 
An empty Circle, ſince the Jewel's gone 

Which made it worth my Strife: My Being's nauſeous, 
For all the Bribes of Life are gone away. 

Vent. Wou'd you be raken? 
Ant. Yes, I wov'd be taken; 

But, as a Roman ought, dead, my Ventidius: 
For I'll convey my Soul from Ceſar's reach, 
And lay down Life my ſelf. Tis time the World 
Shou'd have a Lord, and know whom to obey. 
We two have kept its Homage in ſuſpence, 

And bent the Globe on whole each ſide we trod, 
Till it was dinted inwards: Let him walk 
Alone upon't; I'm weary of my Part. 
My Torch is out ; and the World ſtands before me 
Like a black Deſart, at th Approach of Night: 
Ill lay me down, and ſtray no farther on. 

Vent. I could be priev'd, - | 
But that Il not out-live you : Chuſe your Death; 
For I have ſeen him in ſuch various Shapes, 

I care not which I take; I'm only trcubled 
The Life I bear, is worn to ſuch a Rag, 
*Tis ſcarce worth giving. I could wiſh indeed, 
We threw it from us with a better Grace; 
That like two Lions taken in the Toils, 
We might at leaſt thruſt out our Paws; and wound 
The Hunters that incloſe us. 
At. I have thought on't. 
Ventidius, you muſt live. 


Vent. 


d 


Veit, 
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Vent, I muſt not, Sir. f | 


Au. Wilt thou not live, to "= ſome good of me? 


o ſtand by my fair Fame, and guard th Approaches 
om the ill Tongues of Men? 


Veit. Whe ſhall guard mine, 
lying after you? | 
An. Say, I command it, | 
Tet, If we die well, our Deaths will ſpeak themſclyes, 
nd need no 2 Witneſs. | 
Ant. Thou haſt lov'd me, 
d fain I wou'd reward thee: I muſt die; 
il me, and take the Merit of my Death 
p make thee Friends with Ceſar. 
Vert. Thank your Kindneſs, 
pu ſaid J lov'd you; and, in Recompence, 
pu bid me turn a Traitor: Did I think | 
u wou'd have us'd me thus? that I ſhou'd die 
ith a hard Thought of you? 
in. Forgive me, Roman. 
ice I have heard of Cleopatra's Death 
7 Reaſon bears no Rule upon my Tongue, 
t lets my Thoughts break all at random out: 
thought better; do not deny me twice. 
en. By Heav'n, I will not, 
it not be Y'out-live you. 
lat. Kill me firſt, | 
d then die thou: For *tis but juſt thou ſerve 
ly Friend, before thy ſelf. 
en, Give me your Hand. | 
oon ſhall meet again, Now, Farewel, Emperor. 
| [ Embrace, 
thinks that word's too cod to be my laſt: 


e Death ſweeps all Diſtinctions, Farewel, Friend. 


c t's 1 


ll not make a Bus 'neſs of a Trifle: 


jet I cannot look on you, and kill you; 
turn your Face. 2] 


lt. I do: Strike home be ſure, | 
m. Home, as my Sword will reach. [Kills himſelf. 
or. IV. i 


Ant. 


* 
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Ant. O, thou miſtak'ſt; . 
That wound was none of thine : Give it me back: 
Thou robb'ſt me of my Death. de 
Vent. 1 do indeed; 
But, think tis the firſt time I e'er deceiv'd.you; 
If that may plead-my Pardon. And you, Gods, 
ks 8 me, if you will; for I die perjur'd, 


Rather than kill my Friend. | | 

Ant. Farewel. Ever my Leader, ev'n in Death! 
My Queen and thou have-got the Start of me; C 
And I'm the Lag of Honour Gone ſo ſoon? = 
Is Death no more? He us'd him careleſly, | 


With a familiar Kindneſs: E'er he knock d, 
Ran to the Door, and took him in his Arms, 
As who ſhonld'{fay, You're welcome at all Hours, 
A Friend need give no warning. Books had ſpoildl 
For all the Learn'd are Conn by Profeſſion, 
"Tis not worth | : 
My farther Thought; for Death, for ought T-knoy, 
Is but to think no more. Here's to be ſatisfy d. 
| Calls on hd 
T've miſt my Heart. O unperforming Hand! 
Thou never could'ſt have err'd in a worſe Time, 
My Fortune jades me to the laſt; and Death, 
Like a great Man, takes State, and makes me watt 
For my Admittance— Tramplig v 
Some perhaps from Cæſar: | 
If he ſhould find me living, and ſuſpect 
That I plaid Booty with my Life! Il mend 
My Work, &er they can reach me. [Riſes upon tu 
| Enter Cleopatra, Charmion, 'and Iras. 
Cleo, Where is my Lord? where is he? Dot 
Char. There he lyes, e 
And dead Ventidius by him. . 
Cleo. My Fears were Prophets; J am come tool 
O that accurs'd Alexas ! _ LN 
Ant. Art thou living? 
Or am I dead before I knew? and thou 
The firſt kind Ghoſt that meets me? 
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b. Help me ſeat him. 5 N 
4 5 ſend for help. [They place him in a Chair. 
Ant. Lam anſwer d. 
We live both. Sit thee dawn, my Cleopatra: 
1] make the moſt I can of Life, to ſta 
\ moment more with thee. 
Cho. How is it with you? 
Ant. Tis as with a Man | 0 
temoving in a Hurry; all pack d up, 
Hut one dear Jewel that his haſte forgot; 
nd he, for that, returns upon the Spur: | 
go come back, for thee. | me; 
Cleo. Too long, ye Heav'ns, you have been cruel to 
Now ſhow your mended Faith, and give me back 
is flecting Life. 
Ant, It will not be, my Love. 
keep my Soul by force. 
Say but thou art not falſe, 
Cho, Tis now too late | 
To fay I'm true: I'Il prove it, and die with you. 
nknown to me, Alexas feign'd my Death: 
hich, when I knew, I haſted, to prevent 
his fatal Conſequence. My Fleet betray'd 
doth you and me. | | 
Ant. And Dolabelly mom | | 
Cleo. Scarce eſteem'd before he lov'd; but hated now; 
Au. Enough: My Life's not long enough for more. 
Chou ſayſt thou wilt come after: I believe thee; 
or I can now believe whatc'er thou ſayſt, 
That we may part more kindly. 
Cleo, I will come: 
Doubt not, my Life, I'll come, and quickly too: 
{ar (hall triumph o'er no part of thee. 
Au. But grieve not, while thou ſtayſt, 
ly aſt diſaſtrous Times: 
hink we have had a clear and glorious Day; 
nd Heay'n did kindly to delay the Storm 
uſt till our cloſe of Ev'ning. Ten Vears Love, 
nd not a Moment loſt, but ail improv'd 
o ch utmoſt Joys: What Ages have we liv'dP 
| M 2 


And 
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And now to die each others; and, ſo dying, 
While Hand in Hand we walk in Groves below; 
Whole Frops of Lovers Ghoſts ſhall lock about ug, 
And all the Train be ours. 

Cleo. Your Words are like the Notes of dying Sway 
Too ſweet to laſt. "Were there ſo many Hours 
For your Unkindneſs, and not one for Love? 

Ant. No, not a Minute—-This-one Kiſs—-morew 
Than all L leave to- Cæſar. [by 

Cleo. O, tell me ſo again, 
And take ten thouſand Kiſſes, for that word. 
My Lord, my Lord: Speak, if you yet have Being; ou 
_ . Sigh to me, if you cannot ſpeak; or caſt 


One Look: Do any thing that ſhows you live. C 
_Iras. He's gone too far, to hear you; | | 
And this you ſee, a lump of ſenſleſs Clay, 0 
The leavings of a Soul. 1 
Char. Remember, Madam, 4 


He charg d you not to grieve, E! 
Clea. And I'll obey him. | 
T have not lov'd a Reman, not to know 
What ſhould become his Wife; his Wife, my Cham 
For 'tis to that high Title I aſpire, 
And now Tl not die leſs. Let dull Octavia 
Survive, to mourn him dead: My noble Fate 
Shall knit our Spouſals with a Tie teo ſtrong 
For Roman Laws to break. 
Iras. Will you then die? 
Cleo. Why ſhouldſt thou make that Queſtion? 
Iras. Caſar is merciful, 
Cleo. Let him be ſo : 
To thoſe that want his Mercy : My poor Lord 
Made no ſuch Cov'nant with him, to ſpare me 
When he was dead. Yield me to Cæſars Pride? 
What, to be led in Triumph through the Street:. 15 
A Spectacle to baſe Plebeian Eyes; P 
While ſome dejected Friend of Antony's, 
Cloſe in a Corner, ſhakes his Head, and mutter: 
A ſecret Curſe on her who ruin'd him? 
I'll none of that. : 
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char. Whatever you reſolve, | 

| follow ev'n to Death. 

ras, I only fear'd oe SD 

r you; but more ſhonld fear to live without you. 

clo. Why, now tis as it ſhould be. Quick, — Friends, 

patch; cer this, the Town's in Cæſars Hands: 

Ir Lord looks down concern'd, and fears my Stay, 

{& I ſhould be ſurprizʒ d; 

eep him not waiting for his Love too long. 

pu, Charmion, bring my Crown and richeſt Jewycls, 

ith em, the Wreath of Victory I made 

an Augury!) for him who now lyes dead; 

ou, Iras, bring the Cure of all our Ills. 

Jas, The Aſpicks, Madam? | 

Clio. Muſt I bid you twice? Exeunt Char. and Iras. 

is ſweet to die, when they would force Life on me, 

o ruſh into the dark Aboad of Death, 

d ſeize him firſt; if he be like my Love, 

e 1 not frightful ſure. 

ere now alone, in Secreſie and Silence; 

d is not this like Loyers? I may kiſs 

heſe pale, cold Lips; Octavia does not ſee me; 

nd, Oh! *tis better far to have him thus, 

ban fee him in her Arms — O welcome, welcome. 

Enter Charmion and Iras.. | 

Car. What muſt be done? | 

Cleo. Short Ceremony, Friends; 

t yet it muſt be deceat. Firſt, this Laurel 

all crown my Hero's Head: He fell not baſely, 

or left his Shield behind him. Only thou 

duldſt ens o'er thy ſelf; and thou alone 

ſrt worthy ſo to Triumph. 

Char, To what end 

heſe _—_— of your Pomp and Royalty? *+ 

Ceo. Dull, that thou art! why, tis to meet my Love; 

when I ſaw him firſt, on Cydzo's Bank, 

i ſparkling, like a Goddeſs; 1o adorn'd, 

find him once gain: My ſecond Spouſals 

al match my firſt, in Glory. Haſte, haſte, both, 

a dreſs the Bride of L p. | 
M 3 Char. 


wort 


85 
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Char. Tis done. 
Cleo. Now ſeat me by my Lord. I claim this phcg 

For I muſt conquer Cæſar too, like him, 

And win my Share o'th' World. Hail, you dear Relicky 

Of my immortal Love | 

O let no impious Hand remove you hence; 

But reſt for ever here: Let Egypt give- 

His Death that peace, which it deny'd his Life, 

Reach me the Casket. 

Iras. Underneath the Fruit the Aſpick lyes, 
Cleo. Welcome, thou kind Deceiver ! 
Putting aſide the Lui 

Thou beſt of Thieves; who, with an eaſie Key, 

Doft open Life, and, unperceiv'd by us, ; 

Ev'n ſteal us from our ſelves: Diſcharging ſo 

Death's dreadful Office, better than himſelf; 

Touching our Limbs ſe gently into Slumber, 

That Death ſtands by, deeeiv'd by his own Image; 

And thinks himſelf but Sleep. 

Serap. The Queen, where is ſhe? [Witt 

The Town is yielded, Cæſar's at the Gates. 

Cleo. He comes too late t invade the Rights of Death, 

Haſte, bare my Arm, and rouze the Serpent's Fury, 

[ Holds out her Arm, and draws it ond, 

Coward Fleſh . 7 

Wou'dſt thou conſpire with Ceſar, to betray me, 

As thou wert none of mine? Il force thee to't, 

And not be him, : - | 0 

But bring my ſelf my Soul to Antony. 
ot [Thorns gt, and. then ſhows her Arm by. 

Take hence; the Work is done. | 
Serap. Break ope the Door, i 

And guard the Traitor well. 

Char. The next is ours. 
Trac. Now, Charmion, to be wort 3 

Of our great Queen and Miſtreſs. [They apply the A fit 
Cleo. Already, Death, I feel thee in my Veins; 

I go with ſuch a Will to find my Lord, 

That we. ſhall quickly meet. 

A heavy Numneſs creeps through every Limb, 
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nd now tis at my Head: My Eye: lids fall, 1 9 
nd my dear Love is vaniſn d in a Miſt. 
where ſhall T find him, where? O turn me to hin: 
Ind lay me on- his Breaſt Cæſar, thy worſt; 
ow part us, if thou canſt. e Dies, 
[Iras ſmks down. at . her Feet, and dies; Char mion 

Feands behind her Chair, as dreſſing her Head. 
Enter Serapion, wa Prieſts, Alexas bound, Egyptians. | 
2 Frieſts. Behold, Serapion, what havock De made! 
Serap. 'T was, what I fear'd. 7 | 
armion, is this well done? 
Char. Yes, tis well done, and like a Queen, the laſt 
df her great Race: J follow her. [Sinks dawn; dies. 
Alex. Tis true, | | | 
he has done well: Much better thus to die, 
han live to make a Holy-day in Rome. 
Sera. See, how the Lovers ſit in State together, 
s they were giving Laws to half Mankind. ö 
h' Impreſſion of a Smile left in her Face, 
hows ſhe dy'd pleas d with him for whom ſhe liv'd, 
nd went to charm him in another World. 
aſar's juſt entring; Grief has d no leiſure, 
ſecure that Villain, as our Pledge of Safety 
o grace th Imperial Triumph. Sleep, bleſt Pair, 
ecure from human Chance, long Ages out, 
yhile all the Storms of Fate fly o'er your Tomb; 

And Fame, to late Poſterity, ſnall tell, N 
No Lovers liy d ſo great, or dy d ſo wel. 


N 
1 ee 
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Oets, like Diſputants, when Reaſons fail, 
Have one ſure Refuge left; and that's to rail. 

Fop, Coxcomb, Fool, are thunder d through the Pit; 

And this ts all their r e of Wit. 

We wonder how the Devil this diff rence grows, 

Betwixt our Fools in Verſe, and yours in Proſe : 

For, Faith, the Quarrel rightly underſtood, | 

*Tis Civil War with their own Fleſh and Blood. 

The thread-bare Author hates the gawdy Coat ; 

And fwears at the Gilt Coach, but ſwears a- foot: 

For tis obſerv d of every ſcribling Man, 

He grows a Fop &s faſt as e er he can; 

Prunes up, and asks his Oracle the Glaſs, 

F Pink or Purple, beſt become his Face. 

For our poor Wretch, he neither rails nor prays; 

Nor likes your Wit juſt as you like his Plays; 

He has not yet ſo much of Mr. Bays. 

He does his beſt ; and, if he cannot pleaſe, 

Vi ould quietly fue out his Writ of Eaſe. 

Yet, if he might his own Grand Fury call, 

By the Fair Sex he begs to ſtand or fall. 

Let Cxſar's Pow'r the Mens Ambition move, 

But grace you him who leſt the World for Love. 

Yet if ſome antiquated Lady ſay, 

The laſt Age is not copy d in his Play; 

Heavn help the Man who for that” Face muſt drudge, 

Which only has the Wrinkles of a Fudge. | 

Let not the Young and Beauteous join with thoſe; 

For ſhould you raiſe ſuch numerous Hoſts of Foes, 

Young Wits and Sparks he to his Aid muſt call; 

"Tis more than one Man's Work to pleaſe you all. 
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Hic nuptarum inſanit amoribus; hic meretricum: 
Onnes hi metuunt verſus; odere Poetas. Horat. 
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To the Right Honourable | 


Lord VAUGHAN), &c. 


My LorD, 


Cannot eaſily excuſe the printing of 
a Play at ſo unſcaſonable a time, 
when the great Plot ot the Nation, 
35 like ane of Pharaoh's lean Kine, has 
Ws devour'd its y:unger Brethren of 
the Stage: But however weak my 

Vetence might be for this tam ture I ſhould not 
teed any to the World, for my Dedication to 
"ur Li.rdſhip ;.and if you cin {ardon my Pre- 
umption in it, that a bad Pct ſhould addreſs 
melt to fo great a Judge ot Wic, | may hype 
t leaſt to ſcape with tne Excuic of Catullus, 
hen he writ to Cicero: 
| 3535 Cralias 


Lad ? 
. 15 
| | "4 I 


The Bpifile Dedicabory. 


Gratias tibi maximas Catullus 

Agit, peſſimus omnium Poeta; 
Tanto peſſimas omnium Poeta, 
Quanto tu optimus omnium Patronus. 


I have ſeen an Epiſtle of Fleckno's to a Noll 
man, who was by ſome extraordinary Chance 
Scholar; (and you may pleaſe to take notice 
the way, how natural the connection of Though 
is betwixt a bad Poet and Flecknro) where he he 
gins thus: Quatuordecim jam elaꝑſi ſunt anni, dt 
his Latin, it ſeems, not holding out to the el 
of the Sentence; but he endeavour'd to tell hi 
Patron, betwixt two Languages which he unde: 
ſtood alike, that it was fourteen Years fince he 
had the Happineſs to know him; *tis juſt ſo long, 
and as happy be the Omen of Dulneſs to me, y 
it is to ſome Clergy-men and States-men, (inc 
your Lordſhip has:known that there is a wok 
Poet remaining in the World, than he of ſcands 
lous Memory who left it laſt. 1 might inlay 
upon the Subject with my Author, and aſſure oy 
that J have ſerv'd as long for you, as one of ti 
Patriarchs did fog his Old Teſtament Miſtres: 
But 1 leave thoſe Flonriſhes, when. eccaſion ſhall 
| ſerve, for a greater Orator to uſe, and dare oll 
tell you, that I never paſs'd any part of my Lit 
with greater Satisfaction or Improvement to Ml) 
ſelf, than thoſe Years which 1 have liv'd in tht 
Honour of your Lordſhip's Acquaintance, {fl 
may have only the time abated when the public 
Service calld you to another part of the World 
which in imitation of our florid Speakers, I might 
(it I durſt preſume upon the Expreflion) call the 
Parent beſit of my Life, - wy 


The Epiſtle Dedicdtory. 
That I have always honour'd you, I ſuppoſe 
| need not tell you at this time of Day; for you 

now | ſtaid not to date my Reſpects to you 
rom that Title which now you have, and to 
hich you bring à greater Addition by your Me- 
it, than you receive from it by the Name; but 
am proud to let others know how long it is 
hat I have been made happy by my knowledge 
ff you, becauſe I am ſure it will give me a Re- 
tation with the preſent Age, and with Poſteri- 
J. And now, my Lord, 1 know you are afraid, 
eſtl ſhould take this occaſion, which lies ſo fair 
or me, to acquaint the World with ſome of thoſe 
Wxcellencies which I have admir'd in you; but 
have reaſonably conſider'd, that to acquaint the 
World, is a Phraſe of a malicious Meaning : For 
t would imply, that the World were not alrea- 
ly acquainted with them. You are ſo generally 
own to be above the meanneſs of my Praiſes, 
hat you have ſpar'd my Evidence, and ſpoiPd 
y Complement: Should I take for my com- 
non places, your knowledge both of the old and 
he new Philoſophy, ſhould I add to thefe your 
Skill in Mathematicks, and Hiſtory, and yet far- 
her, your being converſant with all the ancient 
\uthors of the Greek and Latin Tongues, as well 
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ou with the Modern, I ſhould tell nothing new 
Li: Wo Mankind; for when I have once but nam'd 
o ou, the World will anticipate all my Commen- 
n the Wations, and go fafter before me than I can fol- 


If! 
zblick 
'orld, 
night 
Il the 


That 


ow, Be therefore ſecure, my Lord, that your 
wn Fame has freed it ſelf from the danger of 
i Panegyrique, and only give me leave to tell 
jou, that 1 value the Candour of your Nature 
nd that one Character of Friendlineſs, and if i 
May have leave to call it, Kindneſs in TO. 
ore 


The Epiſile Dedicate, 
fore all thoſe other which make you conlideryy 
in the Nation, 


Some few of our Nobility are learned, 20 
therefore I will not conclude an abſolute Conty, 
dition in the Terms of Nobleman and Scholg; 
but as the World goes now, tis very hard 9 
redicate one upon the other; and tis yet mon 
ficult to prove, that a Nobleman can he 
riend to Poetry: Were it not for two or thr 
ſtances in Mhiteball, and in the Town, th 
Poets of this Age would find ſo little Incoutq 
meat for their Labours, and ſo few Underſtand 
ers, that they might haye leifure to turn Pamphle 
teers, and augment the number of thoſe boni 
nable Scriblers, who in this time of Licence: 
buſe the Preſs, almoſt every Day, with Nonſeak, 
and railing againſt the Government. 


It remains, my Lord, that I ſhould give ut 
ſome account of this Comedy, which you han 
never ſeen, becauſe it was written and add in 
your abſence, at your Government of Jama 
'T was. intended forian honeſt Satyr againſt ou 
crying Sin of Keeping; how it would have ſu 
ceeded, I can but gueſs, for it was permitted i 
be acted only thrice. The Crime for which i 
ſuffer d, was that which is objected againlt th 
Satyrs of Juvenal, and the Epigrams of Catullu, 
that it expreſs'd too much of the Vice wiich i 
decry'd : Your Lordſhip knows what Aviv 
was return'd by the elder of thoſe Poets, wack 
I laſt mention'd, to his Accuſers. 


Caſtum eſſe decet pium Poetam 


Ii. Verſienlos vibil necefe e: 


Ou 


— — 


The Epifile Dedicatury; 
Oui tam denique. habent ſalem ac leporens, 
i wollen. o param pudici. * N 


But 1 dare not make that Apology for my ſelf, 
and therefore have taken a becoming Care, that 
thoſe things which. affended on the Stage, ir 
de either alter'd, or omitted in the Preſs: For 
heir Authority is, and ſhall be ever ſacred to me, 
as much abſent as preſent, and in all Alterati- 
ons of their Fortune, who for thoſe Reaſons 
have ſtopp'd its farther Appearance on the Thea- 
te. And whatſoever hinderance it has been to 


e. 

5 e, in point of Profit, many of my Friends can 
hle car me witneſs, that I have not once murmur- 
10d againſt that Decree. The ſame Fortune once 


hippen'd to Moliere, on the oeeaſion of his Tar- 
fe; which notwithſtanding afterwards has ſeen 
the Light, in a Country more Bigot than ours, 
and is accounted amongſt the beſt Pieces of that 
poet. 1 will be bold enough to ſay, that this 
omedy is of the firſt Rank of thoſe which 1 
have written, and that Poſterity will be of my 
Opinion. It has nothing of particular Satyr in 


| cor: For whatſoever may have been pretended by 
oc. {ome Criticks in the Town, I may ſafely and 
.d of olemnly affirm, that no one Character has been 
chi cdtawn from any ſingle Man; and that I have 
} tre known ſo many, of the ſame Humour, in every 
lis Folly which is here expos'd, as may ſerve to 


warrant it from a particular Reflection. It was 
une brinted in my abſence from the Town, this Sum- 
non Wer, much againſt my Expectation, otherwiſe I 
I bad over-look'd the Preſs, and been yet more 
Careful. that neither my Friends ſhould have had 
the leaſt occaſion of Unkindneſs againſt me, nor 
Wy Enemies of upbraiding me; but if it live 10 
Ou 4 


The Epiſle Dedicatory. 
a ſecond Impreſſion, I will faithfally perform 
what has been wanting in this. In the mem 
time, my Lord, 1 recommend it to your Probe 
Qion, and beg I may keep till that place in you 
Favour which I have hitherto enjoy'd ; and whit 
I ſhall reckon as one of the greateſt Bleſſing 
which can befal, | | 


Ay LORD, 


4 


Your Lordfhip's moſt Obedient, 


Faithful Servant, 


Joun Dxvbii 


PR0- 


(1 
cad 
te · 
Our 


RO LO GU E. 
Rue Wit has * its beſt Days long ago, 
1; Her lob up, ſince we were dipt in Show: 


Jen Senſe in Dogrel Rhimes and Clouds was loft, 


lich 


| 4 Dulneſs flonrifh'd at the Actors coſt. 
0p 


laßt it here; when Tragedy was done, 

w and Humour the ſame Fate have run; 
comedy is ſunk to Trick and Pun. 

w aur Machining Lumb er will not ſell, 

| you no longer care for Heav'n or Hell; 

hat Stuff will pleaſe you next, the Lord can tell. 
them, who the Rebellion firſt began 

Wit, reſtore the Monarch if they can; 

r Author dares not be the firſt bold Man. 

, like the prudent Citizen, takes care 6 
keep for better Marts his Staple Ware, 

Is are good enough for Sturbridge Fair. 
ricks were the Faſhion; if it nom be ſpent, 
time enough at Faſter to invent; 

Man will make up à new Suit for Lent: 

ww and then he takes a ſmall Pretence 

forage for a little Wit and Senſe, 

ay Pardon him, he meant you 10 Offence. 

ext dummer Noſtradamus tells, they ſay, 

a all the Criticks ſhall he ſhipt away, 

hd not enow be left to damn a Play. 

every Sail beſide, good Heav'n be kind; 

drive away that Swarm with ſuch a Wind, 
bat not one Locuſt may be left behind, 


E 


(0. 


Dramas 


Aldo, an honeft, good - natur'd, free hearted 
Gentleman of the Town. 

Woodall his Son, under a, falſe Name; btel 
broad, and new return'd from Travel. 

Limberbam, a tame, fooliſh. Keeper, perſuaded} 
what is laſt ſaid to him, and changing ng 
Word. 

Brainfict, a Husband, who being well conceiy 
of himſelf, deſpiſes his Wife: Vehement ai 
Eloquent, as he thinks; but indeed a Talkad 
Nonſenſe, | 

Gervaſe, WoodalPs Man: Formal, and apt to g 

good Counſel, 

Giles, Woeodail's caſt Servant. 


WOMEN: 


Mrs. Saintly, an Hypoeritical, Fanatick, Lui 
lady of the Boarding-Hopſe, _ 

Mrs. Trickſy, a Termagant kept Miſtreſs. 

Mrs. Pleaſance, ſuppos'd Daughter to Mrs, Sant 
Spightful and Satyrical; but ſecretly in Lott 
with Woodall. | 5 

Mrs. Brainſich. 

Fadith, a Maid of the Houſe. - 
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S CEN E, A Boarding- Houſe in Town 
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IMB ERH A N; 
OR, THE | 
KIND KEEPER. 


ACTI $CENET 


N 
2 


2 K L * U ET, 


ECN E, An open Garden-Houſe.; @: 
Table in it, and Chairs. | 


Enter Woodall and Gervaſe. 


WOOD ALL. | 
id che Footman receive the Trunks, 


Pad Portmantua; and fee em plac d in the 
Lodging you have taken for me; while 
| walk a turn here in the Garden. + 

S Gemv. Tis already order'd, Sir: But they 
are like to ſtay in the outer Room, till the 
iſtreſs of the Houſe return from Morning Exerciſe. 

Hood. What, ſhe's gone to the Pariſh ch, it ſeems, 
her Devotions. | . 
Gerv, No, Sir; the Servants have inform'd me, that 


n 


284 LIMBERHAM; Or, 
houſe; where they pray for the Government, and ,,, 
ctiſe againſt the Authority of it. 
Mood. And haſt thou trepan d me into a Tabernac y 
the Godly ? Is this Pious Boarding- houſe a Place for mt 
thou wicked Varlet ? | | 
Gerv. According to human Appearance, I muſt 
'fels, tis neither fit for you, nor you for it; but, hy 
Patience, Sir, matters are not ſo bad as they may {wn 
There are pious Bawdy-houſes in the World, or Cong 
ticles would not be ſo much frequented: Neither ; 
impoſſible, but a devout Fanatick-Landlady of a Buy 
ing-houſe may be a Bawd. | 

Wood. Ay, to thoſe of her own Church, I grant jy, 

Gervaſe; but I am none of thoſe. 

Gerv. If I were worthy to read you a Lecture int 

Myſtery of Wickedneſs, I would inftru& you firſt inth 
Art of ſeeming Holineſs: But, Heav'n be thank'd, jy 
have a toward and pregnant Genius to Vice, and nt 
not any Man's Inſtruction; and I am too good, I thu 
my Stars, for the vile Employment of a Pimp. 
Mood. Then thou art c en too good for me; a wut 
Man will ſerve my Turn. 

Gerv, I call your Conſcience to Witneſs, how often! 
have given you wholeſome Counſel; how often I han 
| aid to you, with Tears in my Eyes, Maſter, or Malt 

2 0 

Mood. Mr. Woodall, you * * that's my nom de guent: 
You know I have laid by Aldo, for fear that Name ſhou 
bring me to the Notice of my Father. 

Gerv, Cry you mercy, good Mr: Woodall. How oft 

have I ſaid, Into what” Courſes do you run! Vour fr 
ther ſent you into France at twelve Years old, bred jo 


an 
up at Paris; firſt, in a College, and then at an 2 

At the firſt, inſtead of running through a Courſe of Þ v 
loſophy, you ran through all the Bawdy-houſes in Tom C 


At the latter, inſtead of managing the great Horſe, you 
exercis d on your Maſter's Wife. What you did in 64. te 
many, I know not; but that you beat em all at ther R 
own Weapon, Drinking, and have brought home a 60 
let of Plate from Munſter, for the Prize of ſwallow 
a Gallon of Rheniſh more than the Biſhop. Wa 
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Mol. Gervaſe, thou ſhalt be my Chronicler, thou 
t none of my Heroick Actions. 

Serv. What a Comfort are you like to prove to your 
4 Facher! You have run a Campaigning among the 
auh theſe laſt three Years, without his Leave; and, 
ww he ſends for you back, to ſettle you in the World, 
d marry you to the Heireſs of a rich Gentleman, of 
hom he had the Guardianſhip, yet you do not make 
ur Application to him. 

od. Prithee, no more. | 
Gerv. You are come over, have been in Town above 
Week Incognito, haunting Play-houſes, and other Places; 
Vhich for Modeſty I name not; and have chang'd your 
ame, from Aldo to Hoodall, for fear of being diſco- 
ed to him: You have not ſo much as inquir'd where 
e is lodg'd, though you know he is moſt commonly in 
dm: And laſtly, you have diſcharg'd my honeſt Fel- 
w-ſervant Giles, becauſe | 

hd, Becauſe he was too ſaucy, and was ever offer- 
ne to give me Counſel: Mark that, and tremble at his 
deſtiny, - | | 

"= I know the Reaſon why I am kept: Becauſe 

you cannot be diſcoyer'd by my Means; for you took 
me up in France, and your Father knows me not. 
Wood, I muſt have a Ramble in the Town: When I 
nave ſpent my Mony, I will grow dutiful; ſee my Fa- 
her, and ask for more. In the mean time, I have be- 
held a handſome Woman at a Play, I'm falln in Love 
with her, and have found her eaſie: Thou, I thank thee, 
haſt trac'd her to her Lodging in this Boarding-houſe, 
and hither J am come to accompliſh my Deſign. 

Gerv. Well, Heay*n mend all. I hear our Landlady's 
Voice without; [Noiſe.] and therefore ſhall defer my 
Counſel to a fitter 'Seaſon. | | 
Wood, Not a Syllable of Counſel: The next Grave Sen- 
| Gr BE tence, thou marcheſt after Giles. Woodall's my Name: 


the BE Remember that. 
Gob : Enter Mrs, Saintly, 
4 Is this the Lady of the Houſe? 


Gerv. 
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Zeal firſt taught the Art of Kiſſing cloſe. [Salyyj 


Name? 


3s Grace in your Countenance, 


boaſt. | 


are you? 


She means, of what Religion are you? 


_ -Lodgings are ready, and your Man may place 'em, it! 


% 
— 


286 LIiMBERHAM:; Or, 
Gerv. Yes, Mr. Woodall, for want of a better, 3 
will tell you. | 5 
Wood. She has a notable Smack with her! 1 jg 


Saint. You're welcome, Gentleman. 'Moogall i; . 


mood. call my ſelf fo. = 
Saint. You look like a ſober diſcreet-Gentleman; th 


Mood. Some ſprinklings of it, Madam: We mil! 
Saint. Verily, boaſting is of an evil Principle. 

Mood. Faith, Madam * 

Saint. No Swearing, I beſeech you. Of what chr 


Mood. Why, of Covent-Garden Church, I think, 
Gerv. How lewdly and ignorantly he Anſwers|[4 


Wood. O, does ſhe ſo? Why, I am of you | 
ligion, be it what it will, I warrant it a right one: 
[not ſtand with you for a Trifle ; Presbyterian Inuit 
Anabaptiſt, they are all of em too good for us, unkk1 
had the Grace to followy em, | 
Saint. I ſee you are ignorant; but -yerily, you 1 
new Veſſel, and I may kalen you. I hope you don 
uſe the Pariſh-Church. 
Food. Faith, Madam (Cry you mercy; I Ny 
again!) I have been in England but five Days, 
Saint. I find a certain Motion within me to this you 
Man, and muſt ſecure him to my ſelf, cer he {ee 
Lodgers. [ Aſide.] O, ſeriouſly, I had forgotten; 
Trunk and Portmantua are ſtanding in the Hall: Yal 


f. 


pleaſe, while you and I confer together. 
Wood. Go, Gervaſe, and do as you are directed. 4 
"Saint, In the firſt Place, you muſt know, we Ut 
Company of our ſelves, and expect you ſhould live Ol 
formably and lovingly amongſt us. | 


l; 


Wa 


1 * 
9 


The Kind KEE ER. 28, 
pod. There you have hit me. I am the moſt loving 
nt ſhall be conformable to all of you. POTS 
gant. And to me eſpecially. Then, I hope, you're 

o keeper of late Hours. | Ws: 

Hrod. No, no, my Hours are very early; betwixt 
bee and four in the Morning, commonly. 

Saint. That muſt be amended: But to remedy the In- 
onvenience, I will my ſelf fit-up for you. I hope, you 


2 


voud not offer Violence to me? 3 | 

Mood. T think I ſhould not, if I were ſober. 

Saint, Then, if you were overtaken, and ſhould offer 
jolence, and I conſent not, you may do your filthy 
pert, and I am Blameleſs. 5 

Hud. [Afide.] I think the Devil's in her; ſhe has given 
e the hint again. Well, it ſnall go hard, but I will of- 
fer Violence ſometimes; will that content you? 

Saint, J have a Cup of Cordial Water in my Cloſet, 
which will help to ſtrengthen Nature, and to carry off a 
Debauch: I do not invite you thither; but the Houſe 
will be ſafe a Bed, and Scandal will be avoided. 
Mod. Hang Scandal; I am above it, at thoſe times. 
Saint. But Scandal is the greateſt Part of the Offence ; 
WT you muſt be ſecret, And 3 you of another 
1 ching; there are, beſides my ſelf, two more young Wo- 
men in my Houſe. | | : 

Wood. | Aſide.) That, beſides her ſelf, is a cooling Card. 
Pray, how young are they? _ bo 

Saint. About my Age: Some eighteen, or twenty, or 
jou chereabouts. 3 | | 5 | 
fee n Hood. Oh! very good! Two more young Women be- 
hides your ſelf, and both handſome? _.. . 11 

Saint. No, verily, they are painted Out- ſides; you muſt 
not caſt your Eyes upon em, nor liſten to their Conyer- 
lation: You are already choſen for a better Work. 

Wood. I warrant you, let me alone: I am choſen, I. 

Saint. They are a Coup'e of alluring wanton Minxes. 

Wood, Are they very alluring, ſay you? very wanton? 

Saint, You appear exalted, when I mention thoſe Pit- 
fals of Iniquity, | 


Wood, 


your precious Soul. 


ſuch a time, I am horribly given to it. 


you a little better; and yet, methinks, you ſhould 0 


 LiMBERHAM: Or, 
mood. Who, I exalted? Good Faith, I am as ſobe, 


Melancholy poor Soul! 
Saint, 1 ſee this abominable Sin of Swearing is roy 
in you. Tear it out; oh tear it out; it will def 


Wood. 1 find we two ſhall ſcarce agree: I muſt 
come to your Cloſet when I have got a Bottle; fo; 


Saint. Verily, a little Swearing may be then alloyy 
You may {wear you love me, tis a lawful Oath; jy 
then, you muſt not look on Harlots. 

Wood, I muſt wheedle her, and whet my Com 
firſt on her; as a good Muſician always preludes beſot 
Tune, Come, here's my firſt Oath, [Embracing l 

| J 

Aldo. How now, Mrs. Saintly ! what work haye w 
here towards ? ; | | 

Wood. [ Aſide.) Aldo, my own natural Father, asIlis 
J remember the Lines of that hide-bound Face: Dos 
lodge here? if he ſhould know me, I am ruin, 

Saint, Curie on his coming! he has diſturb d us 4d 
Well, young Gentleman, I ſhall take a time to ini 
you better. 5 | 

Wood. You ſhall find me an apt Scholar, 

Sai. I muſt go abroad upon ſome Buſineſs; but u 
member your Promiſe, to carry your ſelf ſoberly, u 
without ſcandal in my Family; and ſo I leave yout 
this Gentleman, who is a Member of it. Ex. din 

Aldo. | Aſide.) Before George, a proper Fellow, and 
Swinger he ſhould be, by his make! the Rogue woul 
hind a Whore, I warrant him ! You are an, 
amongſt us moſt heartily welcome, as I may fi. 

Mood. AlPs well: He knows me not ——Sir, yol 
Civility is obliging to a Stranger, and may befriend ms 
in the Acquaintance of our Fellow-lodgers. 

Aldo. Hold you there, Sir: I muſt firſt underſtand 


true to Love. 
Mood. Drinking and Wenching, are but lips of Youth: 
I had thoſe good Qualitics from my Father, " 


— 
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] Aldo, Thou, Boy! Aha, Boy! a true Trojan, I warrant 
ee! | Hugging him.] Well, I fay no more; but you are 
Wh Bona Roba's / 3 | 
Food, One I know indeed; a Wife: But Bona Roba's 
you? ps 5 : 
Fr I ſay, Bona Roba's in the Plural Number. 


ll not make my ſelf drunk with the Conceit of ſo 


41 a poor unworthy Sinner. 

Allo. Wou'd I lie to my Friend? Am Ia Man! Am I 
hriſtian ? There is that Wife you mention'd, a delicate 
tle wheedling Devil, with ſuch an Appearance of Sim- 
ity; and with that ſhe does ſo undermine, ſo fool her 
nceited Husband, that he deſpiſes her BS 
Mood. Juſt ripe tor Horns: His deſtiny, like a Turk's, 
written in his Forehead. ws 
e. Peace, Peace, thou art yet ordain'd for greater 
ings, There's another too, a kept Miſtreſs, a brave 
ping Jade, a two-handed Whore! 

Mood. A kept Miſtreſs too! my Bowels yearn to her 
We:dy : She's certain Prize. | p 
b. But this Lady is ſo Termagant an Empreſs! and 
ut u o ſubmiſſive, ſo tame, ſo led a Keeper, and as proud 
his Slavery, as a Frenchman : I am confident he dares 
you to find her Falſe, for fear of a Quarre] with her; be- 
ne he is ſure to be at the Charges of the War; ſhe 

ows he cannot live without her, and therefore ſeeks 

wo aſons of Falling out to make him purchaſe Peace. I 
ee ſhe's now aiming at a Settlement. 

y . %. Might not Lal you one civil Queſtion? How 

„ jou you your Time in this noble Family ? for 1 find you 

nd 0 2 Lover of the Game, and I ſhould be loath to hunt in 


* 


ur Purliews. : | 
erf. 1 muſt firſt tell you ſomething of my Condi- 
ould þ Lam here a Friend to all of *em ; I am their Fac- 
m, do all their Buſineſs ; for, not to boaſt, Sir, I am 
Youth lan of general Acquaintance; There's no News in 
wn, either Foreign or Domeſtick, but J have it firſt; 
Vor. IV. ö N no 


hted into ſuch a Family, ſuch Food for Concupiſcence, 
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Hood. Why, what a Turk Mahomet ſhall I be! No, I 


uch Joy : The Fortune's too great for mortal Man, 


bo. 
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no Mortgage of Lands, no Sale of Houſes, but ] hy 
Finger in em. * 
Mood. Then, I ſuppoſe, you are a Gainer by yy 
Pains. | 

Aldo, No, I do all gratis, and am moſt commonh 4 
Loſer; only a Buck ſometimes from this good Lond, 
that gocd Lady in the Country: And I eat it not ly 
I wil have Company. | 

Hood. Pray, what Company do you invite? 

Aldo. Peace, peace, I am coming to you: Why, 0 
muſt know I am tender. natur d; and if any una 
Difference have ariſen betwixt a Miſtreſs and her (; 
lant, then I ſtrike in to do good Offices betwixt en 
and, at my own proper Charges, conclude the Qun 
with a reconciling Supper. 

Wood, I find the Ladies of Pleaſure are beholden 


u. | 
Aldo. Before George, I love the poor little Devil, 
am indeed a Father to em, and fo they call me: In 
em my Counſel, and aſſiſt em with my Purſe. I a 
not ſee a pretty Sinner hurry'd to Priſon by the Lat 
- Pirats, but Nature works, and I muſt Bail her: Or wa 
a Supper, but I have a Couple of cram'd Chickens 
Cieam Tart, and a Bottle of Wine to offer her. 

Mood. Sure you expect ſome kindneſs in return. 

Aldo. Faith, not much: Nature in me is #low | 
ter- mark; my Body's a Jade, and tires under me; jt 
love to ſmuggle ſtill in a Corner; pat em down, 4 
pur over em; but, after that, I can do 'em little hun. 

Hood. Then I'm acquainted with your Buſineſs: 1 
would bea Kind of Deputy-fumbler under me. 

Aldo. You have me right. Be you the Lion, to( 
vour the Prey, I am your Fack-Call, to provide i k 
you : There willbe a Bone for me to pick. 

Food. Your Humility becomes your Age. For! 
Part, I am vigorous, and throw at all. | 
Ado. As right as if J had begot thee ! Wilt thou g 
me leave to call thee Son ? 

Mood. With all my Hear, 4 

Lo. Ha, mad Son! _ 
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bod. Mad Daddy! | 2 

Alo. Your Man told me, you were juſt return'd from 

wel: What Parts have you laſt viſited ? 

pod. 1 came from France. | Fx. 

1%. Then, perhaps, you may have known an ungra- 

jus Boy of mine there. E 

Ml. Like enough: Pray, what's his Name?) 

{ldp. George Aldo. 

1d. I muſt confeſs I do know the Gentleman; fatis- 

your {elf, he's in Health, and upon his Return. 

do, That's ſome Comfort: But, I hear, a very 

gie, a lewd young Fellow. 1 

bod. The worſt I know of him is, that he loves 

Yench ; and that good Quality he has not ſtoln. 

[Muſick at the Balcony over-head : Mrs, Trickſy and 
judith appear. 

KI there's Muſick above. 


1b, Io. 'Tis at my Daughter Trickſy's Lodging, the kept 
[ on refs 1 told you of, the Laſs of Mettle : But tor all 
10 carries it ſo high, I know her Pedigree; her Mo- 


uth, as right as ſhe is. | 
ſod, Then ſhe's a two-pil d Punk, a Punk of two 
ſcents, 

Aldo, And her Father, the Famous Cobler, who taught 
mgbams to the Black-birds. How ſtand thy Affecti- 
to her, thou luſty Rogue ? 

0, . All o'fire: A moſt urging Creature! 

. Peace! they are beginning, 


's a Semſtreſs in Dog and Bitch- Tard, and was, in her 


A SONG. 
1 


For 0 (3 Ainſt Keepers we Petition, 
Who wou'd-incloſe the Common : 
you f Tis enough to raiſe Se dition 
| In the Free born Subject Woman, 
Becauſe for his Gold, 
Im Body have ſold, | | 
N 2 | He 
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He thinks I'm a Slave for my Life, 
He rants, dommeers, . 
He ſwaggers and ſwears, 

And wou d keep me as bare as his Wife. 
*Gainſt Keepers we petition, &c. 

"Tis honeſt and fair, 

That a Fenſt I prepare ; 

But when his dull Appetite's o'er, 

Tl treat with the veſt 

Some welcomer Gueſt, 

For the Reck'ning was paid me before. 


Wood. A Song againſt Keepers! this makes wel ft 
us luſty Lovers. 

Trick. | Abbove.] Father, Father Aldo ! 

Aldo. Daughter Trickſy, are you there Child? yu 
Friends at Barnet are all well, and your dear Maſter Ln 
-berbam, that noble Hepheſtion, is returning with 'em, 

Trick. And you are come upon the Spur before, tox 
quaint me with the News. 

Aldo. Well, thou art the happieſt Rogue in a ki 
Keeper! He drank thy Health five Times, /xpernacl 
to my Son Brain ck; and dipt my Daughter Pleaſd 
little Finger, to make it go down more glibly : And, 
fore George, I grew tory rory, as they ſay, and trail 

a Brimmer through the Lilly-white Smock, i'faith. 

Trick. You will never leave theſe fumbling Trid 
Father, till you are taken upon Suſpicion of Manhood, 
have a Baſtard laid at your Door: I am ſure you wol 
Own it for your Credit. 1 | 

Aldo. Before George, I ſhould not ſee it ſtarve for i 
Mother's ſake : For, if ſhe were a Punk, ſhe was gov 
natur'd, I warrant her. 

Hood. ¶ Aſide.] Well, if ever Son was bleſt with 
Hopeful Father, I am. 

Trick, Who's that Gentleman with you ? 

Aldo. A young NMonſieur return'd from Travel; 2 
young Rogue; a true-mil'd Whoremaſter, with U 
cizht Stamp. He's a Fellow-lodger, incor porar I 
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city : For whoſe fake he came hither, let him tell 
2 Aſide.] Are you gloting already? then there's 


pes i faith. | 
Trick. You ſeem to know him, Father. 
Aldo. Know him! from his Cradle What's your 
lame ? 
Hood. Woodall. 
Aldo. Woodall of Woodall; J knew his Father; we 
ere Contemporaries, and Fellow-wenchers in our 
outh. | LT 
Wood. [Afide.] My honeft Father ſtumbles into truth, 
ſpioht of Lying. | 
Trick, I was juſt coming down to the Garden-houſe 
fore you came. | 
Aldo. I'm ſorry I cannot ſtay to preſent my Son N. 
to you; but I have ſet you together, that's enough 
Ir me. Exit: 
Hod. | Alone.) Twas my Study to avoid my Father, 
d I have run full into his Mouth; and yet I have a 
rong Hank upon him too, for I am private to as ma- 
y of his Virtues, as he is of mine. After all, if I had 
| Ounce of Diſcretion left, I ſhould purſue this Buſi- 
ſs no farther ; But two fine Women in a Houſe! Well, 
is reſoly'd, come what will on't, thou art anſwerable 
Ir al my Sins, old Aldo— | 
Enter Trickſy with a Box of Eſſences. 
Here ſhe comes, this Heir-Apparent of a Semſtreſs, 
d aCobler ! and yet, as ſhe's adorn'd, ſhe looks like any 
inceſs of the Blood. [Salutes her: 
Trick, ] Aſide. ] What a Difference there is between 
dis Gentleman, and my Feeble Keeper, Mr. Limberham ? 
les to my Wiſh, if he would but make the leaſt Ad- 
ances to me. Father Aldo tells me, Sir, you're a Tra- 
ler: What Adventures have you had in Foreign Coun- 


y 


les ? | 
Hood. I have no Adventures of my own can deſerve - 
our Curioſity ; but, now I think on't, I. can tell you: 
ne that hapned to a French Cavalier, a Friend of mine, at 


oli. 5 
N 3. 5 Trick-. 
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Trick. No Wars, I beſeech you: I am ſo weuy q 
Father Aldo's Lorrain and Crequy. | 

Wood. Then this is as you would defire it, a Lore 
Adventure. This French Gentleman was made a gy 
to the Dye of Tripoli ; by his good Qualities pain h 
Maſter's Favour ; and after, by corrupting an Emu 
was brought into the Seraglio privately, to ſee the Jy 
Miſtreſs. | 

Trick. This is ſomewhat ; proceed, {ſweet Sir. 

Wood. He was ſo much amaz'd, when he firſt belt 
her, leaning over a Balcone, that he ſcarcely dard tolj 
his Eyes, or ſpeak to her. 

Trick. | Aſide.) 1 find him now. But what folly 
of this dumb Interview ? 

Mood. The Nymph was gracious, and came down 
him; but with ſo Goddeſs-hke a Preſence, that the you 
Gentleman was Thunder-ſtruck again. 

Trick. That ſavour'd little of the Monſieurs Gallanty 
eſpecially when the Lady gave him Incouragement, 

Mood. The Gentleman was not {6 dull, but he unde 
ſtood the Favour, and was preſuming enough to tri 
ſhe were Mortal: He advanc'd with more Aſſurad 
and took her fair Hands: Was he not too bold, Madan 
and would not you have drawn back yours, had jt 
been in the Sultana s Place? | 

Trick. If the Sultana lik'd him well enough to con 
down into the Garden to him, I ſuppoſe ſhe came w 
thither to gather Noſegays. 

Wood. Give me leave, Madam, to thank you, in n 
Friends behalf, for your fayourable Judgment. [ Kiſe 
Hand] He kiis'd her Hand with an exceeding In 
port; and finding that ſhe preſt his at the fame inf 
he proceeded with a greater Eager neſs to her Lips: bil 
Madam, the Story wou'd be without Life, unlels j0 
give me leave to act the Circumſtances. [ Kiſſes i 

Trick. Well, I'll ſwear you are the moſt Natural H 
ſtorian | | ; 
mood. But now, Madam, my Heart beats with Jof 
| When I come to tell you the {weeteſt Part of his 0 
venture: Opportunity was favourable, and Love Was 
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is Side; he told her, the Chamber was more private, 


4 a fitter Scene for Pleaſure. Then, looking on her 
ves, he found em languifhing; he faw her Cheeks 


ping. and heard her Voice faultring in a half denial : 
uc ſeizd her Hand with an amorous Ecſtaſie, and— 

uni . 1 [Takes her Hand. 
ic. Hold, Sir, you act your Part too far. Vour 


riond was unconſcionable, if he deſir d more Favours 

t the firſt Interview. | 

Hood. He both defir'd, and obtain'd 'em, Madam, and 

q will | 

[Nojſe.] Trick. Heavens! I hear Mr. Limberham's Voice: 

es return'd from Barnet. ; 

Hood. IIl avoid him. | | 

Trick. That's impoſſible ; he'll meet you. Let me 

tink a Moment: Mrs. Saintly is abroad, and cannot diſ- 

over you: Have any of the Servants ſeen you? 

Mood. None. 5 

Trick. Then you ſhall paſs for my Iralian Merchant of 

ſences: Here's a little Box of em juſt ready. 

1 Wood, But I ſpeak no Italian, only a few broken 
craps which I pick d up from Scaramouch and Harlequin 

Paris. | | | 

Tick. You muſt venture that: When we are rid of 

mberham, tis but ſlipping into your Chamber, throw- 

ng off your black Periwig, and Riding Suit, and you 

ome out an Engliſu- man. No more; he's here. 

| 1 Enter Limberham. . 

nm Limo, Why, how now, Pug? Nay, I muſt lay you 
ver the Lips, to take hanſel of em, for my Wel- 

ome, | 

Trice, [Putting him back.] Foh! how you ſmell of 

weat, Dear! | 

Limb, J have put my ſelf into this fame unſavory. - .- 


4 know, 
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know, he and I were lodg' d together) that, in my Cy, 
ſcience, I did ſo kiſs him, and 5 hug him in my Sey 

Trick. ] dare be ſworn twas in your Sleep; for, wha 
you are waking, you are the moſt honeſt, quiet 34, 
fellow, that ever lay by Woman. - | 

Limb. Well, Pug, all ſhall be amended ; I am cons 
home on purpoſe to pay old Debts. But who is that fans 
Fellow there? what makes he in our Territories? 

Trick, You Auph you, do you not perceive it is th 
Italian Seignior, who is come to ſell me Eſſences? 

Limb. Is this the Seignior ? I warrant you, tis he th 
Lampoon was made on. 

[Sings the Tune of Seignior, and ends with Ho, hy 

Trick. Prithee leave thy Foppery, that we may hae 
done with him. He asks an unreaſonable Price, and ye 
cannot agree. Here, Seignior, take your Trinkets, ad 
be gone. 1 1 

n bod. [ Taking the Box.] A Dio, Seigniora. 

Limb, Hold, pray ſtay a little, Seignior; a thing is 
come into my Head o'rh* ſudden. 

Trick. What wou'd you have, you eternal Sot? the 
Man's in haſte. | 
Limb. But why ſhould you be in your Frumps, Pup 
when I deſign only to oblige you? I muſt preſent you 
_ this Box of Eſſences; nothing can be too dear fot 
thec. | 

Trick. Pray let him go, he underſtands no Engliſh. 

Limb. Then how could you drive a Bargain wit 
him, Pug? | 

Trick, Why, by Signs, you Coxcomb. 

Limb. Very good! Then T1! firſt. pull him by tie 
Sleeve, that's a Sign to ſtay. Look you, Mr. Seignior, | 
would make a Preſent of your Eſſences to this Lady 
for I find I cannot ſpeak too plain to you, becaule you 
underſtand no Engliſh. Be not you Refractory now, 

but take ready Mony: That's a Rule. 
' Wood, Seignioro, non intendo Ingleſe. | 

Limb. This is a very dull Fellow! he ſays, he does not 
intend Engliſ. How much ſhall J offer him, Fug 


Trick, 
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Trick, If you will Preſent me, I have bidden him ten 
nineas. „ VVV 
Limb. And, before George, you bid him fair. Look: 
pu, Mr. Seignior, I will give you all theſe, 1, 2, 3, 4. 
6, 7, 8, 9, and 10. Do you ee, Seignior? 

Wood, Seignior, Si. | Ss . 
Limb. Lo you there, Pug, he does ſee. Here, will: 
hu take me at my Word? | 5 
Hood. [Shrugging up.] Troppo poco, troppo poco. 

Limb. A poco, a poco! why, a Pox o you too, and you 
to that. Stay, now I think on't, I can tickle him 
with French; he'll underſtand that ſure. Monſieur, 
wiz vous prendre ces dix Guinnees, pour ces Eſſences 8 
m foy Ceſt aſſex. 1 | 
Wood. Chi vala, Amici: Ho di Caſa! Taratapa, Tarata- 
eus, malou, meau [ID her.] I am at the End 
my Italian, what will become of me? 

Trick, [To him.] Speak any thing, and make it paſs for 
lian; but be ſure you take his Mony. 

Wood. Seignior, jo non canno takare ten Guinneo, poſſibil- 
we; 'tis to my loſſo. 

Limb. That is, Pug, he cannot poſſibly take ten Gui- 
es, tis to his Loſs: Now I underſtand him, this is al- 
oſt Engiefh. | „ 
Trick. _ away, you Fop: Tis a kind of Ligue: 
mea, as I have heard the Merchants call it; a certain 
mpound Language, made up of all Tongues, that paſſes 
rough the Levant. | 

Limb, This Lingua, what you call it, is the moſt rareſt 
guage, I underſtand it as well as if it were Engliſh 3: 
o ſhall ſee me anſwer him: Seignioro, ffay a littlo, and. 
Mer wello, ten Guinnio is monyo, à very con iderablo ſummo. 
Trick. Come, you ſhall make it twelve, and he ſhall 
ic it for my fake. | 

Limb. Then, Seignioro, for Pugſakio, ado two moro: 
due dame bon adviſe : preneæ viſtement : prenes. me à mon 
3 | 
Wood. Fo loſero molto: ma per gagnare it veſtro coſtumo. 
fem hanſello. 5 * : „ 4 


v 
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Limb. There is both Hanſello and Guinnio; take, tal der 
and ſo Good-morrow. | 1 
Trick. Good - morrowv, Seignior, I like your Spirits nd 
well; pray let me have all your Eſſence you can ſpare, ones, 
Limb. Come, Puggio, and let us retire in ſecreto, like Mori. 
Lovers, into our Chambro; for I grow impatient— 
Bon Matin, Monſieur, bon Matin & bon jour, 
[Exeunt Limberham and Tricth; 
Mood. Well, get thee gone, Squire Limberhamo, for tene 
exſieſt Foo] 1 ever knew, next my Naunt of Fairies in 
the Alciymiſt. 1 have eſcap'd, thanks to my Miſtrett 
Lingua Franca: IIl ſteal to my Chamber, ſhift my Pei 
wig and Cloaths; and then, with the help of reſty Gr 
_ concert the Bufineſs of the next Campaign, 
Father ſticks in my Stomach ſtill; but 1 am reſolydt 
be Woodall with him, and Aldo with the Women, [En 


A 


AC T  SCENEL 
Enter Woodall and Gervaſe. 


Mood. LI Itherto, ſweet Gervaſe, we have carry d Mu 
: ters {wimmingly: 1 have danc'd in a Net vhs. 
fore my Father, almoſt Check-mated the Keeper, reti 7 
to my Chamber undiſcoyer d, fhifted- my Habit, and ut 
come out an abſolute Mounſieur to allure the Ladies, Ho 

fits my Chedreux ? | 
Gerv. O very finely! with the Locks comb'd d 
like a Mare-maid's on a Sign-poſt, -We!', you think yt 
our Father may live in the fame Houſe with you 8h. 

Yooms-day, 0 — find you; or, when he has jou 

you, he will be kind enough not to conſider what a 1 ; 
perty you have made of him. My Employment 5nd 
an end; yqu have got a better Pimp, thanks to you'! 
x lial Raverence. the 
Mood. Prithee what ſhould a Man do with ſuch : co 
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der me; tis his Humour to fumble, and my Duty to 
ovide for his old Age: 5 1 

Cerv. Take my At A ws down o'your Marrow- 
nes, and ask Forgiveneſs; Eſpouſe the Wife he has 
ovided for you; lye by the fide of a wholeſome Woman, 
— 5 procreate your own Progeny in the fear of Heaven. 
Mod. J have no Vocation to it, Gervaſe- A Man of 
nſe is not made for Marriage; tis a Game, which 
tel one but dull plodding Fellows can play at well; and *tis 
& in natural to them, as Crimp is to a Dutch-man. 


rel Gerv. Think on't however, Sir; Debauchery is upca 
beast Legs in England: Witty Men began the Faſhion ; 
now the Fops are got into'r, tis time to leave it. 
7 Enter Aldo. 7 
"It Aldo, Son Woodall, thou vigorous young Rogue, I 
Err Wongratulate thy good Fortune; thy Man has told me the 


dyenture of the Italian Merchant. 
NI Word, Well, they are now retir'd together, like Rinal- 
| and Armida, to private Dalliance; but we ſhall find a 
me to ſeparate their Loves, and ſtrike in betwixt em, 
haddy: But I hear there's another Lady in the Houſe, 
y Landlady's fair Daughter; how came you to leave her 
ut of your Catalogue? x 
Aldo. She's pretty, I confeſs, but moſt damnably Ho- 
teſt; have a Care of her, I warm you, for ſhe's prying 
nd malicious. NF | 
Wood, A tang of the Mother; but I love to graff on 
uch a Crab-tree; ſhe may bear good Fruit another 
Lear. ; 
Aldo. No, no, avoid her: I warrant thee, young Alex- 
nder, | will provide thee more Worlds to conquer. 
6% v. [4/1de.] My old Maſter would fain paſs for Phi- 
lp of Macedon, when he is little better than Sir Pandarus 
I Trop, | 
Hood. IT you get this Keeper out of Doors, Father, 
and give me but an Opportunity — _ 
Aldo, Truſt my Diligence; I will ſmoak him out, as 
* Bees, but I Will make him leave his Honey- 
comb. — 26, . | 5 
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Gerv. [Aſide.] If T had a thouſand Sons, none of the 
Race of the Gervaſes ſhould ever be educated by the, 
thou vile old Satan. 

Aldo. Away Boy, fix thy Arms, and Whet, like che 
* e Boys, before a Charge: He ſhall bolt imme. 
diately. - | 

Wood, O, fear not the Vigorous five and twenty, 

Aldo. Hold, a Word 4 8 Thou ſaid'ſt my Son wW 
ſhortly to come over. | 

Mood. So he told me. 

Aldo. Thou art my Boſom Friend. | 

Gerv. [ Aſide.] Of an Hour's Acquaintance. 

Aldo. Be ſure thou doſt not Adoter my Frailties t 
the young Scoundrel: Twere enough te make the By 
my Maſter, I muſt keep up the Dignity of old Ag 
with him. | | I. 

Mood. Keep but your own Counſel, Father; for whit 
ever he knows, muſt come from you. 

Aldo. The Truth on't is, I ſent for him over; par 
to have marry'd him, and partly becauſe his vil anousBils 
came ſo thick upon me, that I grew . weary of the 
Charge. £47 - | | 

Gerv. He ſpar'd for nothing; he laid it on, Sir, 21 
have heard. | | | 

Mood. Peace, you lying Rogue; believe me, Sir, bating 
his neceſſary Expences of Women, which I know you 
would not have him want: In all things elſe, he wasthe 
beſt Manager of your Allowance; and, tho' I ſay it— 

Gerv. [ Aſide.) That ſhould not ſay it. 

Mood. The moſt hopeful young Gentleman in Paris. 
Aldo. Report ſpeaks otherwiſe. And before George, 1 
mall read him a Worm-wood Lecture, when ! ſee him, 
But Hark, IJ hear the Door unlock; the Lovers are com- 
ing out: I'Il ſtay here, to wheedle him abroad; but you 
muſt vaniſh. | 

Hood. Like Night and the Moon, in the Maids Trt- 
gedy: I into Miſt; you into Day. | 

| PT 2 Woodall and Gervale 
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Enter Limberham and Trickſy. _ 

Limb. Nay, but dear ſweet honey Pag, forgive me 

ut this once: It may be any Man's Caſe, when his De- 
es are too vehement. _ 

Trick. Let me alone; I care not. 

Limb. But then thou wilt not love me, Pug: | 

Aldo. How now Son Limberham ? there's no Quarrel 
awards, I _ : D | | 

Trick. You had beſt tell now, and make your {elf Ri- 

liculous! | | 5 

Iimb. She's in Paſſion: Pray do you moderate this 
matter, Father Aldo. 2 : 
Irik. Father Aldo! I wonder you are not aſham'd to 
| him ſo! you may be his Father, if the Truth were 
own. | | 
Aldo. Before George, 1 ſmell a Rat, Son Limberham: 1 
Joubt, I doubt here has been ſome great Omiſſion in: 
Love Affairs. | | „ 

Limb. think all the Stars in Heav'n have Try my 
vin, III look in my Almanack————— As I hope for 
Mercy 'tis croſs Day now. | | . 
Trick. Hang your pitiful Excuſes. Tis well known 
hat offers I have had, and what Fortunes I might have 
made with others, like a Fool as I was, to throw away 
y Youth and Beauty upon you. I could have had a 
young handſome. Lord, that offer'd me my Coach and: 
ix; beſides many a good Knight and Gentleman, that 

ould have parted with their own Ladies, and have ſet- 
led half they had upon me. vans Damp 
Limb. Ay, you ſaid ſo. | ; 
Trick, J {aid fo, Sir! who am I? is not my Word as 
good as yours? 

Limb. As mine, Gentlewomen? tho' I fay it, my 
Word will go for thouſands. | © 

Trick. The mere ſhame for you, that you have done 
no more for me: But I am refolv'd I'll not loſe my Time 
with you; Pl! part. 

Limb. Do, wo cares? Go to Dog and Bitch. yard, and 
lep your Mother to make Footmens Shirts. : 


Wick, I defie you, Slanderer, I defie you. 
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Aldo. Nay, dear Daughter! 
Limb. I defie her too. | 

Aldo. Nay, good Son! nt | | 
— Trick. Let me alone: III have him cudgeld by n 
Footman. . — 


it l 


| Enter Saintly. 
Saint. Bleſs us! what's here to do? My Neighbour 
willthink I keep a Neſt of unclean Birds here. 
Limb. You had beſt preach now, and make her Hoy 
be thought a Bawdy-houle, | | 
Trick., No, no: While you are in't, you'll ſecure j 
from that Scandal. ' Hark hither, Mrs. Saintly. hib 

Limb. Do, tell, tell, no matter for that. | 

Saint. Who would have imagin'd you had been ſuchi 
kind of Man, Mr. Limberham! O Heav'n, O'Heay'n, [Ex, 

Limb. So, now you have ſpit your Venom, and the 

Storm's over. 2 1 

Aldo. ¶Crying.] That I ſhould ever live to ſee thisDy! 

Trick. To ſhow J can live honeſt, in ſpight of all lla. 
Kind, I'll go into a Nunnery, and that's my Reſolution. 

Limb. Don't hinder her, good Father Aldo; I'm fare 
ſhe'll come back from France, before ſhe gets half wy 
o'er to Calais. | | 

Aldo, Nay, but Son Limberham, this muſt not be: 4 
Word in private. You'll never get ſuch another Woman, 
for Love nor Money. Do but look upon her; ſhe's 1 
Miſtreſs for an Emperor. 

Limb. Let her be a Miſtreſs for a Pope, like a Whore 
of Babylon, as ſhe 1s. 

Aldo. Would I were worthy to be a young Man, for 
her fake: She ſhould cat Pearl, if ſhe would have em. 

Limb. She can digeſt em, and Gold too. Let me tell 

you Father Aldo, ſhe has the Stomach of an Eſtrich. 

Aldo. Daughter Trickfy, a Word with you. At 

Trick. IIl hear nothing: I. am for a Nunnery. 

Aldo. I never ſaw a Woman, before you, but firſt or to 
laſt ſhe would be brought to Reaſon. Hark you Chil, WW C 
you'll ſcarcely find fo kind a Keeper: What if he he K 
{ſome Impediment one way? every Body is not a H. 
cules. You ſhall have my Son Woodall, to ſupply „ in 

9 5 
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its; but as long as he maintains you, be ruld by him 
'+ hears the Purſe. | | 


Limberham ſmging. 
1 my own Faylour was; my only Foe, 
Who did my Liberty forego; 
1 was A Pris ner, "cauſe I wound be ſo. 


Ado. Why, look you now, Son Limberham, is this a 
ng to be ſung at ſuch a time, when I am labouring 
our Reconcilement? Come Daughter Trickſy, you mult 
e ruld; 111 be the Peace-maker, | 
Irſck. No, I'm juſt going. 


ha Linb, The Devil take me, if I call you back. 
E. Trice, And his Dam take me, if I return, except you do. 
the Aldo. So, now you'll part, for a meer Pun&ilio! Turn 


o him, Daughter: Speak to her, Son: Why ſhould 
ſou be ſo refractory both, to bring my gray Hairs with 
orrow to the Grave ? > 4s DD 
Limb. Ill not be forſworn, I ſwore firſt. 
Trick. Thou art a forſworn Man however; for thou 
ſwor'ſt to Love me eternally. | | 
Limb. Yes, I was fucha Fool, to ſwear ſo. 
Aldo. And will you have that dreadful Oath lye gnaw- 
ing on your Conſcience? 

Trick, Let him be damn'd; and ſo farewel for ever. 

Limb. Pug. | : 

Trick, Did you call, Mr. Limberham 

Limb, It may be, Ay; it may be, No. 

Trick. Well, I am going to the Nunnery: But to ſhow 
lam in Charity, II pray for you, 5 

Aldo, Pray for him! fie, Daughter, fie; is that an 
Anſwer for a Chriſtian? 

Limb. What did Pug ſay? will ſhe pray for me? Well, 
tor to ſhow I am in Charity, ſhe ſkall not pray for me. 

Come back, Pug. But did I ever think thou coud'ſt 

| bs BW have been ſo unkind to have parted with me? [Cries 
= | _ Look you, Daughter, ſee how Nature works 
. * 


nts; Limb. 


3zo4 LIMBERRHAM; Or; 

Limb. Tl ſettle two hundred a Year upon thee, b 
cauſe thou ſaid'ſt thou wouldſt pray for me. 

Aldo. Before George, Son Limberham, you'llfpoil il, 
if you under-bid ſo. Come, down with your Duf, 
Man: What, ſhow a baſe Mind; when a fair Ladys h 
Queſtion. | . 

Limb. Well, if I muſt give three hundred. 

Trick. No, tis no matter; my Thoughts are on a he. 
6 | | 

Aldo. Come, there's no better Place, than little Loan 
You ſha'nt part for a Trifle, What, Son Limberhan 
four hundred a Year's a Square ſum, and you ſhall git 
It. 

Limb. Tis a round ſum indeed; I wiſh a three. co. 
ner d Sum would have ſervd her turn, Why ſhould you 
be ſo Pervicacious now, Pug ? Pray take three hundred... 
Nay, rather than part, Pg, it ſhall be ſo. [She frooy, 

Aldo. It ſhall be fo, it ſhall be ſo: Come, now uf, 
and Seal the Bargain. EE 

Trick, | Kiſing him] You ſee What a good-naturd 
Fool I am, Mr. Limberham, to come back into a wick 
ed World, for Love of you. Tou ſee the Writings 
drawn, Father ? n 

Aldo. Ay; and pay the Lawyer too. Why, this is as 
it ſhould be! Il be at the Charge of the reconciling Sup- 
per [ID her aſide.] Daughter, my Son Whodhall is wait 
ing for you “Come away, Son Limberham, to the 
Temple. 1 | 

Limb. With all my Heart, while ſhe's in a good Hu. 
mour: It would coſt me another hundred, if I ſhould 
ſtay till Pug were in wrath again. Adieu, ſweet Pug. 

3 Ex. Aldo and Limb. 

Trick. That he ſhould be fo filly to imagine I woud 
o into a Nunnery! 'tis likely; I have much Nuns Feſt 
about me. But here comes my Gentleman. 

| Enter Woodall, not ſeeing her. 1 

Hood. Now the Wife's return'd, and the Daughter 
too, and I have ſeen em both, and am more diſtracted 
than {cfore: I Would enjoy afl, and have not yer deter- 
min'd with which I ſhould begin. *Tis but a 8 a 
MIN C : Salts gy: 
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eroy-covetouineſs in me, to deſire ſo many; if 1 
nd gaping after Pluralities, one of em is in danger to 
made a Sine cure [Sees her.] O, Fortune has de- 
rind for me. Tis juſt. here, as it is in the World; 
e Miſtreſs will be ſerv'd before the Wife. 25 

Trice. How now, Sir? are you rehearſing your Lingus 
aica by your ſelf, that you walk ſo penſively? 25 

Word, No faith, Madam, I was thinking of the Fair 
dy, who at parting beſpoke ſo cunningly of me all 


am | Efences. 
| Trick, But there are other Beauties in the Houle; and 


ould be impatient of a Rival: For I am apt to be par- 
to my ſelf, and think I deſerve to be preter'd before 
J. { 2 

ol. Your Beauty will allow of no Competition, 
dam ſure my Love could make none. 12 5 | 
ck. Ves, you have ſeen Mis. Brainſick, ſhe's a Beauty. 
Hood. You mean, I ſuppoſe, the peaking Creature, the 
rry'd Woman, with a ſideling Look, as if one Check 
ryd more byaſs than the other? OS 
* Yes, and with a high Noſe, as viſible as a Land- 
Ar A . F _ 2 N 8 . | 5 
Mod. With one Cheek blue, the other red: Juſt like 
covering of Lambeth. Palace. . b- "ECP 
Mk. Nay, but her Legs, if you could ſee em — 
Word, She was fo fooliſh to wear ſhort Petticoats, and 
ow em. They are Pillars, groſs enough to ſupport a 
ger building ; of the Tea order, by my Troth. 
e And her little Head, upon that Jong Neck, ſhows 
ea Traitor's Scull upon a Pole: Then, for her Wit 
Wood. She can have none + There's not room enough 
a Thought to play in. 9 | 
Lick. I think indeed I may fafely truſt you with ſuch 
3 and you have pleas'd me with your Deſcription 
Hoa. T wiſh you would give me leave to pleaſe you 
er; but you tranſact as gravely with me as à Spani- 
l; and are loſmg Love, as be does Flanders: You confuder,- 
4225 when the Monarch is up in Arms, and at your 


Trick. 
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Trick. But to yield upon the firſt Summons, & ,, 
have laid a formal Siege To morrow may py 
a luckier Day to you. 

Mod. Believe me, Madam, Lovers are not to truſt 
morrow: Love may die upon our Hand, or Opporiyy 
ty be wanting; tis beſt ſecuring the preſent Hour, 

Trick. No, Love's like Fruit; it muſt have time} 
ripen on the Tree; if it be green gather'd, twill but y 
ther afterwards. 

Mood. Rather tis like Gun- powder; that which fy 


quickeſt, is commonly the ſtrongeſt — — By f 


burning Kiſs | 
Trick. You Lovers are ſuch froward Children, oy 
crying for the Breaſt; and, when you have once hl 
fall faſt aſlegp in the Nurſe's Arms —— —— Andy 
what Face ſhould I look upon my Keeper after it? 
Food. With the ſame Face that all Miſtreſſes look uy 
theirs. Come, come. _ 
Trick. But my Reputation! | 
Wood. Nay, that's no Argument, if I ſhould be ſo bl 
to tell; for Women get good Fortunes now-a-days, þ 
loſing their Credit, as a cunning Citizen does by Brel 
In 5 ö , , ' C 
rick. But l'm ſo ſhame-fac'd! Well, I'll go in, a 
hide my Bluſhes. - [Ext 
Wood. I'll noc be long after you; for I think I hunt 
hidden my Bluſhes where I ſhall never find em. 
Re-enter Trickſy. 
| Trick. As I live, Mr. Limberham and Father A it 


juſt return d; I ſaw em entring. My Settlement wil 
miſcarry, if you are found here: What ſhall we do? 


Mood. Go you into your Bed-chamber, and leave 1 
to my Fortune. 1 | 
Trick. That you ſhould be ſo dull! their Suſpicionml 
te as ſtrong ſtill; for what ſhould make you here? 
Wood. The curſe on't is too, I bid my Man tell the f 
mily I was gone abroad; ſo that if I am ſeen, you 
infallibly diſcover'd. | [Nuff 
Trick. Hark, I hear em! Here's a Cheſt which Iv 
row'd of Mrs. Pleaſauce; get quickly into it, and 19 
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K you up: There's nothing in't, but Cloaths of *r. 
ham's, and a Box of Writings. 
Mod. I ſhall be ſmother'd, 
Trick, Make haſte, for Heay'ns fake; they'll quickly be 
pne, A and then 
Mood. That then, will make a Man venture any thing. 
[He goes in, and fo locks the Cheſt. 
Enter Limberham and A 
Linh, Doſt thou not wonder, to {ſc me come again 
quickly Pug ? 
Trick, No, I am prepar'd for any fooliſh Freak of 
ours: 1 knew you would have a Qualm, when you 
me to Settlement. 
Limb, Your Settlement depends moſt abſolutely on 
gat Cheſt. 
Mm Father Aldo, a Word with you, for Heayen's 


2 No, no, I'll not whiſper: Do not ſtand in your 
wn Light, but produce the Keys, Daughter. 

Linb. Be not muſty, my pretty St. Peter, but produee 
he Keys; I muſt have the Writings out that concern 


by Settlement. | 
Tick, Now I ſee you are fo reaſonable, T'l] ſhow you 
dare truſt your Honeſty ; the Settlement ſhall be defer'd 
il another Day. 

Aldo. No deferring, in theſe Caſes, Daughter, 

Tick. But I have loſt the Keys. | 

Limb. That's a Jeſt! let me feel 1 in thy Pocket, for 1 
uſt oblige thee. 

Trick, You ſhall feel no Where: 1 have felt already 
nd am ſure they are loſt. | 

Aldo, But feel again, the Lawyer ſtays. 

Dick. Well, to ſatisfie you, I will feel — They. are 
ot here Nor here neither. 

[She pulls out her Handkerchief, and the * drop after 
it: Limberham takes em up. 

et Look you now, Pug ! who's in the Right? 
2 thou art _ to be a wy Pug, in eln Rig thy 
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Will, though I loſe my Settlement : Would I wee with 


God bleſs us all good Chriſtians. 
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Trick. [Afide.} O, I am ruin'd! — One Word, J 
ſeech you, Father Aldo. 
Aldo. Not a Syllable: What's the Devil in you, Day 
ter? Open Son, open. „ | : 
Trick. { Aloud.) It ſhall not be open'd; I will haye my 


g Kae MC with 
in the Cheſt, I would hold it dovn to ſpight wur 


again, would I were within the Cheſt, I would hy; 
fo faſt, you ſhould not open it. The beſt on't ig, thay 
good Incle on the Top of the Inſide, if he have theyi 
to lay hold on't, _ | 
Limb. Going to open it.] Before Gecige, I chiat wy 
have the Devil in a String, Pug; I cannot open it, f 
the Guts of me. Hidtius .Dodtins! what's here to 0) 1 
believe in my Conſcience, Pug can Conjure: Mary 
Aldo. Puſh hard, Son. | 
+ Limb. I cannot puſh; I was never good at puſhing: 
When I puſh, I think the Devil puſhes too. Wel! 
muſt let it alone, for I am a Fumbler. Here, take th 
Keys, Pug, 
Trick, | Aſide.] Then all's ſafe again. 
5 Enter Judith and Gervaſe. 
Ful. Madam, Mrs Pleaſance has ſent for the Cheſt ju 
borrowed of her. She has preſent Occaſion for it; al 
has deſir'd us to carry it away. | 
Limb. Well, that's but alba: If ſhe muſt have it, ft 
muſt have it. c | 
Trick. Tell her, it hall be return'd ſome time to dy; 
at preſent we muſt crave her Pardon, becauſe we hare 


1 

ſome Writings in it, which muſt firſt be taken oy _ 
when we can open it, re 
ky, Limb. Nay, that's but reaſon too: Then ſhe muſt t 
ve it. If 
Gerv. Let me come to't; I'll break it open, and u 
may take out your 9 a 5 f 
Limb. That's true: Tis but reaſonable it ſhould be hf 
A | | | 

| Trick. Then I may be bound to make good the Lok l 


Link 
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Inb. Tis unreaſonable it ſhould be broken open. 
Ado. Beforge George, Gervaſe and I will carry it away; 
1 Smith ſhall be ſent for to my Daughter Pleaſance's 
\.mber, to open it without damage. | 
Linb, Why, who ſays againſt it? Let it be carry'd; 
al for Reaſon, | 
Trick, Hold; J ſay it ſhall not ſtir. 
Aldo, What? every one muſt have their own: Fiat 
tia aut ruat Mundus. | 
Limb. Ay, fiat Fuſtitia Pug : She muſt have her own; 
r Fuſtitia is Latin tor Juſtice. Aldo and Gerv. lift at it. 
Ab. J think the Devil's in't. | 
Gerv. There's fomewhat bounces, like him, in't. *Tis 
ouy heavy; but we'll take Yother heave. 
Trick. [Taking hold of the Cheſt.) Then you ſhall carry 
e too. Help, murder, murder. | 
A confus'd gabbling among em. 

Enter Mrs. Saintly. 5 
Saint, Verily, L' think all Hell's broke looſe among you. 
hat, a Schilm in my Family ! Does this become the Pu- 
ty of my Houſe? What will the Ungodly fay ? 

Linb. No matter for the Ungodly; this is all among 
ur ſelves : For, look you, the Buſineſs is this. Mrs. Plea- 
ce has ſent for this fame Buſineſs here, which ſhe lent 
d Pug; now Pug has ſome private Buſineſs within this 
ufineſs, which ſhe would take out firſt, and the Buſi- 
4 not be open d: And this makes all the Bu- 
nels. 
. Verily, I am rais d up for a Judge amongſt you; 
nd I fay— | | : 
Trick, V\l have no Judge: It ſhall not go. | 
Aldo. Why Son, why Daughter, why Mrs. Saintiy; 
re you all mad? Hear me, I am ſober, I am diſcreet; - 
ta Smith be ſent for hither, let him break open the 
neſt; let the things contained be taken out, and the 
ning containing be reſtor'd. | 
Limb. Now hear me too, for I am ſober and diſcreet; 
ather Aldo is an Oracle: It ſhall be ſo. a 
Tick. Well, to ſhow I am reaſonable, I am content, 
r. Gervaſe and I will fetch an Inſtrument from the 


Linn. | next 
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310 LIMBERHAM; Or, 
next Smith; in the mean time, let the Cheſt ren, 
where it now ſtands, and let every one depart the Cha 
ber. | | 

Limb. That no Violence be offer'd to the Perſon d 
the Cheſt, in Pug's Abſence. | 

Aldo. Then this matter is compos'd, _ 

Trick [ 4{ide.| Now I ſhall have leiſure to inſtruq h 
Man, and ſet him free, without Diſcovery. Com - 
Mr. Gervaſe. [Exe. all bus Saint | 

Saint. There is a certain Motion put into my Min - 
and it is of good; I have Keys here, which a precigff 
Brother, a devout Black{mith, made me; and whig 
will open any Lock of the {ame Bore: Verily, it ene 
no Sin to unlock this Cheſt therewith, and take fron 
thence the Spoils of the Ungodly. I will fatife ny 
Conſcience, by giving part thereof to the Hungry, al 
the Needy; ſome to our Paſtor, that he may prone i 
lawful ; and ſome I will ſanctifie ro my own uſe. 

©, [She unlocks the Cheſt, and Woodall fart; y 
Mood. Let me imbrace you, my dear Deliverer! Bl 
us! is it you, Mrs Saiutly? [She ſrith, 

Saint. ¶ Shrieking.] Heav'n, of his Mercy! Stop Thie, 
ſtop Thief. 

Mood. What will become of me now ? 

Saint. According to thy Wickedneſs, ſhall it be dont 
unto thee. Have I diſcover'd thy Back ſlidings, thou 
unfaithful Man! thy Treachery to me ſhall be Rewarded 
verily; for I will Teſtifie againſt thee. 

Wood. Nay, ſince you are ſo Revengeful, you ſhall fuk 


fer your Part of the er if you teſtifie againſt me 5 
for Adultery, I ſhall teſtifie againſt you for Theft: Theres o. 
an Eighth for your Seventh. | [NP 


Saint. Verily, they are approaching: Return to my ef 
Imbraces, and it ſhall be forgiven thee. 

Wood. Thank you, for your own fake. Hark! the 
are coming! cry Thief again, and help to fave all yet. 
Saint, Stop Thief, ſtop Thief, | 4 
Wood. Thank you, for your own fake : but I fear i 
too late, 


Eta 
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Enter Trickſy and Limberham. | 
ick. [Entring. ] The Cheſt open, and Woodall diſco- 

, Jam ruin'd! | | 
Enter Limb. Why all this ſhrieking, Mrs Saintly ? 
od. [Ruſhing him down. ] Stop Thief, ſtop Thief! cry 
Mercy, Gentleman, if T have hurt you. | 
Limb. [Riſmg.] Tis a fine Time to cry a Man Mercy, 
hen you have beaten his Wind out of his Body. 
Sint, As I watched the Cheſt, behold a Viſion ruſhed 
rof it, on the ſudden; and I lifted up my Voice, and 


cia | 

jek'd. 
i Linb. A Viſion, Landlady; what, have we Gog and 
4 woe in our Chamber? 


Tick. A Thief, I warrant you, who had gotten into 
Cheſt, | 
ud. Moſt certainly a Thief: For hearing my Land- 
dy cry out, I flew from my Chamber to her help, and 
et him running down Stairs; and then he turn'd back 
the Balcony, and leapt into the Street. 

Limb. I thought indeed that ſomething held down the 
heſt, when I would have open'd: But my Wri- 
gs are there ſtill; that's one Comfort Oh Seig- 
yo, are you here! | gg 
Word. Do you ſpeak to me, Sir? 
Saint, This is Mr. Woodall, your new Fellow-lodger. 
Limb, Cry you Mercy, Sir; I durſt have ſworn you 
dud have ſpoken Lingua Franca thought in 
7 Conſcience, Pug, this had been thy Italian Mer- 
banto. 2H 5 

food. Sir, I ſee you miſtake me for ſome other : I 


wik hould te happy to be better known to you. 7 1 
my Limb, Sir, I beg your Pardon with all my Heart. 


defore George, I was caught again there! But you are ſo 
ery like a paltry Fellow, who came to ſell Pug Eſſences 
his Morning, that one would ſwear thoſe Eyes, and that 
ole and Mouth, belong'd to that Raſcal. 1 
Mood. You muſt Pardon me, Sir, if I don't much re- 
iſh the Cloſe of your Complement. | | 
Trick, Their Eyes are nothing like: (you'll have a 
barrel.) | 
Limb. 
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Limb. Not very like, I confeſs. 
| Trick. Their Noſe and Mouth are quite different. 
Limb. As Pug ſays, they are quite different indeed: Hy 


fe 


Mrs. 


J durſt have ſworn it had been he; and therefore M ha 
again, I demand your Fardono. Trick 

Trick. Come, let us go down; by this time Gifs: 2! 
has brought the Smith; and then Mrs. Plea/ace m ud. 


have her Cheſt. Pleaſe you, Sir, to bear us Compay, 
' Wood, At your Seryice, Madam, 
Limb. Pray lead the way, Sir. 
Wood. Tis againſt my Will, Sir: But I muſt leave n 
in Poflcflion. | f Ex 


ACT I. SCENE 1M: 
Enter Saintly and Pleaſance. 95 


Pleaſ. Ever fear it, Il be a Spy upon his Acton 
I he ſpall neither whiſper nor glote on ei 
ef em, but I'll ring him ſuch a Peal! h 
Saint. Above all things, have a Care of him your ſch K 
for ſurely there is Witchcraft betwixt his Lips: He ba B 
Wolf within the Sheepfold; and therefore I will beats 
elt, that you may at © Eu 
Pleaſ. Why ſhould my Mother, be ſo inquilitive avs, 
this Lodger ? I half ſuſpect old Eve her ſelf has a Mu 1 
to be nibling at the Pippin: He makes Lovc to one af h 
em, I am confident; it may be both; for methinks ſou 
{ould have done fo, if J had been a Man; but the damn 
PFetriccats have perverted me to Honeſty, and therefotel . 
have a grudge to him, for the Priviledge of his Scx. he | 
ſhuns me too, and that, vexes me; for though 1 wou 
deny him, I ſcorn he ſhould, not think me worth 2 BF" 


* 


vil. Queſtion, 


Re-, 


os 
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ter Woodall, with Trickſy, Mrs. Brainſick, Judith, 
and Muſick, 

Mrs, Brain. Come, your Works, your Works; they 

ll have the Approbation of Mrs. Pleaſance. a 

Tick. No more Apologies; give Judith the Words; ſhe 

os at ſight. : 

ad. II try my Skill. 


ASO NG from the ITALIAN. 


B a diſmal Cypreſs lying, | 
Damon cry d, all pale and dying, 
Kind is Death that ends my Pain, 

But crezel She I lou'd in vain. 

The Moſſy Fountains 

Murmur my Trouble, 

al Hollo:v Mountains 

My Groans redouble: 

Every Nymph mourns me, 

Tons while I langutſh; 

She only ſcorns ime, ; 

Who caus d my Anguiſh. 

ons No Love returning me, but all Hope denying ; 
ci / 2 mal Cypreſs lying, 

Lite a Swan, ſo ſung he dying: 

Kind is Death that ends my Pain, 

le 154 But cruel She I lov'd in vain. 


/ By theſe languiſhing Eyes, and thoſe Simagres of 
s we are given to underſtand, Sir, you have a Mi- 
in this Company: Come, make a free diſcovery 
ne rh of em your Poetry is to Charm; and put the o- 
unks ont of Pain. | f 
amt. No doubt twas meant to Mrs. Brainſick. 

5. Brain. We Wives are deſpicable Creatures: we 
it, Madam, when a Miſtreſs is in preſence. 
wou Why this Ceremony betwixt you? Tis a likely 


r Fellow, and looks as he coud People a new Iſle 
8 $, 4 n f 


U 


Re-, A v. IV. = Ms 
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Mrs. Brain. Twere a work of Charity to convert a6 
young Schitmatick, Ike you, if twere but to gin jul 
to abetter Opinion of the Government, 

Pleaſ. If Tam not miſtaken in you two, he has vol 
of Charity enough upon his hands already; but tis ai 
I ng Soul, III warrant him, eager upon the Quarry, a 
as ſharp as a Governour of Covent-Garden. | 
Mood. Sure this is not the phraſe of your Fanij: 
thought to have found a ſanctify'd Siſter ; but I ſiet 
now, Madam, that if your Mother kept a Penſion in jy 
Father's time, there might be ſome Gentleman-Lodgrj 
the Houſe; for I humbly conceive, you are of the hl 
ſtrain at leaſt, 

Pleaſ. For all the rudeneſs of your Language, I any 
ſolvd to know upon what Voyage you are bound: j 
Privateer of Love, you Argier's Man, that Cruiſe up 
down for prize in the Streights Mouth; which of the \| 
ſels wou'd you ſnap now? | 

Trick, We are both under ſafe Convoy, Madam: ali 
ver, and a Husband. i 

Pleaſ. Nay, fer your part, you are notably gude 
confeis; but Keepers have their Rooks, as well 2500 
ſters: But they only venture under *em, till they pick 
a Sum, and then puſh for themſelves. 

Mood. ( Aſide.) A Plague of her ſuſpicions; theyln 
me on that ſide, | 

Pleaſ. So; let but little Minx go proud, and the 
in Covent-Garden have her in the wind immediate) 
purſue the Scent. | 

Trick, Not to a Bearding-houſe, I hope! 

Pleaſ. If they were wiſe, they wou'd rather t; 
Brothel-houſe; for there moſt Miſtreſſes have left I 


— 
—. 


„ 


CO 
„ jos — 


em their Maiden-heads, of bleſſed memory: and il t. 
which wou'd not go off in that Market, are carry d 
by Bawds, and ſold at Doors, like ſtale Fleſh in hal 


Then, for your honeſty, or juſtneſs, as you cal i, 


your Keepers, your kept Miſtreſs is originally at 2 


and let the Cat be chang'd into a Lady never ſo fol Plea 
ſhe Rill retains her natural property of Mouſing. ediat 


Ing 


* = 
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Mrs, Brain. You are very ſharp upon the Miſtreſſes; but 
hope you'll {pare the Wives. | 
Pleaſ. Yes, as much as your Husbands do, after the firſt 
fonth of Marriage; but you requite their negligence in 
ouſho!d-duties, 5 making them Husbands of the firſt 
ead, ere the Year be over. | 
Word. | Aſide] She has me there too! 
Pleaſ. And, as for you young Gallant, 
Hood. Hold, I beſeech you, a Truce for me. 
Pleaſ. In troth I pity you, for you have undertaken a 
noſt difficult Task, to cozen two Women, who are no 
abies in their Art; if you bring it about, you perform 
much as he that cheated the very Lottery. 
Hood. Ladies, I am ſorry this ſhou'd happen to you 
or my fake: ſhe's ina raging Fit, you ſee; tis beſt with- 
awing, till the Spirit of Prophecy has left her. 
Trick. TIl take ſhelter in my Chamber, ——whither, I 
ope, he'll have the grace to follow me. [Alide. 
Mrs. Brain. And, now I think on't, I have ſome Lets 
1s to diſpatch, [Ex. Trick. and Mrs, Brain. ſeverally. 
Pleaſ. Now, good John among the Maids, how mean 
bu to beſtow your time? Away, to your Study I adviſe 
du, invoke your Muſes, and make Masrigals upon abſence. 
Hoe, I wou'd go to China or Fapan, to be rid of that 
mpctuous Clack of yours: Farewel, thou Legion of 
ongues in one Woman. 
Pleaſ. Will you not ſtay, Sir? it may be I have a little 
ſineſs with you. 
od. Yes, the ſecond part of the fame Tune! Strike 
jour ſelf, ſweet Larum; you're true Bell-mettal, I war- 
nt you. | {[ Ext. 
Pleaſ. This Spightfulneſs of mine will be my Ruin: To 
| them off, was well enough; but to talk him ava 
T y'd1 d! O Tongue, Tongue! thou wert given for a Curie 
all our Sex! | 
| Enter Judith. Txt 
Fad. Madam, your Mother wou'd ſpeak with you. 
Fleaſ. I will not come: Pm mad I think: I come im 
ediately, Well, I'll go in, and yent my Paſhon, by 
ung at them, and him too. Exit. 
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Jud. You may enter in ſafety, Sir, the Enemy, 
march'd off. 


Re-enter Woodall. 
Mood. Nothing, but the love I bear thy Miſtreſs, cou} 


keep me in the houſe with ſuch a Fury. When wil the 
bright Nymph appear? | 7 
Jud. Immediately : I hear her coming. by 
100d, That I cou'd find her coming, Mrs. Judith! bin 
Enter Mrs, Brainſick. i 
You have made me languiſh in Expectation, Madam. Wat {ef 
nothing, do you think, to be ſo near a Happineſs, wil ? 
violent Defires, and to be delay'd? ver 
Mrs. Brain. Is it nothing, do you think, for a Wonn +.) 
of Honour, to overcome the tyes of Virtue and Reputs 
tion; to do that for you, which I thought I ſhou'd nee Fri 
have ventur'd for the ſake of any Man ? 
Hood. But my comfort is, that Love has overcome rel 
Your Honour is, in other words, but your good Requte 
and*tis my part to take care of that: for the Fountain of: no 
Woman's Honour is in the Lover, as that of the Subjet 
is in the King. | | Gh 
Mrs. Brain. You had concluded well, if you had ben a; 
my Husband: you know where our Subjection lies. ban 
Mood. But cannot I be yours, without a Prieſt? The 
were cunning People, doubtleſs, who began that Trade 0 
to have a double Hank upon us, for two Worlds: that W for 
Pleaſure here, or hereafter ſhou'd be had, without a BHE 7 
to them. 
Mrs. Brain. Well, Pm reſolv'd, I'll read, againſt the next rn. 
time I ſee you; for the truth is, I am not very well e bou 
ay with Arguments for Marriage; mean while, e rj 
wel. | | ; 
Food. I ſtand corrected; you have reaſon indeed to gc s 
if I can uſe my time no better: We'll withdraw, if u 2 
_ pleaſe, and diſpute the reſt within. fro: 
Mrs, Brain. Perhaps, I meant not ſo. 8 Fo 
Mood. J underſtand your meaning at your Eyes. Ju bat 
watch, Fudiih? Foc 
Mrs. Brain. Nay, if that were all, I expect not ter: 
Husband till to Merrow: The Tiuth is, he's ſo ody i Bol 


moll 
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mour'd, that, if I were ill- inclin d, it wow'd half juſtifie 
: Woman: He's ſuch a kind of Man. X 
Hood. Or, if he be not, we'll make him ſuch a kind of 
lan. | = 
wok So Fantaſtical, ſo Muſical, his Talk all Rap- 
ture, and half Nonſenſe: Like a Clock out of order, jet 
him a going, and he ſtrikes eternally. Beſides, he thinks 
me ſuch a Fool, that I cou'd half reſolve to revenge my 
ſelf, in juſtification of my Wit. 
Mod. Come, come, no half Reſolutions among Lo- 
vers; III hear no more of him, till I have reveng'd you 
fully. Go out, and watch, Judith. [Exir Judith. 
Mrs. Brain. Yet, I cou'd ſay, in my Defence, that my 
Friends married me to him againſt my Will. | 
Hood. Then let us put your Friends too, into the Quar- 
rel: it ſhall go hard, but Ell give you a Revenge for them. 
Enter Judith again, haſtily. | 

How now ? what's the matter ? 

Mrs. Brain. Can'ſt thou not ſpeak? haſt thou ſeen a 
Choſt? | 
As I live, ſhe ſigns Horns! that muſt be for my Hus- 
band: He's return'd. Rs 


Jud. I wou'd have told you ſo, if 1 cou'd have fpoken 
for fear, | 


Mrs. Brain. Hark, a knocking! what ſhall we do? 


enen There's no dallying in this caſe: here you muſt not be 

found, that's certain; but Judith hath a Chamber within 

mine; haſte quickly thither; I'll ſecure the reſt. 

Jud. Follow me, Sir. Ex. Woodall, Judith, 
Knocking again. She opens: Enter Brainſick. 

Brain, What's the matter, Gentlewoman? am Iexcluded 


Am I to dance Attendance at the Door, as if I were ſome 
baſe Flebeian Groom? I'll have you know, that when my 
Foot aſſaults, the Lightning and the Thunder are not ſo 
terrible as the Strokes: Brazen Gates ſhall tremble, and 


mit me. 


. [Judith looks ghaſtly, and ſigns Horns. 


Noch ing.] 


from my own Fortreſs; and by the way of Barricado? 


dy bu Bolts of Adamant diſmount from off their Hinges, to ad- | 


O 3 : : Mrs, 


318 LIMBERHAM: Oy, 


Mrs. Brain. Who wou d have thought that non ber 

wou'd have come fo ſoon? I was cen lying down dn 
my Bed, and dreaming of him: Tum a' me, and bil 
poor Dear, piddee — g 

Brain. I nauſeate theſe fooliſh Feats of Love. 

Mrs. Brain. Nay, but why ſhou'd he be ſo fretful now) 
and knows I doat on him; to leave a poor Dear ſo ly 
without him, and then come home in an angry humoyi 
indeed I'Il ky. h 

Brain. Prethee leave thy fulſom Fondneſs; I have ſu 
feited on Conjugal Embraces. 

Mrs. Brain. I thought ſo; ſome light Huſwife has k. 
witch'd him from me: I was a little Fool, fo I ws, U 
leave a Dear behind at Barnet, when I knew the Wome 
wou'd run rhad for him, | 

Brain. I have a luſcious Air forming, like a Pallas in 
my Brain-pan: and now thou com'ſt a- croſs my Fancy 
to diſturb the rich Ideas, with the yellow Jaundicsof th 
Jealouſie. I Noiſe withu,| 
Hark, what Noiſe is that within, about Fudit/'s Bed? 

Mrs. Brain. I believe, Dear, ſhe's making it. 
Wou'd the Fool wou'd go, 

Brain. Hark, again! | 

Mrs. Brain. | Aſide.] T have a diſmal apprehenſion i 
my Head, that he's giving my Maid a caſt of his Of 

in my ſtead. O, how it ſtings me! [Woodall /;zeze;, er 
Brain. I'll enter, and find the reaſon of this Tumult. 
Mrs. Brain. | holding him.] Not for the World: tber 
may be a Thief there; and ſhou'd I put *nown Dear i 
danger of his Life? : don. 
What ſhall I do? betwixt the jealouſic of my Lore, ul 
fear of this Fcol, I am diſtracted : I muſt not venture en 
together, whate'er comes ont. Why, Judith, 1 ia! 
Come forth, Damſel. | 
Mood. [| within. | The Danger's over: I may come ol 
ſafely. 55 
7 . [ within. | Are you mad? you ſha' not. 
Mrs. Brain. [ Aſide. ] So, now Pm ruin'd unayoidabjy: 
Brain. Who-c'er thou art, I haye pronounc'd thy Doom 
--» dreadful Brainſick bares his brawny Arm in tearing 01. 
En. 1 8 terrou' 
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tour; kneeling Queens in vain ſhou'd beg thy Being. — 
, there. | 
Mir. Brain. [ 4/;de. | Tho I believe he dares not ven- 
rein; yet I muſt not put it to the Tryal. Why Judith, 
dme out, come out, Huſwife. | 

Eater Judith, trembling. 
hat Villain have you hid within? 
Jud. O Lord, Madam, what ſhall J ſay? 2 He 
Mrs. Brain. How ſhou'd I know what you ſhou'd ſay? 
r. Brainſick has heard a Man's Voice within; if you 
now what he makes there, confeſs the Truth; I am al- 
oſt dead with Fear, and he ſtands ſhaking. 
Brian, Terrour, I! *tis Indignation ſhakes me. With 
is Sabre 111 ſlice him ſmall as Atoms; he ſhall be doom'd 
y the Judge, and damn'd upon the Gibbet. 
Jud. [ kneeling.) My Maſter's ſo outragious, ſweet 
ladam, do you intercede for me, and III tell you all in 
riyate. - | [ Whiſpers. ] 
FI fay it is a Thief, he'll call up help; I know not what 
th! ſudden to invent... | | | 
Mrs. Brain. Let me alone.— And is this all? why 
rou'd you not confeſs it before, ud? when you 
now I am an indulgent Miſtreſs [ Laughs. ] 
Brain. What has ſhe confels'd ? h 
Mrs. Brain. A venial Love-Treſpaſs, Dear: Tis a Sweet- 
deart of hers; one that is to marry her; and ſhe was un- 
ling J ſnou'd know it, ſo ſhe hid him in her Chamber, 

Enter Aldo, 

Aldo. What's the matter tro? what, in Martial poſture; 
don Brainſick ? | 
Jud. Pray, Father Aldo, do you beg my pardon of my 
ater: I have committed a Fault; 1 have hidden a Gen- 
leman in my Chamber, who is to marry me without 
is Friend's Conſent, and therefore came in private to 
e. ; | 
Aldo. That thou ſhould'ſt think to keep this Secret! 
hy, I know it as well as he that made thee. 
Mrs. Brain. aſide.] Heav'n be prais'd, for this Knower 
of all things: Now will he lie three or four rapping 
Voluntiers, rather than be thought ignorant in any thing. 
O 4 Brain: 
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Brain. Do you know his Friends, Father Aldo? 

Aldo. Know em! I think I do. His Mother wy, 
Arch-Deacon's Daughter; as honeſt a Woman a; gy 
broke Bread: She and I have been Cater-Couſins in gy 
— 1 ; we have tumbled together between a pair of She, 
1'iaith. | | 

Brain. An honeſt Woman, and yet you two have tun 
bled together! thoſe are inconiiſtent. | 

Aldo. No matter for that. | 

. Mrs. Brain. He blunders; J mutt wy him. I war 
_ *twas before Marriage, that you were ſo great. 

Aldo. Before George, and ſo it was: for ſhe had th 
prettieſt black Mole upen her left Ancle, it does mego 
to think on't! His Father was Squire what d' you ol 
him; of what d' you call em Shire. What think ya 
litele Fudith? do I know him now? 

. Fad. I ſuppoſe you may be miſtaken: my Servant 

Father is a Knight of Hamſbiree. 

Aldo. I meant of Hamſhire. But that I ſhou d forge 
he was a Knight, when J got him Knighted at the Kings 

coming in! Two fat Bucks, I am ſure he ſent me, 

Bram. And what's his Name? 

Aldo.” Nay, for that, you muſt excuſe me: I mull ndt 
diſcloſe little Fudith's Secrets. | 

Mrs. Brain. All this while the poor Gentleman is Et 

in pain: we mult let him out in ſecret; for I believe te 
b young Fellow is ſo baſhful, he wou'd not willingly 
ecn. 
Fud. The beſt way will be, for Father Aldo to lend me 
the Key of his Door, which opens into my Chambe; 
and ſo I can convey him out. | 

+ Aldo. | Giving her a Key.) Do ſo, Daughter. Not 1 
word of my Familiarity with his Mother, to prevent 
Biood-ſhed betwixt us: but I have her Name down 1 
my "Almanatk, I warrant her. : 

Fud. What, kiſs and tell, Father Aldo; kiſs and 90 

xtt 

Mrs, Brain, I'll go and paſs an hour with Mrs, Inc, 


Erl. 


Enter 
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Enter Limberham. | 

Bram, What, the luſty Lover Limberham! 

Enter Woodall at another Door. 

Aldo, O here's a Mounſieur, new come over, and a Fel- 

ow-lodger; I muſt endear you two to one another. 

Brain. Sir, tis my extream ambition to be better DT 

known to you: you {come out of the Country I adore. 37 
nd how does the dear Battiſt? J long for ſome of his 3 

ew Compoſitions in the laſt Opera. A propo! I have had 

he moſt happy Invention this Morning, and a Tune 

rouling in my Head; I riſe immediately in my Night- 
own and Slippers, down I put the Notes flap TY 

ade Words to em like Lightning: and I warrant you 


re 'em at the Circle in the Evening. | Sn. 
you, Hood. All were compleat, Sir, if S. Andre would make 


eps to em. | | 1 
Brain. Nay, thanks to my Genius, that care's over: 45 
fou ſhall ſee, you ſhall ſee. But firſt the Air, — [Sings] | 
§t not very fine? Ha, Meſſienrs ! | | | 
Lim, The cloſe of it is the moſt raviſhing I ever 
eard! 
Brain. I dwell not on your Commendations. What 
ay you, Sir? [To Mood.] 1s't not admirable? Do you en- 
er into't? : 
Hood. Moſt delicate Cadence | 
e the Brain. Gad, I think ſo, without vanity. Battiſt and I 
ave but one Soul. But the cloſe, the cloſe! ¶ Sings it 
price over.] T have Words too upon the Air; but I am 
d me oturally ſo baſhful! | 
mber; Wood, Will you oblige me, Sir? | | 
Brain, You might command me, Sir; for I ſing too 
Not i Cavalier: but 
revent 
Vn in 


Lim. But you wou'd be entreated, and ſay, Nelo, nolo 


eo, three times, like any Biſhop, when your Mouth wa- 
ers at the Dioceſe. 


Brain, J have no Voice; but, ſince this Gentleman 
ommands me, let the Words commend themſelves. 
Sings. 


tell! 
[Extf, 
rick. 
[Exit %% Phyllis is Charming 


bur © 5 


3222 LIMBERHAM; Or, 


Lim. But why, of all Names, wou'd you chuſe a N. 
lis! There have been ſo many Phillis's in Songs, I though 
there had not been another left, for Love or Money, 

Brain, If a Man ſhou'd liſten to a Fop! [ Sings] 

My Phillis | 
Ado. Before George, 1 am on t'other fide: I think, x 
good no Song, as no Phillis, 

Brain. Yet _ My Phillis — [Sing] 

Lim. Pray, for my fake, let it be your CHloris. 

Brain. | Looking ſcornfully at him,] My Philli— 

Lim. You had as good call her your Suceuba. 

Brain. Morbleau ! will you not give me leave? 1 in 
full of Phillis. [Sings.] My Phillis. —— 

Lim. Nay, I confeſs, Phillis is a very pretty Name, 

Brain. Diable! Now I will not ſing to ſpight you, 
the World, you are not worthy of it. Well, I haet 
Gentleman's Fortune, I have Courage, and make no i 
confiderable Figure in the World: yet I wou'd quit ny 
Pretenſions to all theſe, rather than not be Author of thy 

Sonnet, which your Rudeneſs has irrevocably loſt, 
Lim. Some fooliſh French quelque choſe, I warrant you, 
Brain. Quelque choſe ! O Ignorance, in ſupreme Pet 

ction! he means a kek ſhoſe. 
Lim. Why, a kek ſhooes let it be then! And a kek ſn 
for your Song. | 
Brain. I give to the Devil ſuch a Jud e: well, were 
to be born again, I wou'd as ſoon Te Elephant, # 

Wit; he's leſs a Monſter in this Age of Malice, L coul 

buen my Sonnet, out of rage. | 

Lim. You may uſe your pleaſure with your own. 

Mood. His Friends wou'd not ſuffer him: Virgil was 10 
permitted to burn his Æneids. | 

Brain. Dear Sir, Fl not die ingrateful for your Appt 
bation: [ Aſide to N oodall] You ſee this Fellow? hed 

Aſs already; he has a handſom Miſtreſs, and you ſu 

make an Ox of him, e're long. 
N bod. Say no more, it ſhall be done. 

Lim. Haik you, Mr. Vodall; this fool Brainſick gros 

inſupportable; he's a publick Nuſance; but I ſcorn 0 f nn 
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my Wit againſt him: He has a pretty Wife: I ſay no 
more, but if you do not graff him 
7/604, A Word to the Wiſe: I fhall conſider him, for 
your fake. N ; | 
Iimb. Pray do, Sir: Conſider him much. | 

760, Much is the Word —— This Fewd makes well 
me. [ A/rde. 
Brain. to Wood. T'll give you the Opportunity, and rid 
you of him Come away, little Limberham; you, 
nd I, and Father Aldo, will take a turn together in the 


Square. | 

. We'll follow you immediately. 

Limb. Yes, we'll come after you, Bully Brainſick: But 
hope you will not draw upon us there. 

Brain, If you fear that, Bilbo ſhall be left behind. 

Limb. Nay, nay, leave but your Madrigal behind: 
Draw not that upon us, and tis no matter for your 
Sword. Exit Brain. 
Euter Trickſy, and Mrs. Brainſick, with à Note for each. 
Mod. Aſide.] Both together! either of em apart, had 
deen my Buſineſs: But J ſhall ne'er play well at this 
hree-hand Game. | | 
Limb. O, Pug, how have you been paſſing of your 
Time? 

Dick. J have been looking over the laſt Preſent of 
range Gloves you made me; and methinks I do not 
ie the Scent —— O Lord, Mr. Woodall, did you bring 
hoſe you wear from Paris ? 

Mood. Mine are Roman, Madam. 

Trick, The Scent I love, of all the World. Pray let 
e ſee em. : . 

Mrs. Brain. Nay, not both, good Mrs. Trickſy ; for 1 
oye that Scent as well as you. | | 
Wood, [Pulling em off, and giving each one.] J ſhall find 
wo Dozen more of Womens Gloyes among my Tri- 

fles, if you pleate to accept em Ladies. 

Trice, Look to't; we ſhall expect em Now to 
put in my Billet dozx ! | - 

Mrs. Brain, So, now have the Opportunity to thruſt 
n my Note, TE 


Trick, 
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Trick, Here, Sir, take your Glove again; the Perfume 
too ſtrong for me. | 
rs. Brain, Pray take the other to't; though I ſoy 
have kept it for a Pawn. | 
Mrs. Brainſick's Note falls out, Limb. take; i 10 
Limb. What have we here? For Mr. Woodall. | 

Both Women, Hold, hold, Mr. Limberham.[They ſuatchi; 

Aldo. Before George, Son Limberham, you ſhall read i 

Hood. By your Favour, Sir, but he muſt not. 

Trick. He'll know my Hand, and I am ruin'd! 

Mrs. Bram. Oh, my Misfortune! Mr. Woodall, wil you 
ſuffer your Secrets to be diſcover'd? 

Hood. It belongs to one of em, that's certain 
Mr. Limberham, I muſt deſire you to reſtore this Letter 
*tis from my Miſtreſs. 1 

Trick. The Devil's in him; will he confeſs? 

Word. This Paper was ſent me from her this Mon. 
ing; and I was ſo fond of it, that I left it in my Gone 
If one of the Ladies had found it there, I ſhould haye be 
laugh'd at moſt unmercifully. | 

Mrs. Brain. That's well come off! _ 

Limb. My Heart was at my Mouth, for feat it hui 
been Pug's-—- [ Aſide.] There tis again Hold, hold; 
pray let me ſeet once more: A Miſtreſs, ſaid you? 

Aldo. Yes, a Miſtreſs, Sir. Ill be his Voucher; he hu 
a Miſtreſs, and a fair cne tco. 

Limb. Do you know it, Father Aldo. 

Aldo. Know it! I know the Match is as good as mitt 
already: Old Woodall and 1, are all one. You, Son, wer 

ſent tor over on purpoſe; the Articles for her Jointut 
are all concluded, and a Friend of mine drew 'em. 

Limb. Nay, if Father Aldo knows it, I am fatisfy'd, I 

Aldo, Put how came you by this Letter, Son Modal! 
let me examine you. 

Nod. Came by it! (Pox, he has non- plus d me!) Hon 
do you ſay I came by it, Father Aldo? 

Aldo. Why, there's it, now. This Morning ] mit 
your Miſtreſs's Father, Mr, you know Wh. 

I bd. Mr, who, Sir? = 


Alal 


io, Nay, you ſhall excuſe me for that; but we are 
timate: His Name begins with ſome Vowel or Con- 
nant, no matter which; well, her Father gave me this 
ry Numerical Letter, ſuperſcrib'd, For Mr. Woodall, 
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0 Limb. Before George, and ſo it is. 

Aldo, Carry me this Letter, quoth he, to your Son 
„i l; tis from my Daughter ſuch a one, and then 
dit biſper d me her Name. 


od. Let me ſee; III read it once again. 
Iinb. What, are you not acquainted with the Con- 
nts of it? 
Hood. O, your true Lover will read you over a Letter, 
om his Miſtreſs, a thouſand times. 
Trick. Ay, two thouſand, if he be in the Humour. 
ood, Two thouſand ! then it muſt be hers. [Reads to 
m{elf.] Away, to your Chamber immediately, and III 
ire my Fool the ſlip (The Fool! that may be ei- 
er the Keeper, or the Husband; but commonly the 
eeper is the greater. Humh! without Subſcription ! it 
u't be Trickſy.) Father Aldo, prithee rid me of this Cox- 
omb. 
Aldo, Come, Son Limberham, we let our Friend Brain- 
walk too long alone: Shall we follow him? We muſt 
ake haſte; for [ expe&t a whole Beavy of Whores, a 
amber-full of Temptation this Afternoon: *Tis my Day 
{ Audience, | | | | 
Limb. Mr. FFoodall, we leave you here, you remember? 
| Exeunt Limb. and Aldo. 
Hood. Let me alone. Ladies, your Servant; I have a 
tle private Buſineſs with a Friend of mine. 
Mrs. Brain. Meaning me Well, Sir, your Servant. 
Lick. Your Servant, till we meet again, | Exeunt ſeverally. 


SCENE II. Mr. Woodall's Chamber. 


Enter Mrs. Brainſick alone. | 
Mrs. Bram. My Note has taken, as I wiſh'd: He will 
e here immediately. If I could but reſolve to loſe no 
me, out of Modeſty; but 'tis his Part to be Violent, 
or both our Credits, Never ſo little force and 9 


i 


— 


Sterm. 


Mrs. Brain. runs a Pin into him] Oh, the Devil! wir 
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and a poor weak Woman is excus'd. [Noiſe.] Hark 
hear him coming Ah me! the Steps beat oy 
ble: He comes not alone: If it ſhould be my Hug, 
with him! where ſhall J hide my ſelf? I ſee no α 
place, but under his Bed: I muſt lye as ſilently, ac oy 
Fear will ſuffer me. Heay'n ſend me ſafe again to m 
own Chamber. [ Creeps under the By 
Enter Woodall and Trickſy. 

Mood. Well, Fortune at the laſt is favourable, and non 
you are my Priſoner. | 

Trick. After a quarter of an Hour, I ſuppoſe, I fu 
have my Liberty upon eaſie Terms. But pray kt 
Parley a little firſt. | 

Hood. Let it be upon the Bed then. Pleaſe you to ft 

Trick No matter where: I am never the nee 9 
your wicked Purpoſe. But you Men are common 

reat Comedians in Love-matters; therefore you mi 
wear, in the firſt Place — 

Wood. Nay, no Conditions: The Fortreſs is reducd u 
Extremity; and you muſt yield upon Diſcretion, ! 


Trick, Never to love any other Woman. 

Mood. 1 kiſs the Book upon't. [Kiſſes her. Mrs, Brin, 
pinches him from underneath the Bed.] Oh, are you at jou 
Love-tricks already? If you pinch me thus, I ſhall bit 
your Lip. | 

Trick. I did not pinch you: But you are apt, I ſee, U 
take any Occaſion of gathering up more cloie to m:. 
Next, you ſhall not {ſo much as look on Mrs. Praia. 

Mood. Have you done? theſe Covenants are ſo tedious 

Trick. Nay, but ſwear then. | ; 

Wood. I do promiſe, I do ſwear, I do any tau 


do you mean to run Pins into me? this is pertect Cir 
ter-wauling. 
Trick. You fancy all this; I would not hurt you me 


the World. Come, you ſhall ſee how well I love you 5 
[Kiſſes him: Mrs. Brain. pricks her.] Oh! I think youW}:c 
have Needles growing in your Bed. [Boch rie al 

Wood, Il ſee what's the matter in't, der 


Sap, 
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gunt. Within.) Mr. Woodall, where are you, verily ? 
Mood. Pox verily her; 'tis my Landlady: Here, hide 
ur ſelf behind the Curtains, while I run to the Door 
top her Entry. _ 

Trick, Neceſſity has no Law; I muſt be patient. 

[She gets into the Bed, and draws the Cloaths over her. 
| Enter Saintly. 

$4int. In ſadneſs, Gentleman, I can hold no longer: 

will not keep your wicked Counſel, hew you were 

ckd up in the Cheſt; for it lyes heavy upon my Con- 

ence, and out it muſt, and ſhall. | 

Hod. You may tell, but who'll believe you? where's 

gur Witness? 


oft Saint. Verily, Heav'n is my Witneſs. 

er a d. That's your Witneſs too, that you would have 
00S} me to Lewdneſs, have ſeducd a hopeful youn 
naß n, 2; 1 am; you wou'd have intic'd Youth: Mark 


at, Beldam, | 
S-irt. J care not; my ſingle Evidence ĩs enough to 
Ir. Linberham; he will believe me, that thou burn'ft 
unlawful Luſt to his beloved: So thou ſhalt be an Out- 
aſt from my Family | 
Mood. Then will I go to the Elders of thy Church, 
nd lay thee open before them, that thou did'ſt Feloni- 
hull; unlock that Cheſt, with wicked Intentions of pur- 
dining: So thou ſhalt be Excommunicated from the 
ongregation, thou Fexebel, and deliver'd over to Satan. 
Saint. Verily, our Teacher will not Excommunicate 
de, for taking the Spoils of the Ungodly, to Cloath 
im; for it is a judg'd Caſe amongſt us, that a marry'd 
Woman may ſteal from her Husband, to relieve a Bro- 
ther But yet thou may'ſt attone this difference betwixt 
s; verily, thou mayeſt, 
Hood. Now thou art tempting me again Well, if I 
| ad not the Gift of Continency, what might become of 
me? 
Saint, The means have been offered thee, and thou 
haſt kicked with the Heel: I will go immediately to the 
Tabernacle of Mr. Limberham, and diſcover thee, O thou 
Serpent, in thy crooked Paths. N [ Going. 
3 Hood, 
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Hood. Hold, good Landlady, not ſo faſt; let me h 
time to conſider on't; I may mollifie, for Fleſh i; 5 
An hour or two hence we will confer together yy 
the Premiſes. 

Saint. Oh, on the ſudden, I feel my {elf exceelt 
Sick! Oh! oh! | | 
Mood. Get you quickly to your Cloſet, and fall to y 
Mirabilis; this is no place for ſick People. Be pane, 

gone. 

Saine. Verily, I can go no farther. | 
Mood. But you ſhall, verily: I will thruſt you don 
out of pure Pity. 

Saint. Oh, my Eyes grow dim! my Heart quops, 2 
my Back aketh! here I will lay me down, and reſt ne 

[Throws her ſelf ſuddenly down upon the Bed; Trig 


ſhrieks, and riſes: Mrs, Brainſick riſes from mit 
the Bed in a Fright. 


Mood. So! here's a fine Buſineſs! my whole Seragluy 
in Arms! 

Saint. So, ſo; if Providence had not ſent me hither 
what Folly had been this Day committed ! 


Trick. Oh the old Woman in the Oven! we both 0 
ver-heard your pious Documents: Did we not, Ml 
- Brainſick ? | : 

Mrs. Byain. Yes, we did oyer-hear her, and we w 
both teſtifie againſt her. 

Mood. I have nothing to ſay for her, Nay, I told he 
her own; you can both bear me Witneſs. If a {obs 
Man cannot be quiet in his own Chamber for her— 

Trick, For, you knew, Sir, when Mrs. Brainſict and | 
over-heard her coming, having been before acquaint 
with her wicked Purpoſe, we both agreed to Trap he 
in it. | | 

Mrs. Brain. And now ſhe would ſcape her {e!f, aca 
fing us! but let us both conclude to caſt an Infamy ua 
her Houſe, and leave it. | 
Saint. Sweet Mr. Woodall, intercede for me, or I fi 
be ruin'd. | 3 

Mood. Well, for once, Pl be Good - natur d, and try 
Intereſt. Pray, Ladies, for my ſake, let this Bufne 
JJ... d 


— 2 
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Trick. & Mis. Brain. You may command us. 
70d, For, look you, the Offence was properly to my 
rn; and Charity has taught me to _— my Ene- 
ies, I hope, Miſtreſs Samtily, this will be a warning 
you, to amend your Life: I ſpeak like a Chriftian, as 
je that tenders the Welfare of your Soul. | 
Sint, Verily, I will conſider. * 
od, Why, that's well ſaid [de.] Gad, and fo 
uſt I too; for my People is dilatisfy'd, and my Go- 
rnment in danger: But this is no place for Meditation. 
ad1es, I wait on you. | [ Exeunt. | 


wa”, 
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ACT V. SCENE I. 
Euter Aldo aud Geoffery. | 


uther Sd» G-offery, diſpatch: The Out-lying Punks 
will be upon us, e er I am in a Readineſs to 

th 0 e Audience, Is the Office well provided? 

Dc The Stores are very low, Sir: Some Doily Pet- 


cats, and Manto's we have; and half a dozen Pair of 

e wi_ boces, bought from Court at ſecond Hand. 

A. Before George, there's not enough to rig out a 

d urnival of Whores: They'll think me grown a meer 

ſobe rmudgeon, Mercy on me, how will this glorious 

— de be carry'd on, with ſuch a miſerable Stock! 

and ef. 1 hear a Coach already ſtopping at the Door. 

mint 4. Well, ſomevrhat in Ornament for the Body, 
ewhat in Counſel for the Mind; one thing muſt 

p out another, in this bad World: Whoring muſt go 


y upon Enter Mrs. Overdon, and her Daughter Pru. 
Irs. Over, Ask Bleſſing, Fru: He's the beſt Father 
u ever had. | f 
Aldo. Bleſs thee, and make thee a ſubſtantial, thriving 
ry N bore. Have your Mother in your Eye, Pru; tis good 
zulnei folow good Example: How old are you, Pr? bold 
muß your Head, Child, | Pre. 
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Pru. Going o' my Sixteen, Father Aldo. 
Aldo. And you have been initiated but theſe ty 
Years: Loſs of Time, loſs of precious Time. Mrs . 
werdon, how much have you made of Fru, ſince ſhe 

been Man's Meat ? 

Mrs. Over. A very {mall Matter, by my Troth; ca 
ſidering the Charges I have been at in her Educating 
Poor Pru was born under an unlucky Planet; I defy 
of a Coach for her. Her firſt Maiden-head brought 
in but little: The weather-beaten old Knight that bowl 
her of me, beat down the Price ſo low; I held her: 
an hundred Guineas, and he bid ten; and higher d au 
thirty he would not riſe. 

Aldo. A Pox of his unlucky Handſel: He can but fun 
ble, and will not pay neither. | 

Pr. Hang him; I cou'd never endure him, Fathr 
He's the filthieſt old Geat ; and then he comes every Ni 
to our Houſe, and eats out his thirty Guineas; and 
three Months end, he threw me off. | 

Myrs.Over. And ſince then, the poor Child has dwi 
led, and dwindled away: Her next Maiden-head brou 
me but ten; and from ten ſhe fell to five; and at lit 
a ſingle Guinea: She has no luck to keeping; they i 
leave her, the more my Sorrow. 

Aldo. We muſt get her a Husband then in the Cit 
they bite rarely at a ſtale Whore o'this end o'th' Tn 
new furbiſh'd up in a tawdry Manteau. S TI 

Mys.Over. No: Pray let her try her Fortune a lil 
longer in the World firſt: By my Troth, I ſhould! 
loth to be at all this coſt, in her French, and her Singily 

to have her thrown away upon a Husband. 

Aldo. Before George, there can come no good of Jul 
Swearing, Mrs. Overdon: Say your Prayers, Pru, ad g 
duly to Church o'Swdays, you'll thrive the better all f 
Week. Come, have a good Heart, Child; PII keep i 
my ſelf: Thou ſhalt do my little Buſineſs; and III fn 
* thee an able young Fellow to do thine, 

Enter Mrs. Pad. 

Daughter Pad; you are welcome: What, you Wt 

pertorm'd the laſt Chriſtian Office to your Keepef | 
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you follow him up the heavy Hill to Hburn. Have 
bad never a Buſineſs ſince his Death? | 

Mrs. Pad. No indeed, Father; never ſince Execution- 
: the Night before, we lay together moſt lovingly in 
p7ate: and the next Morning he lift up his Eyes, and 


ard his Soul with a Prayer, while one might tell 
tion ecrty ; and then mounted the Cart as merrily, as if he 
dh been a going for a Purſe. | 

rt 4b. You are a ſorrowyful Widow, Daughter Pad; but 


take care of you: Geoffery, ſee her rigg d out immedi- 
ly for a new Voyage: Look in Figure 9. in the upper 
wer, and give her out the Flower'd Juſtacorps, with 
> Petticoat belonging to'r. 1 
Mrs. Pad. Cou'd you not help to prefer me, Father? 
Aldo, Let me (ce! let me ſee! Before George, 1 have it, 
it comes as pat too! Go me to the very Judge who 
e upon him; *cis an amorous, impotent old Magiſtrate, 
d keeps admirably : I ſaw him leer upon you from the 
ch: he'll tell you what's ſweeter than Strawberries and 


t fun 


the 
ry Di 
and 


a em, before you part. 

roup | Enter Mrs. Termagant. 

al s. Tn. O Father, I think I ſhall go mad. 

ner 4%. You are of the violenteſt Temper, Daughter 


magant! when had you a buſineſs laſt ? | 
irs. Term. The laſt I had was with young Caſter, that 
dn ot a Whore Gameſter : he brought me to Tayerns, to 
aw in young Cullies, while he bubled em at Play: and 
hen he had pick d up a conſiderable Sum, and ſhou'd 
ide, the Cheating Dog wou'd fink my Share, and 
fear, Dam him, he won nothing. 


Cit 
Tow 


q itt 
2uld 
ingig 


/ Aldo, Unconſcionable Villain, ts cozen you in your 
fen Calling! | 

- urs. Term. When he loſes upen the Square, he comes 
1 me Zound⁊ ing and Blooding; firſt beats me unmercifully, 
ep d then ſqueezes me to the laſt Penny: he has usd me 


[11 100888 that Cad forgive me, I cou'd almoſt forſwear my 


ade: the Rogue ſtaryes me too: he made me a 4 
nt laſt Year till hit ſontide, and out-fac'd me with 
hs, it was but Eaſter. And what mads me moſt, T 1 

| carry 


u han 
Per; 
* » 


* 
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Carry a Baſtard of the Rogue's in my Belly: and no 
turns me off, and will not own it. 


to C 
ply 
ſhall 


Mrs. Over. Lerd, how it quops! ow are half 2 
gone, Madam : [Laymg her Hand on hh (rs, 1 
Mrs. Term. ] feel the young Raſcal kicking alrey, Mv. 


his Father - Oh, there's an Elbow thruſting out; itt 
in my Conſcience he's Palming and Topping in ny} 
ly; and practiſing for a livelihood before he come 
the World. | 
Aldo. Geoffery, Tet her down in the Regiſter, thut In 
provide her a Mid-wite, and a Dry and Wet Ny 
when you are up again, as Heav'n ſend you a good by 
we'll pay him off at Law i!faith, You have him un 
black and white, I hope. | 
_—_ Term. Yes, I have a Note under his Had! 
2000, | 
Aldo. A Note under's Hand! that's a Chip in Poril 
tis juſt nothing. Look, Geoſſrey, to the Figure 11,1 
old Half-ſhirts for Child-bed Linnen. 
| Enter Mrs. Hackney. 
Mrs. Hack. O, Madam Termagant, are you here! 
ftice, Father Aldo, Juſtice. 
Aldo. Why, what's the matter, Daughter Hach) 
Hack, She has violated the Law of Nations; for ch 
day ſhe inveigled my own natural Cally from me, at 
ry'd Lord, and made him falſe to my Bed, Father, 
Term. Come, you are an illiterate Whore: Hes 1 
Lord now; and though you call him Fool, tis 
known he's a Critick, Gentlewoman. You never a 
Play in all your Lite; and I gain'd him by my Wit 
ſo Il kep him. | ; 
Hack. My comfort is, I have had tlie beſt of him; 
can take up no more, till his Father dies: and fo, ml 
gown may do you with my Cully, and my Clap ind 
argain. | 
Alle Then there's a Father for your Child, my la 
Son and Heir by Mr. Caſter: but henceforward, tof 
ſerve Peace bet wixt you, I ordain, that you ſhall pyt 
more in my Daughter Hackney's Quarters: you ſhall 
the City, from White-Chappel to Temple-Bar, and ſie 
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tg Covent-Garden downwards: At the Play-houſes, ſhe 
ly the Boxes, becauſe ſhe has the better Face; and 
all have the Pit, becauſe you can prattle beſt out of 
1 Mask 0 | ; | | 
4 Pad. Then all Friends, anJ Confederates: Now 
have Father Aldo's delight, and ſo Adjourn the Houſe. 
. Well faid, Daughter: lift up your Voices, and 
like Nightingales, you Tory Rory Jades. Courage, 
as long as the merry Pence hold out, you ſhall 
> of you die in Shoreditch. | 

Enter Woodall. 
hey, Boys, a hey! here he comes that will ſwinge 


A all! down, ycu little Jades, and worſhip him; tis 


Gerivs of Whoring. 
hd. And down went Chairs and Table, and out went 
y Candle. Ho, brave old Patriarch in the middle of 
Church Militant! Whores of all ſorts; Forkers and 
n-taild; now come I gingling in with my Bells, and 
at the whole Covey. | 
lab. A hey, a hey, Boys, the Town's thy own ; burn, 
ſh, and deſtroy. | | 
zd. We'll have a Night on't; like Alexander, when 
burnt Perſepolis: rue, tue, tue; point de quartier. 
He runs in amongſt em, and they ſcuttle about the Room. 
Enter Saintly, Pleaſance, Judith, with Broom-ſticks. 
at, What, in the midft of Sodom! O thou lewd young 
hn: My Indignation boils over againſt theſe Harlots; 
12; thus I ſweep 'em from out my Family. 
lea. Down with the Suburbians, down with em. 

l. O ſpare my Daughters, Mrs. Saintly: ſweet Mrs. 
dance, ſpare my Fleſh and Blood. 

to. Keep the Door open, and help to ſecure the Re 
at, Father: there's no pitty to be expected. a. 
o, mi gps run out, follow'd by Saintly, Pleaſance, 
95 and Judith. 
75 40. Welladay, welladay! one of my Daughters is big 
ny Lt th Baſtard, and ſhe laid at her Gaſcoms moſt unmerci- 
; topf every Stripe ſhe had, I felt it: the firſt fruit of 
all pl oredom is irrecoyerably loſt! | 


d ſhe | | Wood, 


— 
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Wood. Make haſte, and comfort her. 
Aldo. Twill, I will: and yet I have a vexatious}y; 

which calls me firſt another way: the Rogue, ny y 

is certianly come over; he has been ſeen in Town fours 

ago Em. $ 
856. Tis impoſſible: I'll not believe it. 
Aldo. A Friend of mine met his old Man Gily, 

very Morning. in queſt of me; and Giles aſſur d him, 

Maſter is lodg'd in this very Street. 
Whod. In this very Street! how knows he that? ! 
Alas. He dogg d him to the corner of it: and theny 

Son turn d back, and threaten d him. But II fndd 

Giles, and then Ill make ſuch an Example of my Rey 

bate! [Exit l 
Hood. If Giles be diſcover'd, J am undone! Why, 6. 

vaſe, where are you, Sirrah! Hey, hey! 
Enter Gervaſe. 
Run quickly to that betraying Raſcal Giles, a N 

who wou'd take 7udas his Bargain eut of his Hands y 

under-ſell him: Command him ſtrictly to mew hink 

up in his Lodgings, till farther Orders: and in Caſe tel 

refractory, let him know, I have not forgot to kick a 

cudgel. That Nemento wou'd do well for you u 

Sirrah. | 
Ger. Thank your Worſhip, you have always been l 

ral of your Hands to me. | 
Mood. And you have richly deſery'd it. 
Ger. I will not ſay who has better deſery'd it, of 

old Maſter. | 
Mod. Away, old Epictetus, about your Buſineſs 1 
leave your muſty Morals, or I ſhall 
Ger. Nay, I won't ferfeit my own Wiſdom fit 
to ſuffer fer it. Reſt you merry: III do my beſt, 1 
Heay'n mend all. [Ea 
Enter Saintly. 
Saint. Verily, I have waited till you were alone, ! 
am come to rebuke you, out of the Zeal of my Spit 
Mod. *Tis the Spirit of Perſecution ; Diocletian, © 
ulian the Apoſtate, were but Types of thee. Get! 
ence, thou old Geneva Teſtament; thou art a partoft 
| Ceremo 


DIC 
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eemonial Law, and haſt been aboliſh'd theſe twenty 


* 8. 2 » 

. All this is nothing, Sir; I am privy to your 
tc: TI diſcover em to Mr. Limberham, and make the 
ſe too hot for you. 

Hood, What, you can talk in the Language of the 
orld, I ſee! 

. J can, I can, Sir; and in the Language of the 
en and Devil too, if you provoke me to Deſpair; 
zu muſt, and ſhall be mine, this Night. 2 
Hood. The very Ghoſt of Queen Dido in the Ballad. 
Saint, Delay no longer, or | | 
Hed, Or! you will not ſwear, I hope? | 

Saint, Uds Niggers, but I will; and that fo loud, that 
Ir. Lanberham ſhall hear me. 

Wood. Uds Niggers, I confeſs, is a very dreadful Oath: 
pu cou'd lye naturally before, as you are a Fanatick: if 
ou can ſwear ſuch Rappers teo, there's hope of you 
pu may be a Woman of the World in time, Well, you 


all be 1atisf'd, to the utmoſt Farthing: to Night, and 
Fi your own Chamber. | 
Saint, Or, expect to Morrow 


Hed, All ſhall be atton'd e're then. Go, provide the 
jottle of Clary, the Weſiphaiia Ham, and other Fortifica- 
ons of Nature; we ſhail ſee what may be done: what 
od Woman muſt not be caſt away. Chucks her, 
Saint, Then, verily, I am appeas d. ; 
Hod. Nay, no relapſing into Verily; that's in our Bar- 
ain, Look how ſhe weeps for joy! Tis a good old 
ou], I warrant her. Sd; | 
Saint. You wr not fail? - 

Wd. Doſt thou think I have no compaſſion for thy 
rey Hairs? Away, away; our Love may be diſcover'd: 
ve muſt avoid Scandal; *tis thy own Maxim. | 
[Exit Saintly, 
ge, u They are all now at Ombre; and Brainſicks Maid has 


pr promis d to ſend her Miſtreis up. 

2 Enter Pleaſance. 
et bat Fury here again! | 
tot t 


To, Fon. 
a ( 


- 


der in her Den: Come, I know the Web is ſpread, a 


firſt. 


ſel. The Wife can afford you but the lcayings of a 7 
. 7 Rez — — 8 c ( 6 __ al 
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Pleaſ. ¶ Aſide] I'll conquer my proud Spirit, p 
ſolv'd My and ſpeak kindly to An WI . 
If my Company be not troubleſome; or a tender — 
Creature, as I am, may ſafely truſt her {elf with; N 
of ſuch Proweſs, in Love affairs It wonnot be. 
M bod. So! there's one Broad- ſide already: 1 muſt hay 
off. 
Pleaſ. What, you have been pricking up and Fa | 
here upon a celd ſcent; but, at laſt, you. have hit ir 
it ſeems! Now for a fair view at the Wife or Miſt 
up the Wind, and away with it: Heigh Fouler! 

I think I am bewitch'd, I cannot hold. 
Ipod. Your Servant, your Servant, Madam: I ann 
2 little haſte at preſent. | [Gi 
Pleaſ. Pray reſolve me firſt, for which of em jou 
in Ambuſh: for, methinks, you have the Meen of 1 Shi 


who ever comes, Sir Cranion ſtands ready to dart u 
hale her in, and ſhed his Venom. M 

Wood. Aſide.] But ſuch a terrible Waſp, as ſhe, wil 
ſpoil the Snare, if I durſt tell her ſo. 

Pleaſ. Tis unconſcionably done of me, to debaryu 
the Freedom and Civilities of the Houſe. Alas, pon 
Gentleman! to take a Lodging at ſo dear a rate, and nt 
to, have the benefit of his Bargain ! — Miſchief on ms 


what needed I have ſaid that? Fl 
Nöod. The Dialogue will go no farther : Farewe|, gr 
tle, quiet Lady. | leg 


Pleaſ. Pray ſtay a little; Pl] not leave you thus. 
Wood, IJ know it; and therefore mean to leave ju 


Pleaſ. O, I find it now; you are going to ſet up jou 
Bills, like a Love-Mountebank, for the ſpeedy Cure «AP 
diſtreſſed Widows, old Ladies, and languiſhing Maid us 
the Green- ſickneſs: a Sovereign Remedy. 
pod. That laſt, for Maids, wou'd be thrown away: 
few of your Age are qualify'd for the Medicine. What tit 
Devil wou'd you be at, Madam ? 

Pleaſ. J am in the humour of giving you good Cour: 


— 
— 
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to awitty Man, as you think your ſelf, that's nauſeous: 
te Miſtreſs has fed upon a Fool ſo long, ſhe's Carrion 
„ and Common into the Bargain. Wou'd you beat a 
round for Game in the Afternoon, when my Lord 
Lyor's Pack had been before you in the Morning? 

/iod, J had rather fit five hours at one of his greaſy 
aſts, than hear you talk. | 

lea. Your two Miſtreſſes keep both Shop and Ware- 
uſe; and what they cannot put-off in Groſs, to the 
exper and the Husband, they ſell by Retail to the next 
ance-cuſtomer. Come, are you edify'd ? 

Hd. Tm conſidering how to thank you for your Ho- 
ily: and to make a fober Application of it, you may 
e ſome laudable Deſign your ſelf in this Advice. 

Pleaſ. Meaning, ſome ſecret Inclination to that amia- 
Perſon of yours? 

Mod.] confeſs, I am vain enough to hope it: for why 
ad you remove the two Diſhes, but to make me fall 
rehungrily on the third? | 

Plaſ. Perhaps, indeed, in the way of Honour 

bod, Paw, paw! that Word Honour has almoſt turn'd 
| Stomach : it carries a villanous interpretation of Ma- 
ony along with it. But, in a civil way, I cou'd be 
dent to deal with you, as the Church does with the 
ads of your Fanaticks, offer you a luſty Benefice to 
your Mouth; if fifty Guineas, and a Courteſie more 
With, will win you. | | 

2a/. Out upon thee! fifty Guineas! Doſt thou think 
ell my ſelf? and ata Play-houſe price too? When ever 
e "EP, | go all together: no cutting from the whole Piece; 
who has me, ſhall have the tag end with the ref, I 
p jou rant him. Be fatisfi'd, thy Sheers ſhall never enter 
ure a ny Cloth. But, look to thy ſelf, thou impudent 
ads ber: Vil be reveng'd; I will. [ Exit. 
Food, The Maid will give warning, that's my Come 
aa): WS: for fie is brib'd on my fide. I have another kind 
1at tne Love to this Girl, than to either of the other two; 
a Fanatick's Daughter, and the Nooſe of Matrimony, 
Cour: uch intolerable Terms! O, here ſhe comes, who will 
a Fop; ne better cheap? 5 
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by putting my Note into your Glove? 


mean, to make my Lady loſe her Game thus? Pray 


Cloſet: tis for my private Occaſions; there's no l 
but he wi' not ſtay. 


the property of all your Pleaſures? Shall I, the a 


— 2 


Enter Ars. Brainſick. 

Mrs Brain. How now, Sir? what Impudence js 
of yours, tc. approach my Ledgings? 

Mood. You lately honour'd mine: and *tis the part 
well-bred Man, to return your Viſit. 

Mrs. Brain. If 1 cou'd have imagin'd how ban 
low you had been, you ſhou'd not then have been tu 
bled with my Company. 

Mood. How cou'd I gueſs, that you intended ny 
Fayour, without firſt acquainting me? 

Mrs. Brain. Cou'd I do it, ungrateful as you ar, 
more Obligation to you, or more Hazard to my {el 


Iced. Was it yours then? I beliey'd it came from) 
Trickſy. ' | | — 

Mrs. Brain. You wiſh'd it ſo; which made you 
eaſily believe it. I heard the pleaſant Dialogue be 
ou. 

Hood. T am glad you did: for you could not hitt 
ſerve, with how much care I avoided all Occaiions 
railigg at you; to which ſhe urg'd me, like a mild 
Woman, as ſhe was. | | 

Mrs. Brain. By the ſame token, you yow'd andin 
never to look on Mrs. Brainſick! 

Hood. But I had my. Mental Reſervations ina Rt 
neſs. I had vow'd Fidelity to you before; and there 
my ſecond Oath, i'faith: it vaniſh'd in a twinkling! 
never gnaw'd my Conſcience in the leaſt. 

Mrs. Brain. Well, I ſhall never heartily forgive jo 

Fud. ¶ Mithin] Mr. Brainſick, Mr. Brainſick, what di 


back, and take up her Cards again. 
Mrs. Brain. My Husband, as I live! Well, for l 
Quarrel to you, fiep immediately into that little 0 


Wood. Thus am I ever tantaliz'd ? 00 
Enter Brainſick. 
Brain. What, am I become your Drudge? your d 
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alter of your Life, become ſubſervient; and the noble 
me of Husband be diſhonour'd? No, though all the 
ads were Kings and Queens, and Indies to be gain'd by 
Deal — | | 
Wes Brain. My dear, I am coming to do my Duty. I 
{ but go up a little, (I whiſper'd you for what) and am 
ming immediately. | | | 
Brain. Your Sex is but one Univerſal Ordure, a Nu- 
ce, and Incumbrance of that Majeſtick Creature, Man : 
t 1 my ſelf am mortal too, Nature's Neceſſities have 
d me up; produce your Utenſil of Urine, 
Mrs. Brain. Tis not in the way, Child: you may go 
n into the Garden. | 
n. The Voyage is too far: though the way. were 
d with Pearls and Diamonds, every ſtep of mine is 
cious, as the March of Monarchs. | 
Mrs. Brain. Then my ſteps, which are not ſo precious, 
U be imploy'd for you: III call up, Judith. 
Brain, IL will not dance Attendance. At the preſent, 
r Cloſet ſhall be honour'd. 5 | 
Mrs, Brain. O Lord, Dear, tis not worthy to receive 
h a Man as you are, | 
brain. Nature preſſes; I am in haſte. 
rs. Brain. He muſt be diſcover'd, and I unavoidably 
lone! | [ Aſide, 
[Brainſick goes to Door, and Woodall meets him: She 
ſhrieks out. 
lain. Mounlieur Woodall ! 


bd, Sir, be gone, and make no noiſe, or you'll ſpoil 


you 
bent 


1 
111005 
maliel 


nd int 


a Ke 
here of 


ye yl 
hat 0 


Pray b Arn. Spoil all, quoth a! what does he mean, in 5 | 


e of Wonder ? 

for d. (Taking him Aſide} Hark you, Mr. Brainſick, is 

lire Devil in you, that you and your W fe come hither, 

« no l iturb my le. which you your fc} ingag'd me 

with Mrs. Tric ly, to fevenge you on Linwergar ? 

1 I hal made an Appointment with her here; But, 

ring ſome- body come up 1 retir'd into che Clotor, cl] 

your 8 as fatish'd twràs not the Keeper. 

ne Lad But why this Intrigue in my W 
hi 4 Vid, 
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Hood. Why, you turn my Brains, with taking to! 
of your Wife's Chamber! do you lye in common? | 
Wife and Husbgnd, the Keeper and the Miſtreſs? 
Mrs. Brain. I am afraid they are quarrelling; 

Heav'n I get off. 5 85 1 

Brain. Once again, I am the Sultan of this Place: 
. Limberham is the Mogol of the next Manſion. 
Hood. Though I am a Stranger in the Houſe, tj 
| poſſible I ſhould be ſo much miſtaken: I far, th 
© Limberham's — 

Brain. You wou'd not venture a Wager of ten Pax 
that you are not miſtaken ? 

Mood. Tis done: Tl lay you. 
Brain. Who ſhall be Judge? / | 
Mood. Who better than your Wife? She can 

partial, becauſe ſhe knows not on which fide you | 
laid. 

Brain. Content. Come hither, Lady mine; yl 
Lodgings are theſe? who is Lord, and Grand Sc 
of em? | | 

Mrs. Brain. | Aſide.] Oh, goes it there? —— Why fy 
you ask me ſuch a Queſtion, when every Body i 
Houſe can tell they are n'own Dears ? 

Brain. Now are you fſatisfy'd? Children and l 
Fou know the Pioverb———_— 

Hood. Pox on me; nothing but ſuch a poſitive 
comb as I am, wou'd have laid his Mony upon 
odds; as if you did not know your own Lodging 
fer than I, at half a Days warning! And that 
vexes me more than the Loſs of my Mony, is tle 
of my Adventure! 5 

Brain. It ſhall be ſpent; We'll have a Treat wi 
This is a Fool of the firſt Magnitude. 

Mrs. Brain. Let n'own Dear alone, to find a Fool! 

Enter Limberham. 

Limb. Bully Brainſick, Pug has ſent me to you e 
Egmbaſſie, to bring you down to Cards again; It 
her Mulligrubs already; ſhe'll never forgive you Lin 
Fel you won, Tis bat Joſing a little to her, E 
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mphiſance, as they ſay, to a fair Lady: And what 
ſhe wins, I'll make up to you again in private. 
rain. I wou'd not be that Slave you are, to enjoy the 
alures of the Eaſt: The Poſſeſſion of Peru, and of 
i, ou d not buy me to the Bargain. 
imb, Will you leave your Perboles, and come then? 
brain. No; for I have won a Wager, to be ſpent * 
riouſly. at Longs z with Pleaſance of the Party, and 
magant Trickſy ; and I will paſs,” in Perſon, to the Pre- 
ation: Come, Matrimony. 
[Exeunt Brainſick, Mrs. Brain. 
Enter Saintly and Pleaſance. 
pa. To him; I'll ſecond you: now for miſchief! 
Faint, Ariſe, Mr. Limberham, ariſe; for Conſpiracies 
hatch'd againſt you, and a new Faux is preparing to 
w up your Happineſs. | 
Lind, What's the matter, Lindlady? Prithee ſpeak - 
dd honeſt Engliſh, and leave thy Canting. 
aint. Verily, thy Beloved is led aſtray, - by the young 
Woodall, that Veſſel of Uncleanneſs: I beheld them 
mmuning together; ſhe feigned her ſelf fick, and re- 
d to her Tent in the Garden-houſe; and I watched 
out-going, and behold he follow'd her. 
leaf. Do you ſtand unmov'd, and hear all this? 
Linb, Before George, I am Thunder-ſtruck! ; 
ay, Take to thee thy Reſolution, - and ' avenge thy. - 


= þ | 
ing nb. But give me leave to conſider firſt; A Man mult + 
a nothing raſhly, | " 

te e, 1' could tear out the Villain's Eyes, for diſho- 


ring you, While you ſtand conſidering, as you call 
Are you a Man, and ſuffer this? | 

Lin, Yes, I am a Man; but a Man's but a Man, you 
WW: I am recollecting my ſelf,” how theſe things can 


oh aint, How they can be! I have heard em; I have 
U em. | a . 8 

21 b. Heard em, and ſeen em! It may be ſo; but 
er, ( 


cannot enter into this ſame Buſineſs: I am * 555 
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I muſt confeſs; but the beſt is, I do not believe 9 
word on't. 

Saint. Make haſte, and thine own Eyes ſhall teſtife 
gainſt her, : | 

Limb. Nay, if my own Eyes teſtifie, it may be { 
But 'tis impoſſible however; for I am making a der 
ment upon her, this very Day. 

Pleaſ. Look, and ſatisfie your ſelf, e er you make th 
Settlement on ſo falie a Creature. | | 
Limb. But yet, if I ſhow'd look; and not find þ 
falſe, then I muſt caſt in another hundred, to make þ 

Satisfaction. : 

Pleaf. Was there ever ſuch a meek, hen-hearted Ct 
ture! FD | 
Saint. Verily, thou haſt not the Spirit of a Cad 
— TIE! | 

Limb. Before George, but I have the Spirit of a Lin 
and I will tear her Limb from Limb —if I al 
believe it. | 

Pleaſ. Love, Jealouſie, and Diſdain, how they tom 
me at once! and this inſenſible Creature — were [ 


in his Place——[To him.] Think, that this very inf 
ſhe's yours no more: Now, now ſhe's giving up K 
ſelf, with ſo much Violence of Love, that if Thul 
roar'd, ſhe could not hear it. | | 
Limb. J have been whetting all this while: They f 


be ſo taken in the manner, that Mars and Venus full 


* 


nothing to em. 
Pleaſ. Make haſte; go on then. | 
Limb. Yes, J will go on; — and yet my Mind ml 
gives me plaguily. 
Saint. Again backſliding ! 
Pleaſ Have you no Senſe of Honour in you? 
Limb. Well, Honour is Honour, and I muſt go: N 
I ſhall never get me ſuch another Pug again! O, . 
Heart! my poor tender Heart! *tis juſt breaking vt 
Pug's Unkindneſs ! [They drag him 


SCE) 


4 pad. Who is't? 
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EN E II. Woodall and Trickſy diſcover'd 
in the Garden-houſe. 


Enter Gervaſe to them. 


v. Make haſte, and fave your ſelf, Sir; the Ene- 
vs at Hand: I have diſcover'd him from the Corner, 
here you ſet me Sentry. 

rv, Who ſhou'd it be, but Limòerham? arm'd with 
wo-Hand Fox. O Lord, O Lord! | | 
Nick. Enter quickly into the Still-houſe. both of you, 
| leave me to him: There's a Spring-lock within, to 
en it when we are gone. 1 | 
hd, Well, I have won the Party and Revenge how- 
r: A Minute longer, and I had won the Tout. 

Ee | [They go in: She locks the Door, 
Enter Limberham, with a great Sword, 

mb, Diſloyal Pug. 

Wick. What Humour's this? you're drunk it ſeems: 
d ſleep. | 

25 Thou haſt robb'd me of my Repoſe for ever: 
m like Mackbeth, after the Death of good King Dun- 

; methinks a Voice ſays to me, Sleep no more; 
c>ſy has murder'd Sleep. 5 N 
Ick. Now I find it: You are willing to fave your 
ttlement, and are ſent by ſome of your wiſe Coun- 
lors, to pick a-Quarrel with me. 

Limb. J have been your Cully above theſe ſeven Years; 
t, at laſt my Eyes are open'd to your Witchcraft: And 
zulgent Heav'n has taken Care of my Preſervation— 
ſhort, Madam, I have found you out; and to cut off 
eambles, produce your Adulterer, : 

Trick, If I have any, you know him beſt: You are the 
y Ruin of my Reputation. But if I have diſhonour'd 
Y Family, for the Love of you; methinks you | ſhould 

the laſt Man to upbraid me with it. 

Limb. Jam ſure you are of the Family of your abo- 


Inable great Grandam Eve; but produce the Man, or, 
my Father's Soul 


| P 4 Trick. 
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* Trick. Still J am in the Dark. | „ 
Limb. Yes, you have been in the Dark; I knoy it 
But I ſhall bring you to light immediately, 

Trick. You are not jealous. 
Limb. No; J am too certain to be jealous: But yy 
have a Man here, that ſhall be nameleſs; let me fee hin, 
Trick. O, if that be your Buſineſs, you had beſt ſex; 
And when you have weary'd your ſelf, and ſpent yay 
idle Humour, you may find me above, in my Chamhe, 
and come to ask my Pardon. [Goiy, 
Limb. Yeu may go, Madam; but I ſhall beſeech yay 
Ladyſhip to leave the Key of the Still-houſe Door by 
hind you: I have a Mind to ſome of the Sweet. mer 
you have lock'd up there; you underſtand me. Non, 
for the old Dog-trick! you have loſt the Key, I knoy 
already, but I am prepar'd for that; you ſhall know 
have no Fool to deal with. x 
Trick. No; here's the Key: Take it, and ſatisfie you 
fooliſh Curioſity. 
Limb. [ Aſide.] This Confidence amazes me! Tf that 
two Gipſies have abus'd me, and I ſhou'd not find kin 
there now, this would make an immortal Quarrel, 
Trick. [ Afide.] I have put him to a ſtand. 
Limb. Hang't, tis no matter; I will be ſatisfyd: l 
it comes to a Rupture, I know the way to buy 1 
Peace. Pug, produce the Key. | 
Trick, |Takes him about the Neck.] My Dear, I hare! 
for you: Come, and kiſs me. Why wou'd you be f. 
unkind to ſuſpe& my Faith now? when I have forlak 
all the World for you [Kiſs again.] But I am not 
the mood of quarrelling to Night; I take this ,Jcaloul 
the beſt way, as the Effect of your Paſſion. Come iq 
and we'll go to Bed together, and be Friends. Riß az 
Limb. [ Aſide.) Pug's in a pure Humour to Night, and 
*twould vex a Man to loſe it; but yet I mult be {al 
fy'd: And therefore, upon mature Conſideration, gi 
me the Key. | | 
Trick. You are reſolv'd then? | 
Limb. Yes, I am reſolv'd; for I have ſworn to 1 
{elf by S:yx ; And that's an irreyocable Oath, ri 


* 


Trick, Now, ſee your Folly: There's the Key. 
1 Gives it him. 


focent immediately: And that will put an End to all 
ontroverſies betwixt us. 


arewel for the laſt time, Sir. Look well upon my 
ace, that you may remember it; for, from this time 


wer ſee it more. 8 


g of this new Commotion? | 
Tick. No more; but ſatisfie your fooliſh' Fancy, for 


Linh, Then you ſhall be juſtify'd. 


Tick, I know I ſhall: Farewel. 
Limb. But, are you ſure you ſhall? 


to ſome little Galley-Pot. | : 
Linb, But you will not leave me, if I ſhou'd loox? 


Trick, You are not worth my Anſwer: I am gone. 


Limb. Hold, hold, divine Pug, and let me recollect a 
te This is no time for Meditation neither: While 


ve liberate, ſhe may be gone. She muſt be Innocent, 

be f ſhe could neyer be ſo confident and careleſs Sweet 

faket g, forgive me. | [Kneels, +. 
ot Trick. J am provok'd too far. | 
lou Limb. Tis ch 


e Uh 


„rt of this Oblation; with this humble Kiſs, 
AZ, 


here pre- 


4 t looking, and depend wholly upon thy Mercy. 
at 


gi 
Limb. If I ſhou'd keep it, I were unworthy of For- 


' Separation, 
b ; P's Pick. 
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Linb, Why, that's a loving Pug; I will prove thee 5 
Trick, Yes, it ſhall put an End to all our Quarrels: 


ward, I have ſworn it irrevocably too, that you ſhall. 


Limb. Nay, but hold a little, Pug. What's the mean- - 


du are Maſter: And beſides, I am willing to be juſtif d. 


WW 


[ Puts the Key in the Dar. 
Trick, No, no, he's there: You'll find him up in the 


himney, or behind the Door; or, it may be, crouded 


Going out. 


e Property of a Goddeſs to * Ac- 


1 
* 
B 

Þþ 


nt it to thy fair Hand: I conclude thee Innocent withe - 


f a lo fers the Rey. 
Tick. No, keep it, keep it: The Lodgings are your 
n 8 : 


eneſs: I will no longer hold this fatal Inſtrument of | 
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ready Mony is all paid to Mrs. Trickſy, and the Bill x 


and command you to perform the foreſaid Drudgery u 


Wages you muſt expect. 


tion into Duty. And moreover, I will enjoin my 1 
CD 7 
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Trick. [Taking it.) Riſe, Sir: I will endeayour to oy: 
come my Nature, and forgive you; for I am fo fcrupy. te 
louſly nice in Love, that it grates my very Soul to he 
= pected: Yet, take my Counſel, and fatisfic yuy 
elf, | 3 8 
Limb. I would not be ſatisfy'd, to be Poſſeſſor of h. 
702i, as my Brother Brainſick ſays. Come, to Bed, der 
Fug. Now would not I change my Condition, to he 
an Eaſtern Monarch. rem, 

Enter Woodall and Gervaſe. | 
Ger. O Lord, Sir, are we alive! 

Hood. Alive! why, we were never in any danper: 
Well, ſhe's a rare Manager of a Foo]! 

Gerv. Are you diſpos'd yet to receive good Counk!! 
has Aflition wrought upon you? 

Wood. Yes, I muſt ask thy Advice in a moſt imper. 
tant Buſineſs: I have promis'd a Charity to Mrs. Sa, 
and ſhe expects it with a beating Heart a-bed: Now,! 
have at preſent no running Caſh to throw away, m 


drawn upon me for to Night. 
Gerv. Take Advice of your Pillow. 
Mood. No, Sirrah, ſince you have not the Grace to 
offer yours, I will for once make uſe of my Authority 


my Place. 
Gerv. Zookers, I cannot anſwer it to my Conſciene 
Wood. Nay, and your Conſcience can faffer you . 
ſwear, it ſhall ſuffer you to lie too: I mean in thi 
Senſe. Come, no denial, you muſt do it; ſhe's ric, 
and there's a Proviſion for your Life. | 
Gerv. I beſeech you, Sir, have pity on my Soul. 0 
Food. Have you pity of your Body: There's all tit 


Gerv. Well, Sir, you have perſwaded me: I will un 
my Conſcience with a Reſolution of making her an ho- 
nourable amends by Marriage; for to morrow Morning 
a Parſon ſh-all authorize my Labours, and turn Former 
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way of Penance, not to touch her for ſeyen Nights, 


her. | 
T Md Thou wert predeſtinated for a Husband I ſee 


that natural Inſtindt: As we walk, I will inſtruct 
bee how to behave thy ſelf, with Secreſie and Silence. 
Cerv. J have a Key of the Garden, to let us out the 


4 ckway into the Street, and ſo privately to our Lodg- 
4 12 'Tis well: Pl plot the reſt of my Affairs a- bed; 


tis reſolv'd that Limberham ſhall not wear Horns a- 
ne: And I am impatient till I add to my Trophy the 
poils of Braigſick. Exeunt. 
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Enter Woodall and Judith. 
ud. E LL, you are a lucky Man! Mrs. Brainlick is 


pot: 
wt), 
W, | 
1 


il 


ent; and that the Adventure of the Garden-houſe laſt 
light, was only a Viſion of Mrs. Saintly's. 
Hood. 1 knew, if I cou'd once ſpeak with her, all 


de t0 
ori 


Ty ou'd be ſet right immediately; for, had I been there, 
neo you | . 5 | 
* Jud. As you were, moſt certainly. ; | 
* Wood, Limberham ruſt have found me out; that F 
m of a Keeper wou'd have {ſmelt the Blood of a 


nch Luckold-maker : They ſay, he was peeping and butting 
out 1n eyery cranny. | N 

Jud. But one. Jou muſt excuſe my Unbelief, though 

Is. Prainſick is better ſatisfy d. She and her Husband, 


1 the 


| n know, went out this Morning to the New Exchanges 
—_ here ſhe has given him the ſlip; and pretending to call 
rain t her Taylor's, to try her. Stays for a new Gown—— 

rai Word. J underſtand thee. She fetch'd me a ſhort Turn, 


y fel 


ke a Hare before her Muſe, and- will immediately run 
by 


ther to Coyert ? 
Fug, 


Fool enough to believe you wholly Inno- 


— — — es 


— — - 
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and you may have time: 


Fad. Yes, but becauſe your, Chamber will be leaſt ſuſpp 
cious, ſhe appoints to meet you there; that, if her Hy; 
band ſhould come back, he may think her till abr 


Wood, To take in the Horn-work. It happens »1 
wiſh; for Mrs. Trickſey, and her Keeper, are gone ou 
with Father Aldo, to compleat her Settlement: n 
Landlady is fafe at her Morning Exerciſe, with my Ma 
Gervaſe, and her Daughter not ſtirring: the Houle is ou 
own, and Iniquity may walk bare-fac'd. | 

Fad. And, to make all ſure, I am order'd to be from 
Home. When I come back again, I ſhall knock at you 
Door, with Speak Brother, ſpeak ; is the Deed done? 

; Singny, 
Wood. Long ago, long ago; and then we „ 
out together. Oh, I am raviſnd with the Imaginain 
on't! Ni 
Fud. Well, J muſt retire; Good-morrow to you, Sir, 
[Exif 
Wood. Now do I humbly conceive, that this Miſtr 
in Matrimony, will give me more Pleaſure than the for 
mer: for your coupled Spaniels, when they are once k 
looſe, are afterwards the higheſt Rangers. 
Enter Mrs. Brainſick runing. | 
Mrs. Brain. Oh dear Mr. Woodall, what fhall I do? 
Wood. Recover Breath, and I'll inſtruct you in the net 
Chamber. 

Mrs. Brain. But my Husband follows me at Heels 

Wood. Has he ſeen you? | | 

Mrs. Brain. J hope not: J thought I had left him ſut 
enough, at the Exchange; but, looking behind me, . 
entered into the Houſe, I ſaw him walking a round nit 
this way. | 

Wood: Since he has not ſeen you, there's no dang! 
you need but ſtep into my ber, and there well ot 
our ſelves up, and transform him in a twinkling. 

Mrs. Bram. IJ had rather have got into my own; ba 
Judith is gone out with the Key, I doubt. 

Wood. Yes, by your Appointment. But ſo much i 
better; for when the Cuckold finds no Company, he 
ecrtainly go a ſantring again. B 


Urs. Brain. Make haſte then. | 
Hood. Immediately. [Goes to open the Door ha foily 1 
! breaks his Key.] What's the matter here? the Key turüus 
und, and will not open! As I live, we are undone! 
+4 too much haſte tis broken! 


own. 


en; and he and his Miſtreſs are both abroad. 
Mrs. Brain. There's no Remedy, I muſt venture in: 


Jezlouſie enough, if the Fool ſhou'd find me. 


%, Gown upon the Bed; clap it on, and turn your 
in ck: be will eaſily miſtake you for her, if he ſnoud 
tion Wok in upon you. 


Exi Enter Brainſick. 

ire brain. What, in a muſty muſing, Monſieur Woodall 4 - 
la. et me enter into the Affair. | 

cet 


Hood. Yeu may gueſs it, by the Poſt I have taken up? 
Brain. O, at the Door of the Damſel Trickfy ! your Bu- 
eſs is known by your abode: as the poſture of a Por- 
r before a Gate, denotes to what Family he belongs. 
o0ks in.] *Tis an Aſſignation J ſee: for yonder ſhe ſtands, 
ith her Back toward me, dreft up for the Duel, with 
Il the Ornaments of the Eaſt. Now for the Judges of 
he Field, to divide the Sun and Wind betwixt the Com- 
atants, and a tearing Trumpeter to ſound the Charge. 
Wood. *Tis a private Quarrel, to be decided without 
xeconds; and therefore you wou'd do me a fayour to 
vithdrawv. 
Brain, Your Limberham is nearer than you imagine: 1 
ſt him almoſt entring at the Door. 
Wood, Plague of all impertinent Cuckolds! they are 


* 


n; rer trouble ome to us honeſt Lovers: ſo intruding ! 

\ Brain, They are indeed, where their Company is not 
> _O2 kk @at<nocaa.sc * 
he wi - a | 


— 
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Mrs, Brain. Then I am loſt; for I cannot enter into 


fad. This next Room is Limberham's, See! the Poor's 
r his knowing I am come back ſo ſoon, muſt be cauſe . 


ood. [Looking in] See there! Mrs. Trickſy has left her 


Mrs. Brain. I'll put on my Vizor-Mask however, for . 
jore ſecurity, [Noiſe] Hark! T hear him. [Goes in, 


t 4 
4 


2 N . s = hy & 
r $i. þ l 1 2 ET 3 . 1 


14 

_— 
= 
* 

ö 

4 

N 

| J 
| 

# 


goo LINMBERHAM; Or, 

Wood. Sure he has ſome Tutelar Devil to guad A 
Brows! juſt when ſhe had bobb d him, and made au fr 
rand home, to come to me! | 
Brain. Tis unconſcionably done of him. But you gy 
not adjourn your Love for this; the Brainſick has an xt 
cendant over him: I am your Garantee; he's doom! 
Cuckold, in diſdain of Deſtiny. | 

Mood. What mean you? 

Brain. To ſtand before the Door with my brandiſyj 
Blade, and defend the Entrance: he dies, upon thzPoin;,i 
ke approaches. | 7 

Mood. If I durſt truſt it, *tis Heroick. . 

Brain. Tis the Office of a Friend: [1] do't. 

Wood. [Alide] Shou'd he know hereafter his Wife wer 
here,, he, wou'd think I had enjoy'd her, though I hy 
not: tis beſt yenturing for ſomething. He takes pains 
enough o' conſcience for his 5 and, by ny 
Troth, has earn'd it fairly. But, may a Man ventut 
upon your Promile ? | | 
Brain. Bars of Braſs, and Doors of Adamant, cou nt 
more ſecure you. 
Mood. I know it; but ſtill gentle means are beſt: yu 

may come to force at laſt. Perhaps you may wheel 
him away: tis but drawing a Trope or two upon him, 
Brain. He ſhall have it; with all the Artillery of El 


quence. 4 
Wood. Ay, ay; your Figure breaks no Bones, With yur Ji” 
good eve. 4 [Goes h, . 


Brain. Thou haſt it, Boy. Turn to him, Madam; to 
her Woodall: and S. George for merry England. Tm tan 
va ra, ra ra! Dub, a dub, dub; Tan ta ra ra 14. 

7 Euter Limberham. 

Lim. How now, Bully Brainſicſ What, upon the In 
a ra, by your ſelf? | 5 

Brain. Clangor, Taratantarra, Murmur. 

Lim. Commend me to honeſt Lingua Franca. Wiy, 
this is enough to ſtun aChriſtian, with your Hebrew, aul 
your Greek, and ſuch like Latin. . 

Brain. Out, Ignorance! | 

Lim. Then Ignorance by your leave; for I muſt 75 

| Y f 


* 


an. Why in ſuch haſte? the Fortune of Greece de- 
ds not on t. 5 OY 7 3 
Lin, But Pug's Fortune does: that's dearer to me than 
ve, and ſweeter than Ambergriſe. = A 
Brain, You'll not find her here. Come, you are jea- 
us: you're haunted with a raging Fiend, that robs you 
your ſweet Repoſe. | f 
Lim. Nay, and you are in your Perbole's again! Look 
u, tis Pug is jealous of her Jewels: ſhe has left the- 
ey of her Cabinet behind; and has deſir'd me to bring 
ck to her. : 
= Poor Fool! he little thinks ſhe's. here before 
mi Well, this Pretence will never paſs on me; for T 
e deeper into your affairs: you are jealous.. But, ra-- 


mificant, — Ha! the Gods! If I thought my proper 
ike were now within, and proſtituting all her Trea- 
res to the lawleſs Love of an Adulterer, I wou'd ſtand 
intrepid, as firm, and as unmoy'd, as the Statue of a 
man Gladiator. 2 

Lim. {In the ſame tone}, Of a Roman Gladiator !- 


1 Wow are you as mad as a March Hare; but J am in haſte, 
"WW return to Pug: yet, by your favour, I will firſt ſecure- 
11 e Cabinet. | - 


Brain. No, you muſt not. 

Lin. Muſt not? what, may not a Man come by you, 
look upon his own Goods and Chattels, in his own 
amber ? 

Brain. No, with this Sabre I defie the Deſtinies, and 
m up the paſſage with my Perſon ; like a rugged Rock, 


dtentates and Princes 


inces? Will you leave your Troping, and let me paſs? 
Bram. You have your utmoſt Anſwer. OE, 
Lim. If this Maggot bite a little deeper, we ſhall have 
ua Citizen of Beth lem yet ere Dog-days. Well, I fay 
ic; but II tell Pug on't. : Exit. 
Brain. 


2 * 
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er than my Soul ſhou'd be concern'd for a Sex ſo in- 


posd againſt the roaring of the boiſterous Billows;- 
dur Jealouſie ſhall have no courſe through me, though 


Lin, Prithee what have we to do with Potentates and 
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Brain. She knows it already, by your fayour; 


f Noch 
Sound a Retreat, you luſty Lovers, or the . | 
Charge you in the Flank, with a freſh Reſerve; jj 
off, march off upon the Spur, e re he can reach you. 
Enter Woodall. 
Hood. How now, Baron Fell-clock, is the Paſſige cer 
Brain. Clear as a Level, without Hills or Woods, ui 
void of Ambuſcade. | 
Mood. But Limberham will return immediately, win 
he finds not his Miſtreſs where he thought he left her 
Train. Friendſhip, which has done much, will jet 
more. [Shows a Key.) With this Paſſe par tout, | wil 
inſtantly conduct her to my own Chamber, that ſhemy 
out-face the Keeper ſhe has been there; and, when my 
Wife returns, who is my Slave, I will lay my Conjup 
Commands upon her, to affirm, they have been al a 
time together. | | 
Wood. I ſhall never make you amends for this Kin 
neſs, my dear Padron: but wou'd it not be better, if yu 
wou'd take the pains to run after Limberham, and ſtophin 
in his way cer he reach the Place where he thinks! 
left his Miſtreſs; then hold him in Diſcourſe as long s 
poſſibly you can, till you gueſs your Wife may be r. 
- turn'd, that ſo they may appear together ? 
Brain. I warrant you: laiſſex faire a Marc Antoine. Bi. 
Mood. Now, Madam, you may venture out in fatety 
Mrs. Brain. Entring] Pray Heav'n I may. [Nuff 
Wood, Hark! I hear Fudith's Voice: it happens wi 
that ſhe's return d: flip into your Chamber immediate 
-and ſend back the Gown. 
Mrs. Brain. I will: but are not you a wicked Man, t 
put me into all this Danger? | [Exit 
Hood. Let what can happen, my Comfort is, at lab 
I have enjoy'd: But this is no place for Conſideration 
Be jogging, good Mr. Z#004all, out of this Family, wil 
you are well; and go Plant in ſome other Count) 
| Where your Virtues are not ſo famous, [ou 


Ai 
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Enter Trickſy, with a Box of Writings. 


"a an Owner? Do. yeu know that I am Lady of the 
* mor; and that all Wefts and Strays belong to me? 


e more favourable time. 


* 
— 


ls, he gives mea fair Occaſion of leaving him for ever. 


e his Bargain, when he has paid ſo dear for't? 


dare not. 


= od. Go in, Madam: I was never dar'd before. III 
E $<0ut 2 little, and follow you immediately. Trick. 
.] I finda Miſtreſs is only kept for other Men: and 


eaſon. 


[Exi Enter judith, with the Night-Gown, : 
tet. d. Still you're a lucky Man! Mr. Brainſick has beefy . 


exding honourable : he ran, as if a Legion of Bayliffs 


vl been at his Heels, and overtook Limberham in the 


et. Here, take the Gown; lay it where you found 
and the Danger's over. | 


20, Uf. Speak ſoftly : Mrs. Bick is return'd. [Looks in.] 
; the's gone into her Cloſet, to lay up her Writings : 
ten throw it on the Bed, cer ſhe perceive it has been 
ration ing. | [Throws it in, 


uni ich! have done. 
04. 1 am ſenſible of it, little Fudith: there's a time 


Id; away, 


lick. What, wandring up and down, as if you wan 


x4, J have waited for you above an Hour; but Fryer 
1's Head has been lately ſpeaking to me, that Time is 
In a Word, your Keeper has been here, and will 
m immediately; we muſt defer our Happineſs till 


Trick, J fear him not; he has this Morning arm'd me 
inſt himſelf, by this Settlement: the next time he 


Mod. But is this Conſcience in you? not to let him 


ck, You do not know him: he muſt perpetually be . 
d il}, or he inſults. Beſides, I have gain d an abſolute-. 
minion oyer him: he muſt not ſee, when 1 bid him 
k. If you argue after this, either you love me not, 


Keeper is but her Man, in green Livery, bound to 
ere a Warrant for the Doe, when &er ſhe pleaſes, or is 


ud. Every Woman wou'd not haye done this for you. 


ome ſhall pay for all. I hear her a returning: not a 
OE”,  * e_— 
_ Re-enter... 
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Re. enter Tricky. kl 

Trick. What, is a ſecond Summons needfy]? my Pr 
vours have not been ſo cheap, that they ſhou'd flick yy 
my Hands. It ſeems, you flight your Bill of fare, h 
cauſe you know it: or fear to be invited to your Loſ, 

Mood. I was willing to ſecure my Happineſs from Ih 
terruption: A true Soldier never falls upon the Plundy, 
while the Enemy is in the Field. | 

Trick. He has been ſo often baffled, that he grows can 
temptible. Were he here, ſhou'd he ſee you enter im 
y Cloſet; VET 

Food. You are like to be put upon the Tryal, for I hex 
his Voice. - | 

Trick. Tis fo: go in, and mark the Event now: bebe 
as unconcern'd, as you are fafe, and truſt him to 
Management. ? | 

Wood. J muſt venture it: becauſe to be ſeen here, woll 
have the ſame Effect, as to be taken within. Yet I dau 
you are toe confident, _ | [ He goa 

Eiter Limberham and Brainſick. 

Lim. How now, Pug? return'd fo foon! 

Tick. When I ſaw you came not for me, I was oth 
to be long without you.. | | | 

Lim. But which way came you, that I ſaw you not? 
Trick. The back way; by the Garden-door, 

Lim. How long have you been here? 

Trick. Juſt come before you.” | 4 
Lim. G, then all's well. For, to tell you true, Bg. 
had a kind of villanous Apprehenſion that you had ben 
here longer: but whate er thou ſay'ſt is an Oracle, let 
Pug, and I am ſatisſy'd. 

Brain. [Aſide] How infinitely ſhe gulls him! and hel 
ftupid not to find it! [To her] If he be fill within, NW 
dam, (you kno:v my meaning?) here's Bilbo ready to fo 
bid your Keeper Entrance. | 

Trick. [Aſide ] Woodall- muſt have told him of our 
pointment. What think you of walking down, M. 
Limberham?  - : 

Lin, I'll but viſit the Chamber a little firſt. 


Wil 


oa. What new Maggot's this? you dare not ſure 
P f ealous! x 5 8 
p n, No, I proteſt, ſweet Pug, J am not: only to ſa- 


fe my Curioſity; that's but reaſonable, you know. 

Trick. Come, what fooliſh: Curioſity? 1 
Lin. You muſt know, Pug, I was going but juſt now, 
obedience to your Commands, to enquire of the health 
d fafety of your Jewels, and my Brother Brainſick moſt 
baroaſly forbade me Entrance: (nay, I dare accuſe you. 


ill go ſce 'em, or ſome- body ſhall ſmoak for't. : 
Brain, But I refolve you ſhall not. If ſne pleaſes to com- 


Cavalier, - + | „„ 
Tick, But what Reaſon had you to forbid him then, 
f 5 | | 


Lim. Ay, what Reaſon had you to forbid me then, Sir? 


Brain, Twas only my Caprichio, Madam. (Now muſt 
Trick, We'll enquire the Cauſe at better leiſure: Com 
wn, Mr. Limberham. 13 | | 
Lin, Nay, if it were only his Caprichio, I am fatisfy'd 5 
tough, J muft tell you, F was in a kind of Huff, to 
ar him Tan ta ra, tan ta ra, a quarter of an Hour to- 


iow, betore a Man's Chamber. 
Enter Pleaſance. ? 
Pleaſ. [Aſide] Fudith has aſſur d me he muſt be there; 
1 ll ſatisfie my Revenge at any rate upon 
y Kivals, | We : 
Trick. Mrs. Pleaſauce is come to call us: pray let us go. 
Pleaſ. Oh dear, Mr. Limberham, I have had the dread- 
lt Dream to Night, and am come to tell it you; I 


> 


dd the Door open. 


lea ance. | 

dea, And that a great ſwinging Thief came in, and 

aipt em out. f 3 

Lim. Marry, Heav'n forbid, 
| | Tricks. 
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hen Pug's by to back me;) but now I am reſolvd ! 


and my Perſon, I can comply with the Obligation of 
ſeem ignorant of what ſhe knows full well.) - = 


ther; for Ian ta ra is but an odd kind of Sound, you. 


eam d you left your Miſtrets's Jewels in your Chamber, 


| Lim. In good time be it ſpoken; and fol did, Mrs, 
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Trick. This is ridiculous: I'll ſpeak to your Motte 
Madam, not to ſuffer you to eat ſuch heavy Supper, | 
Tim. Nay, that's very true; for, you may remenhy 
ſhe fed very much upon Larks and Pigeons; and they n 
very heavy Meat, as Pug ſays. | 
_ Trick. The Jewels are all ſafe; I laok'd-on em. 
Brain. Will you never ſtand. corrected, Mrs. Pleaſant 
| Pleaf. Not by you: correct your Matrimony, 4 
methought, of a ſudden, this Thief was turn'd to My 
Woodall; and that, hearing Mr. Limberham come, he ſlips 
for fear into the Cloſet, | 
Trick. J look'd all over it; I'm ſure he is not thee 
Come away, Dear. 
Brain. What, I think you are in a Dream too, Brote 
 Timberham. | 
Lim, If her Dream ſnhoud come out now! 'tis goodt 
be ſure however. 
Trick. You are ſure: have not I faid it? You had be 
make Mr. Woodall a Thief, Madam. 
Pleaſ. J make him nothing, Madam: but the Thief in 
my Dream was like Mr, Foedall; and that Thief my 
have made Mr. Limberbam ſomething. 
Lim. Nay, Mr. Wyqodall is no Thief, that's certain: bit 
if a Thief ſhou'd be tur'd to Mr. Woodall, that may l 
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ſomething. 
Pick. Then I'Il fetch out the Jewels: will that faut 
ou? | | 
, Brain, That ſhall ſatisfie him. 
Lim. Yes, that ſhall ſatisfie me. | 
Pleaſ. Then you are a Predeſtinated Fool, and ſons 
what worſe, that ſhall be nameleſs: do you not ſee how 
groſly ſhe abuſes you? My Life on't, hes ſome-bol 
within, and ſhe knows it; otherwiſe ſhe would {uk 
you to bring out the Jewels. 15 
Lim. Nay, T am no predeſtinated Fool; and thereſat 
Pug, give Way. 
Trick. I will not ſatisfie your Humour. 
Lim. Then I will ſatisfie it my ſelf: for my gene 
Blood is up, and I'll force my Entrance. 


R HH og. 4 * w_ IE_—_ 
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W 374. Here's Bilbo then ſhall bar you: Atoms are not 
ü 4 mall, as I will lice the Slave. Ha! Fate, and Furies! 
Nor Lin, Ay, for. all your Fate and Furies, I charge you, 


his Majeſty's Name, to keep the Peace: now, diſobey 
uthority, 1 7 dare. | 
Trick. Fear him not, ſweet Mr. Brainſick. 
plaaſ. to Brain. But, if you ſhou'd hinder him, he 
e may trouble you at Law, Sir, and ſay you robb'd him 
f his Jewels. | 
Lim. That's well thought on. I will accuſe him hai. 
ouſly; there — and therefore fear and tremble. 
Pran. My Allegiance Charms me: I acquicſce.—— 
Ade] Th? Occafion's plauſible to let him. paſs. Now let the 
urniſh'd Beams upon his Brow blaze broad, for the 
Brand he caſt upon the Bramſick. 
Trick. Dear Mr. Limberham, come back, and hear me. 
Lim. Yes, I will hear thee, Pug. . 
Pleaſ. Go on; my Life for yours, he's there. | 
Lim. I am deaf, as an Adder; I will not hear thee, nor 
have no Commiſeration. | 
: [Struggles from ber,” and ruſhes in. 
Trick. Then I know the worſt, and care not. 
[Limberham comes running out with the Fewels, follow'd 
by Woodall, with his Sword drawn. 8 
im. O, fave me, Pug, ſave me! [Gets behind her. 
Aich Mod. A Slave, to come and interrupt me at my Devo- 
ons! but 1 — ws 
Lim. Hold, held, ſince you are ſo deyout, for Heav n 
ſake hold. : ; 
ſons Brain. Nay, Mounkeur Hoodall! 
bon Tick. For my fake, ſpare him. 
Lim, Yes, for Pug's — ſpare me. | 
cf Hood. 1 did his Chamber the honour, when my own 
was not open, to retire thither; and he to diſturb me, 
elan like a profane Raſcal as he was. 5 5 
Lim. Aſide] 1 believe he had the Devil for his Chap- 
lain, and a Man durſt tell him fo. | 
neron Wood. What's that you mutter ? 


bas 0 
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Iod. What, does he take me for a Thief? Nay they 
Lim. O, merey, mercy. \ 

Pleaſ. Hold, Sir; twas a fooliſh Dream of mine th. 
ſet him on. I dreamt, a Thief, who had been jut y 
priev d for a former Robbery, was vent'ring his Neck 
Minute after in Mr. Limberham's Cloſet, 

Wood. Are you thereabouts, i faith! A Pox of 4m 
dorus ! . 3 

Trick. T have had a Dream too, concerning Mrs. gy 
ſick, and perhaps= ' | 5 

Wood. Mrs. Trickſy, a Word in private with you, b 
pour Keeper's leave. F | | 

Lim. Yes, Sir, you. may ſpeak your Pleaſure to he 
and, if you have a mind to go to Prayers. together, the 
Cloſet is open. | 
Mood. to Trick, You but ſuſpect it at moſt, and canng 
prove it: if you value me, you will not ingage mein 
Quarrel with her Husband. 

Trick. Well, in hope you'll love me, Tl obey. 

Brain. Now, Damſel Trickſy, your Dream, yau 
Dream! 55 
Trick. "Twas ſomething of a Flagelet that a Shephel 
- 'play'd upon ſo ſweetly, that three Women follow d hin 
_ bis Muſick, and ſtill one of em ſnatch'd it from the 
+ other. - x | . 

Pleaſ. [ Aſide.] 1 underſtand her; but I find ſhe's bil 
to Secreſy. | . 

Lin. That Flagelet was, by Interpretation, but let thi 
paſs; and Mr. Woodall there was the Shepherd that play 
the Tan ta ra upon't: but a generous Heart, like mit 
will endure the Infamy no longer; therefore, Pug, I 
niſh thee tor ever. 93 
Jick. Then farewel. 
Lim. Is that all you make of me? 
Trick. J hate to be tormented with your jeaious fl 
mou: s, and am glad to be rid of em. 
Lin,. Bear witneſs, good People, of her Ingratitudt 
Nothing vexes me, bu that ſhe calls me jealous; When! 
found him as cloſe as a Butter- fly in her Cloſet. 
| Frick. No matter for that; I knew not he was 
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Limb. Wou'd I cou'd believe thee. 5 

had. You have both our Words for't. 1 
Trick, Why ſhow'd you perſuade him againſt his Will? 
Linh, Since you won't perſuade me, I care not much: 
ere are the Jewels in my Poſſeſſion; and I'll fetch out 
e Settlement immediately. ä e 

Wood. ¶ Shewing the Box.] Look you, Sir, Tl ſpare 
our Pains: Four hundred a Year will ſerve to comfort 
poor caſt Miſtreſs, _ ” ED 
Limb. T thought what would come of your Devils 
Mater Noſters'! | 


Brain. Reſtore 1t to him for pity, Woodall ” | 
Trick, I make him my Truſtee; he ſhall not reſtore 


Limb. Here are Jewels that coſt me above two thou- ' 
and Pound, a Queen might wear em; behold this Ori- 
nt Neck-lace, Pug ! tis pity any Neck ſhould touch it 
ter thine, that pretty Neck! but, oh, tis the falſeſt 
eck that e er was hang d in Pearl. ; 

Hood. Twould become your Bounty to give it her at 
ting. 

Limb. Never the ſooner for your asking. But, oh, 

at word Parting! can I bear it? if ſhe could find in 
ter Heart but ſo much Grace, as to acknowledge what a 

raytreſs ſhe has been, I think in my. Conſcience 1 
ould forgive her, | 

Trick, VII not wrong my Innocence ſo much, nor this 
entleman's; but, fince you have accus'd us falſly, four 
undred a Year, betwixt us two, will make us ſome 
Part of Reparation, 

Hood. I anſwer you not, but with my Leg, Madam. 

Pleaſ. Alide.] This mads me; but I cannot help it. 

Limb. What, wilt thou kill me, Pug, with thy Un- 
indneſs, when thou know'ſt I cannot live without thee ? 
t goes to my Heart, that this wicked Fellow 

Wood. How's that, Sir? 

Limb. Under the Roſe, good Mr. Moodall. But I ſpeak 
t with all Submiſſion, in the Bitterneſs of my Spirit, 
hat you, or any Man, ſhould' have the diſpoſing of — y 

| | 9 
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four hundred a Year gratis: Therefore, dear Pug, i wi 
in private, with your Permiſſion, good Mr. add. 
Trick. Alas, I know by Experience, I may ſafely 
my Perſon with you. IkEx. Limb, aud Tn 
: Enter Aldo. 
Pleaſ. O, Father Aldo, we have wanted you! Here 
been made the rareſt Diſcovery! 
Brain. With the moſt Comical Cataſtrophe! 
; Wood, Happily arriv'd, i' faith, my old Sub- fornicit 
I have been taken upon Suſpicion here with Mrs. i 
Aldo. To be taken, to be ſeen! Before George thy 
Point next the worſt, Son Fall. 
Wood. Truth is, I wanted thy Aſſiſtance, old Methyl 
lem: But, my Comfort is, I fell greatly. 
Aldo. Well, young Phaeton, that's ſomewhat je, 
Jou made a blaze at your Departure. | 
Enter Giles. Mrs. Brainſick and Judith, 
Giles. By your leave, Gentlemen, I have follow! 
old Maſter of mine theſe two long Hours, and hu 
fair Courſe at him up the Street: Here he enterd i 
ſure. a | 
Aldo. Whoop Holiday! our truſty and wel. ben 
Giles, moſt welcome! Now, for ſome News of my u en 
gracious Son | 
Wood. | Aſide.] Giles here! O Rogue, Rogue! Non 
wauld I were ſafe ſtow'd, over Head and Ears, in t 
Cheſt again. a | | 
Aldo. Look you now, Son Woodall, I told you Im 
not miſtaken; my Raſcals in Town, with a Vengead 
to him. du: 
g Giles, Why, this is he, Sir; I thought you had ke 
: m. 4 . 5 4 
Aldo. Known whom ? SE 
Giles. Your Son here, my young Maſter. 
Aldo. Do I dote? or art thou drunk, Grles ? | 
Giles, Nay, I am ſober enough, I'm ſure; I have be 
Kept faſting almoſt theſe two Days. | 
Aldo. Before George, tis ſo! J read it in that Je 
Took: What a Tartar have I caught! * 
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rain. Woodall his Son! | 
lea, What, young Father Aldo: 
lb. [ Aſide.) Now cannot I for ſhame hold up my 
xd, to think what this young Rogue is privy to! | 
» Brain. The moſt dumb Interview I ever ſaw! 
ain. What, have you beheld the Gorgon's Head on 
er fide? | 
fp, Oh, my Sins! my Sins! and he keeps my Book 
onſcience too! He can diſplay em, with a Witneſs! 
treacherous young Devil! | 
wd. [ Aſide.) Well, the Squib's run to the End of 
Line, and now for the Cracker: I muſt bear 
5 
+, 1 muſt ſet a Face of Authority on the matter, 
my Credit— Pray, who am I? do you know 
dir? | „ 6 
md. Yes, I think I ſhould partly know you, Sir: You 
remember ſome private Paſſages betwixt us. 
b. Aſde.] I thought as much; he has me alrea- 
But pray, Sir, why this Ceremony amongſt 
nds? Put on, put on; and let us hear what News 
France: Have you heard lately from my Son? does 
ntinue ftill the moſt Hopeful and eſteem'd young 
man in Paris? does he manage his Allowance with 
ne Diſcretion? And laftly, has he ſtill the ſame Re- 
int and Duty for his good old Father? | 
d, Faith, Sir, I have been too long from my Cate- 
, to anſwer ſo many Queſtions; but, ſuppole there 
noca ip News of your Quondam Son, you may Comfort 
bur Heart for ſuch a Loſs; Father Aldo has a nume- 
uo rogeny about the Town, Heav'n bleſs em. 
0, Tis very well, Sir; I find you have been ſearch- 
dr your Relations then, in MWherſtone's Park! 
. No, Sir; I made ſome ſcruple of going to the 
d place, for fear of meeting my own Father there. 
Before George, I cou'd find in my Heart to ditin- 
be. 
eng Sure you cannot be ſo unnatural. 
8, J am ſure I am no Baſtard; witneſs one good 
Y I have; It any of your Children have a ſtro ger 
IV. 2 Tang 
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Tang of the Father in em, I am content to be j 
own'd. 
Aldo. Well, from this time forward, I pronounce t 
no Son of mine. : | 
Mood. Then you defire I ſhou'd proceed, to juſij 
am lawfully begotten ? The. Evidence is ready, dir; 3 
if you pleaſe, I ſhall relate before this Honourable Aſec 
bly, thoſe excellent Leſſons of Morality you gave me 
our firſt Acquaintance. As, in the firſt place 
Aldo. Hold, hold; I charge thee hold, on thy Obe 
ence. I forgive thee heartily: I have proof enough th 
art my Son; but tame thee that can, thou art a n 
one. 
Pleaſ. Why, this is as it ſhou'd be. 
Aldo. to him. Not a Word of any Paſſages betwit! 
Tis enough we know each other; hereafter well 
niſh all Pomp and Ceremony, and live familiarly ty 
ther: Ill be Pilades, and thou mad Oreſtes, and wel 
vide the Eſtate betwixt us, and have freſh Wencbez 
Ballum Rankum every Night. | 
Wood. A Match Yfaith : and let the World pas. 
Aldo. But hold a little; I had forgot one Point: Ik 
ycu are not marry'd, nor mee | 
Hood. To nothing but my Pleaſures, T. | 
Aldo. A mingle of Profit wou'd do well though. C 
here's a Girl; look well upon her; *tis a-mettled To 
can tell you that: Shel] make notable work betwin 
Sheets, in a lawful way. | 
Hood. What, my old Enemy, Mrs. Plea/ance! 
Mrs. Brain. Marry Mrs. Saintlys Daughter! 
Aldo. The truth 1s, ſhe has paſt for ar Daught! 
my appointment; but ſhe has as good Blood run 
her Veins, as the beſt of you: Her Father, Mr, fa 
his Death Bed, left her to my Care and Diſpol 
ſides, a Fortune of twelve hundred a Year; a pretty\ 
venience, by my Faith. | 
Mood. Beyond my Hopes, if ſhe conſent. 
Aldo. I have taken ſome Care of her Educatidh 
Plac'd her here with Mrs. Saintly, as her Daugite 
void her being blown upon by Fops, and young" 
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„ So now, Son, I hope I have match'd your Con- 
ment with my Diſcovery! there's hit for hit, ere I 
{; the Cudgels. | 
lf. You will not take em up, Sir? 
gal. I dare not againſt you, Madam: I'm fare you'll 
& me at all Weapons. All I ean fay is, I do not now 
in to love you. 
1p, Let me ſpeak for thee: Thou ſhalt be us d, little 
zſance, like a Sovereign Princeſs : Thou ſhalt not touch 
it of Butchers Meat in a Twelve- month; and thou 
| be treated | 
aſ, Not with Ballum Rankum every Night, I hope! 
l Well, thou art a Wag; no more of that. Thou 
t want neither Man's Meat, nor Woman's Meat, as 
25 his Proviſion will hold out. 
eg. But I fear he's ſo horribly given to go a Houſe- 
ming abroad, that the leaſt Part of the Proviſion will 
ne to my Share at home. | 
vd, You'll find me ſo much Imployment in my own 
pily, that I ſhall have little need to look out for Jour- 
-work. 

* Before George, he ſhall do thee Reaſon, e er thou 

pit, | 

leaf. No; he ſhall have an Honeurable Truce for one 

1, i leaſt; for *tis not fair, to put a freſh Enemy up- 

im, b f 

twWIn rs. Brain. to Pleaſ. T beſeech you, Madam, diſcover no- 
do betwixt him and me. : 

leaſ. to her. J am contented to cancel the old Score; 

take heed of bringing me an after-reckoning. 

auge Enter Gervaſe leading Saintly. 


umi v. Save you, Gentlemen; and you, my Quondam 
r, Ii er: You are Welcome all, as I may ſay. 

iſpob lo. How now, Sirrah? what's the matter? * 
bre. Give good words, while you live, Sir: Your 
dord, and Mr. Saintly, if you pleaſe. | 
wa, Oh, I underſtand the Buſineſs; he's marry'd to 
1,cation ly 1dow. 

vent WP. Verily, the good Work is accowpliſh'd. 
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Brain. But, why Mr. Sainely? | 

Gerv. When a Man is marry'd to his Betters, dis! 
decency to take her Name. A pretty Houſe, pretty gg 
tuation, and prettily furniſh'd! I have been unlawfyl 
labouring at hard Duty; but a Parſon has ſoder d up f 
matter: Thank your Worſhip, Mr. Woodall my 
Giles here! | 

Wood. This Buſineſs is out, and I am now Ab: ) 
Father has forgiven me, and we are Friends, 
or When will Giles, with his Honeſty, come 
this? | | 

Mood. Nay, do not inſult too much, good Mr. Siu 
Thou wert but my Deputy; thou know'ſt the Widn 


intended it to me. 5 
Gerv. But I am ſatisfy'd ſhe perform d it with m n 
Sir. Well, there is much good Will in theſe preciſe 
Women; they are the — zealous Bedfellows: Ly 5 
_ ſhe does not bluſh now! you ſee there's Ge a 

er. | | 
Wood. Mr. Limberham, where are you? Come, di b 
up Man: How go matters on your Side of the County 4 
Cty him, Gervaſe. 1 e e 
Gerv. Mr. Limberham, Mr. Limberham, make ju J 
Appearance in the Court, and fave your Recognizance . 
Enter Limberham and Trickſy. 1 


Wood. Sir, I ſhould now make a Speech to you inn 
own Defence; but the ſhort of all is this: If jon d 
. what's paſt, your Hand, and T'll endeavou 
make up the Breach betwixt you and your Miſt 
If not, I am ready to give you the Satisfaction of a0 
tleman. pet” 

Limb. Sir, Lam a peaceable Man, and a good Cn 
an, though I ſay it, and deſire no Satisfaction from 4 
Man: Pug and 1 are partly agreed upon the point at 
dy; and therefore lay thy Hand upon thy Heart, 1% 
if thou canſt from the bottom of thy Soul defie Manki 
naming no Body, I'll forgive thy paſt Enormities & 
to give good Example to all Chriſtian Keepers, wilt 
thee to my wedded Wife: And thy four hundred a 


ſhall be ſetled upon thee, for ſeparate Maintenance. ; 
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Tick. Why, now I can conſent with Honour. 2% 
Aldo, This is the firſt Buſineſs that was ever made up 
ithout me. | | 

Word. Give you Joy, Mr. Bridegroom. FE | 
Linh, You may ſpare your Breath, Sir, if you pleaſe : 
deſire none from you. Tis true, I'm fatisfy'd of her 
irtue, in ſpight of Slander; but, to filence Calumny, 
all civilly deſire you henceforth, not to make a Chap- 
eh of Eaſe of Pug's Cloſet, | . 

Pleaſ. [ Aſide.] IIl take care of falſe Worſhip, I'll war- 
nt him: He ſhall. have no more to do with Zell and tile 
gon. | 

Brain Come hither, Wedlock, and let me Seal my 
fling Love upon thy Lips: Saintly has been ſeduc'd, and 
has Trickſy———But thou alone art kind and conſtant. 
itherto I Have not valu'd Modeſty, according to its 
ferit; but hereafter, Memphis ſhall not boaſt a Monu-' 
gent more firm, than my Affection. 

Hood. A moſt excellent Reformation, and at a moſt 
onable Time! The Moral on't is pleaſant, if well con- 
ler d. Now, let's to Dinner; Mr. Saiatly, lead the 
ay, as becomes you, in your own Houſe, 


| Tre reſt going of. 
Phaſ. Your Hand, ſweet Moiety. a oY EY 
Hod. And Heart too, my comfortable Importance, 
Miſtreſs and Wife, by turns, I have poſſeſs d: 
He who enjoys em both in one, is ble(s'd. 
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V 


1 Beg a Boon, that e er you all disband, 
Some one would take my Bargain off my Hand: 
To keep a Punk is but à common Evil, 

To find her falſe, and marry, that's the Devil. 

Well, I ne er ated Part in all my Life, 

Bau ſtill I was ſobb'd off with ſome ſuch Wife: 
I find the Trick; theſe Poets take no Pity 

Of one that is a Member of the City. 
e Cheat you lawfully, and in our Trades, 
Du Cheat us baſely with your common Fades. 

Now I am marryd, I muſt fit down by it; 

But let me keep my Deur- bought Spouſe in quiet: 

Let none of you danni'd Woodall's of the Pit, 

Put in for Shares to mend our Breed in Wit 

We know your Baſtards from our Fleſh and Blood, 

ot one in ten of yours e er comes to good. 

In all the Boys their Father's Virtues ſhine, 

But all the Female Fry turn Pugs like mine. 

When theſe grow up, Lord with what Rampant Gadders 

Our Counters will be throng d, and Roads with Padder. 

This Town two Bargains has, not worth one Farthing,, 

A Smithfield Horſe, and Wife of Covent-Garden. 
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| Hi proprium decus & partum indignantur honorem, 
Ni teneant : Virg. 


Vos exemplaria Graca, 
Nocturna verſate manu, verſate diurna Horat. 
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ou it be dangerous to raiſe too great 
OE an Expectation, eſpecially in Works of this 


v 


| Nature, where we are to pleaſe an unſatia- 
Able Audience; yet 'tis reaſonable to prepoſ- 
N ſeſs them in favour of an Author, And 
IE! therefore both the Prologue and Efilogue in- 
ud you, that Oedipus was the moſt celebrated Piece of 
Intiquity : That Sophocles, not only the greateſt Wit, but 
of the greateſt Men in Athens, made it for the Stage 
te Publick Coft, and that it had the Reputation of be- 
his Maſter- piece, not only amongſt the Seven of his 
Ich are ſtill remaining, but of the greater Number 
ch are periſh'd. Hiſtol has more than once admir'd 
d his Book of Poetry, Horace has mention'd it: Lucul- 
Tulms Ceſar, and other noble Romans, have written 
the ſame Subject. though their Poems are wholly 
but Seneca's is ſtill preſery'd. In our own Age, Cor- 
has attempted it, and, it appears by his Preface, with 
t Succeſs: But a judicious Reader will eaſily obſerve, 
much the Copy is inferiour to the Original. He 
you himſelf, that he owes a great part of his Suc- 
to the happy Epiſode of Theſers and Dirce; which is 
lame thing, as if we ſhould acknowledge, that we 
fe indebted for our good Fortune, to the Underplot of 
ajis, Eurydice, and Creon. The truth is, he miſerably 
din the Character of his Hero: if he deſir d that Oedi- 
ould be pitied, he ſhou'd have made him a better 
| O x5 Man: 
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Man. He forgot that Sophocles had taken care to f 


deſigning, more anxious of keeping the Theban Om 
than ſolicitous for the Safety of his People: Heqort 


. men out of Corneille, was, that an Epiſode mul 


= 


PREFACE 


him in his firſt Entrance, of roy a Merciful, a Su. 
ful, a Religious Prince, and in ſhort, a Father g 
Country: Inſtead of theſe, he has drawn him ſuſpici 


Theſeus, contemm d by Dirce, and ſcarce maintaining; 
cond Part in his own Tragedy. This was an Er 
the firſt Concoction; and therefore never to be me 
in the ſecond or the third: He introduc'd a preaterti 
than Oedipus himſelf: for when Theſens was once th 
that Companion of Hercules muſt yield to none: The} 
was oblig d to furniſh him with Buſineſs, to make| 
an Equipage ſuitable to his Dignity, and by folloy 
him too cloſe, to loſe his other King of Brentford i 
Crowd. Seneca on the other fide, as if there were of 
thing as Nature to be minded in a Play, is always 
ning after pompous Expreſſion, pointed Sentences 
Philoſophical Notions, more proper for the Study f 
the Stage: The French-man follow'd a wrong Scent; 
the Roman was abſolutely at cold Hunting. All ve 


ut not his Way: And Seneca ſupply'd us with no1 
Hint, but only a Relation which he makes of his 
fias raiſing the Ghoſt of Lajus: Which is here pertot 
in view of the Audience, the Rites and Ceremonis 
far his, as he agreed with Antiquity, and the Relig 
the Greeks: But he himſelf was beholden to Homer's 
reſias in the Odyſſes for ſome of them: And the relti 
been collected from Heliodore's Æthiopiques, and 
Erictho. Sophocles indeed is admirable every where: 
therefore we have follow'd him as cloſe as poſſi 
could: But the Arhenian Theater, (whether more pet 
than ours, is not now diſputed) had a Perfection dife 
from ours. You ſee there in every Act a ſingle Scene 
two at moſt) which manage the Buſineſs of the l 
and after that ſucceeds the Chorus, which comma 
takes up more time in Singing, than there has been 
ploy'd in ſpeaking. The principal Perſon appt 
moſt conſtantly through the Play; but the 1 
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PREFACE. 

ts ſeldom above once in the whole Tragedy, The 
onduct of our Stage is much more difficult, where we 
e oblig d never to loſe any conſiderable Character 
vhich we have once preſented. ' Cuſtom likewiſe has 
btain'd, that we muſt form an Under-plot of ſecond 
rſons, which muſt be depending on the firſt, and their 
br-walks muſt be like thoſe in a Labyrinth, which all 
f'em lead into the great Parterre: Or like ſo many ſe- 
eral lodging Chambers, which have their Out-lets into 
e fame Gallery. Perhaps after all, if we could think 
o, the ancient Method, as tis the eaſieſt, is alſo the moſt 
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The ctural, and the Beſt. For Variety, as 'tis manag'd, is 
ae oo often ſubject to breed Diſtraction: And while we 
e ould pleaſe too many ways, for want of Art in the 
Jia onduct, we pleaſe in none. But we have given you 


nore aleady than was neceſſary for a Preface, and for 
upht we know, may gain no more by our Inftructi- 
ns, than that Politick Nation is like to do, vrho have 
ught their Enemies to fight ſo long, that at laſt che y 
e in a Condition to invade them. | | 
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| VW EN Athens all the Græcian State did guid, 
And Greece gave Laws to all the World beſdt, 4 

Then Sophocles with Socrates did ſit, | 

Supreme in Wiſdom one, and one in Wit: 

And Wit from Wiſdom differ d not in thoſe, 

But as twas ſung in Verſe, or ſaid in Proſe. 

Then, Oedipus, on Crowded Theatres, 

Drew all admiring Eyes and lifining Ears ; 

The pleas d Spectator ſhouted every Line, 

The nobleſt, manlieſt, and the beſt Deſign ? 

And every Critick of each learned Age 

By this juſt Model has reform d the Stage. 

Now, ſhould it fail, (as Heavn avert our fear!) 

Damn it in Silence, leſt the World ſhould hear. 

For were it known this Poem did not pleaſe, 

Ton might ſet up for perfect Salvages: 

Tour Neighbours would not look on you as Men: 

But think the Nation all turn d Picts agen. 

Faith, as you manage Matters, tis not fit 

You ſhould ſuſpect your ſelves of too much Wit. 

Drive not the Feſt too far, but ſpare this Piece; 

And, for this once, be not more wiſe than Greece. 

See twice! Do not pell-mell to Danming fall, 

Like true- born Britains, who ne er think at all: 

Pray be advisd; and though at Mons you won 

On pointed Cannon do not always run. 


rich ſme reſpect to ancient Wit proceed; 

inn take the four firſs Councils for your Creed. 
but, when you lay Tradition wholly by, 

nd on the private Spirit alone relye, 

wu turn Fanaticks in your Poetry. 

I, nwwichſlanding all that we can ſay, 

in needs will have your pen worths of the Play: 
hd come reſold to Damn, becauſe jou pay, 
Record it, in Memorial of the Fact, 
The firſs Play bury d ſince the Moollen AG, 
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PROLOGUE. 


. Dri 


Dramatis Perſonæ 


M E N.“ 

OEdipus Mr. Berterton. 
Adraſtus Mr. Smith. 
Creon . Mr. Samford. 
Titeſias Mr. Harris. 
Hæmon Mr. Crosby. 
Alcander Mr. Williamt. 
Diocles Mr. Norris. 
Pyracmon Mr. Bomau. 
Phorbas Mr. Gillo. 
Dymas | 
Egeon | 
Ghoſt of Lajus Mr. Williams. 

WOMEN. 
Jocaſta Mrs. Betterton. 
Eurydice Mrs. Lee. 
Manto, Mrs. Evans. 


SCENE, THEBES. 


OEDIPY 
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The Curtain riſes to a piaintive Tune, F 
ing the preſent Condition of Thebes ; dead Bo- 
dies appear at a Diſtance in the Streets; ſome 
faintly go over the Stage, others drop. 


Enter Alcander, Diocles and Pyracmon. 


 ALCANDER. 
e chinks we ſtand on Ruins; Nature ſhakes 
About us; and the univerſal Frame 

8) So looſe, that it but wants another Puſh 
Fj To leap from off its Hindges. [Globe 

Dioc. No Sun tochear us; but a bloody 
That rowls above; a bald and beamleſs Fire; 
His Face o'er-grown with Scurf: The Sun's ſick too; 
Shortly he'll be an Earth. | | 

Hr. Therefore the Seaſons 5 . 
Lye all confus d; and, by the Heav'n's neglected, 
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376 OE prus. 
Forget themſelves: Blind Winter meets the Summer 
In his Mid-way, and, ſeeing not his Livery, 
Has driv'n him headlon * And the raw damp. 
With flaggy Wings fly hea vily about, 
Scattering their Peſtilential Colds and Rheumes 
Through all the lazy Air. | : 

Alc. Hence Murrains follow'd 
On bleating Flocks, and on the lowing Herds: 
At laſt, the Malady 
Grew more domeſtick, and the faithful Dog 
Dy d at his Maſter's Feet. 

Dioc. And next his Maſter : | 
For all thoſe Plagues which Earth and Air had brooded 
Firſt on jnferiour Creatures try'd their Force; 
_ laſt they ſeiz d on Man. 

. And then.a thouſand Deaths at once adyanc'd, 
An: every Dart took place; all was ſo ſudden, 
That ſcarce a firſt Man fell; one but began 
To wonder, and ſtraight fell a Wonder too: ; 
A third, who ſtoop'd to raiſe his dying Friend, 
N in the pious Act. Heard you that Groan? 
[ Groan withi, 
Dioc. A Troop of Ghoſts took flight together there: 
Now Death's grown Riotous, and will play no more 
For fingle Stakes, but Families and Tribes: 
How are we ſure we breath not now our laſt, 
And that next Minute, 
Our Bodies caſt into ſome common Pit, 
Shall not be built upon, and overlaid 
- By half a People. » 
* lc. There's a Chain of Cauſes 
Link'd to Effects; invincible Neceſſity 
That whate'er is, could not but ſo have been; 
That's my Security. 
To them, enter Creon. 

Cre. So had it need, when all our Streets lye corel 
With dead and dying Men; 
And Earth N Bodies on the Pavements 
More than ſhe hides in Graves! 


Betwixt the Bride and Bridegroom have I ſeen 1 


e Nuptial Torch do common Offices 

Marriage and of Death. 

Dc. Now, OEdipus, | 

f he return from War, our other Plague) 

fil ſcarce find half he left, to grace his Triumphs. 

yr. A feeble Pan will be ſung before him. 

Il. He would do well to bring the Wives and Children 

f conquer d Argians, to renew his Thebes. | 

Cre. May Funerals meet him at the City Gates, 

ith their deteſted Omen, RES” 

Dioc, Of his Children. 1 . 

02. Nay, though ſhe be my Siſter, of his Wife. 

IA. O that our Thebes might once again behold 

Monarch Theban born! 25 

Dit. We 171 have had one. | | 

Br. Yes, had the People pleas'd. 1 

Cre, Come, you're my Friends: CE 

he Queen my Siſter, after Lajuss Death, 

nd to lye ſingle; and ſupply'd his Place 

ith a young Succeſſour. £5. | 

Dic. He much reſembles 

r former Husband too. 6 1 

le. I always thought ſo. | Locks, 

Hr. When twenty Winters more have grizzl'd his black 

will be very Lajus. 72 5 8 ws 

Cre. So he will; | | 5 | 

an time ſhe ſtands provided of a Lajus 

re young and vigorous too, by twenty Springs, 

tele Women are ſuch cunning Purveyors! 

rk where their Appetites have once been pleas'd, 

e ame reſemblance in a younger Lover 8 

[es brooding in their Fancies the lame Pleaſures, | 

d urges their Remembrance to Deſire. 5 > 

ic, Had Merit, not her Dotage, been conſider d, 

en Cren had been King; but OEdipus, : 

dtranger ! s | 

Cre. That word Stra I confeſs 

| nds harſhly in my — : 

Duc. We are your Creatures. 

e People prone, as in all general Ills, 
ö To 


378 OE DIP us. 
To ſudden Change; the King in Wars abroad, 


The Queen a Woman weak and unregarded; The 
Eurydice the Daughter of dead Lajus, th 
A Princeſs young and beauteous, and unmarried, Cr 
Methinks from theſe disjointed Propoſitions IT 
Something might be produc'd. c 
Cre. The Gods have done | E 
Their Part, by ſending this commodious Plague. 0 
But oh the Princeſs! her hard Heart is ſhut . 
} 


By Adamantine Locks againſt my Love. 
Alc. Your Claim to her is firong : You are betrgtl] 
Pyr. True; in her Nonage. 

Dioc. J heard the Prince of Argos, young Adraſiy 
When he was Hoſtage here | 

Cre. Oh Name him not! the Bane of all my Hope 
That hot-brain'd. head-long Warrior, has the Chum 
Of Youth: and ſomevrhat of a lucky Raſhneſs, 

To plea!e a Woman yet more Fool than he. 

That thoughtleſs Sex is caught by outward Form 

And empty Noiſe, and loves it ſelf in Man. 

Alc. But ſince the War broke out about our Frou 

He's now a Foe to Thebes. 

Cre. But is not ſo to her; fee, ſhe appears; 
Once more Pl prove my Fortune: You inſinuate 
Kind Thoughts of me into the Multitude; 

Lay load upon the Court; gull 'em with Freedom; 

And you ſhall ſee *em toſs their Tails, and gad, 

As if the Breeze had ſtung em. 

Dioc. We'll about it. Exeunt Alc. Dioc, aul 

Enter Euryd:ce. 

Cre. Hail, Royal Maid; thou bright Eurydice! 
A laviſh Planet reign'd when thou wert born; 
And made thee of ſuch Kindred-mold to Hea n, 
Thou ſeem'ſt more Heav'n's than ours. 

Eur. Caſt round your Eyes; 

Where late the Streets were ſo thick fown with Me 
Like Cadmus Brood they juſtled for the Paſlage: 
Now look for thoſe erected Heads, and ſee em 
Like Pebbles paying all our publick Ways: 

t 
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hen you have thought on this, then anſwer me, 

theſe be Hours of Courtſhip. 

Cre. Yes, they are; 3 

e when the Gods deſtroy ſo faſt, tis time 

e ſhou'd renew the Race. | 

Eu-. What, in the midſt of Horrour! 

Cre. Why not then ? 

here's the more need of Comfort. 

Eur, Impious Creon ! 

Cre. Unjuſt Exrydice! can you accuſe me . 

Love, which is Heav'n's Precept, and not fear | 

hat Vengeance, which you ſay purſues our Crimes , 

ould reach your Perjuries? | 

Eur. Still th' old Argument. | 

bad you, caſt your Eyes on other Men, 

ow caſt em on your ſelf; Think what you are: 

Cre, A Man, 

Eur. A Man! 

Cre, Why doubt you? I'm a Man. : 

ur. 'Tis well you tell me fo, I ſhould miſtake you 

or any other Part o'th? whole Creation, | 

ather than think you Man: Hence from my Sight, 

hou Poiſon to my Eyes. | 

Cre, Twas you firſt poiſon'd mine; and yet methinks} 

y Face and Perſon ſhould not make you ſport. | 

Eur. You force me, by your Importunities, 

0 ſhew you-what you are. 

Cre. A Prince, who loves you: 

nd ſince your Pride provokes me, worth your Love, 

vn at its higheſt Value, 

Ear, Love from thee! | . 

hy Love renounꝰ d thee &er thou ſaw'ſt the Light: 

aure her {elf ſtart back when thou wert born; | 

nd cry'd, the Work's not mine 

be Midwife ſtood aghaſt; and when ſhe ſow 

hy Mountain back, and thy diftorted Legs, 

by Face it ſelf, 5 

al minted with the Royal Stamp of Man; 

nd half o'ercome with Beaſt, ſtood doubting long, 

noſe Right in thee were more: — 
| | d 
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And knew not, if to burn thee in the Flames, 
Were not the holier Work. 

Cre. Am] to blame, if Nature t hrew my Body 
In ſo perverſe a Mould? yet when ſhe caſt 
Her envious Hand upon my ſupple Joints, 
Unable to reſiſt, and rumpled 'em 
On heaps in their dark Lodging, to revenge 
Her bungled Work ſhe ſtampt my Mind more fair; 
And as from Chaos, huddled and deform'd, 
The God ſtrook Fire, and lighted up the Lamps 
That beautifie the Sky, ſo he inform'd 
This ill-ſhap'd Bod with a daring Soul: 
And' making leſs 242 Man, he ande me more. 
Eur. No; thou art all one Error; Soul and Boch. 
Thy firſt young Tryal of ſome unskilld Powr; 
Ruled in the making Art, and Ape of Jove. 
The crooked Mind within hunch'd out thy Back; 
And wander'd in thy Limbs: To thy own kind 
Make Love, if thou canſt find it in the World: 
And ſeek not from our Sex to raiſe an Off. ſpring 
Which, mingled with the reſt, would Wp the ol 
To cut off human Kind. . I 

Cre. No; let em leave 
The Argian Prince for you: That "© BA | 
© Of Thebes has made : you falſe, and break the Vows- | 
You made to me. 

Eur. They were my Mother's Vows, 
Made when I was at Nurſe. 

Cre, But hear me, Maid; 
This Blot of Nature, this deform d, loath'd Cron, 
Is Maſter of a Sword, to reach the Blood 
Of your young Minion, ſpoil the Gods fine work, 
And ſtab you in his Heart. 

Eur. This when thou doſt, 
Then mayſt thou {till be curs'd with loving me: 
And, as thou art, be ſtill unpitied, loath'd; 
And let his Ghoſt No, let his Ghoſt have reſt; 
But let the greateſt, fierceſt, fouleſt F ury, 4 
Let. Creon haunt himſelf, TELL 


* 
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I is true, Lam : 5 

it the has tod me, an Offence to Sight: 

Body opens inward to my Soul, 

lts in Day to make my Vices ſeen _ 

al diſcerning Eyes, but the blind Vulgar. 

uſt make haſte ere Oedipus return, 

(tch the Crown and her; for I ſtill love; 

{love with Malice; as an angry Cur 

ls while he feeds, ſo will I ſeize and ſtanch 

e hunger of my Love on this proud Beauty, 

d leave the ſcraps for Slaves. | 

ter Tireſias, leaning on 6 Staff, and led by his Danghtey 
anto. | 

t makes this blind prophetick Fool abroad! 

ud his Apollo had him, he's too holy 

r Farth and me; I'll ſhun his Walk; and ſeek 

popular Friends. | [Exit Creon, 

hve, A little farther; yet a little farther, 2 

ou wretched Daughter of a dark old Man, 

duct my weary Steps: and thou who ſeeſt 

r me and for thy ell, beware thou tread not | 

ith impious Steps upon dead Corps; Now ſtay : 

thinks I draw more open, vital Air, Fe + 

here are We? 1 | 

Man. Under Covert of a Wall: | 

he moſt frequented once, and noiſy Part 

f Thebes, now midnight Silence reigns ev 'n here; 

id Graſs untrodden 2 — beneath our Feet. 

Tir, If there be nigh this Place a ſunny Bank, 

here let me reſt a while: a ſunny Bank! 

las! how can it be, where no Sun ſhines! 

t a dim winking Taper in the Skies, 

hat nods, and ſcarce holds up his drowzy Head 

o glimmer through the Damps. 

[4 Noiſe within. Follow, 7. 


A 


Creon, A Creon.] : 5 
rk] a tumultuous Noiſe, and Creon's Name 
hrice eccho d. | 


acl ON , Fly, the Tempeſt drives this way. 
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Air. Whither can Age and Blindneſs take their fight? 
Tf I could fly, what cou'd I ſuffer worle, | 
Secure of greater Il|s! 
nk Noi /e again, Creon, Creon, Cregy 
Enter Creon, Diocles, Alcander, Pyracmon; followel by 
the Crowd. 
Creon. I thank ye, Countrymen; but muſt refuſe 
The Honours you intend me; they're too great; 
And I am too unworthy; think agen, | 
And make a better Choice. 1 
1 Cit. Think twice! Ine er thought twice in all my Lit 
That's double work. 1 8 | 
2 Cit. My firſt Word is always my Second; and there. 
fore IIl have no ſecond Word: and therefore once apzir 
I ſay, A Creon. | 
All. A Creon, A Creon, A Creon! 
Cre. Yet hear me, Fellow-Citizens. 
Dioc. Fellow-Citizens! there was a Word of Kindnef 
Alc. When did Oedipus ſalute you by that familiar Name? 
1 Cit. Never, never; he was too proud. | 
Cre. Indeed he could not, for he was a Stranger: 
But under him our Thebes is half deſtroyed. 
Forbid it Heav'n the reſidue ſhould periſh 
Under a Theban born. 
"Tis true, the Gods might ſend this Plague among jou, 
Becauſe a Stranger rubd: but what of that, 
Can I redreſs it now ? 
3 Cit. Yes, you or none. . 
"Tis certain that the Gods are angry with us, 
Becauſe he reigns. 
Cre. Oedipus may return: you may be ruin d. 
1 Cit. Nay, if that be the matter, we are ruin'd already 
2 Cit. Half of us that are here preſent, were living Met 


— 


1 © + > 


but Yeſterday, and we that are abſent do but drop v 

drop, and no Man knows whether he be dead or living, 

And therefore while we are ſound and well, let us k 50 

our Conſciences, and make a new King. 8 
3 Cit. Ha, if we were but worthy to ſee another Ct 

ronation, and then if we muſt die, we'll go merri)y 4 Y 


gon. 
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. To the Queſtion, to the Queſtion, | 7 
Dice, Are you content, Creon ſhould be your King? 
All. A Creon, A Creon, A Creon! | | 
ren 7; Hear me, ye Thebans, and thou Creon, hear me. 
' Cit, Who's that would be heard? we'll hear no Man: 
Te can ſcarce hear one another. : 
Ty. I charge you by the Gods to hear me. 
2 Cit. Oh, *tis 4pollo's Prieſt, we muſt hear him; tis 
te old blind Prophet that ſees all things. | 
3 Cit. He comes from the Gods too, and they are our 
Lie ters; and in good Manners we muſt hear him: Speak, 
Prophet. 
there 453 For coming from the Gods that's no great Mat- 
er, they can all ſay that; but he's a great Scholar, he 
an make Almanacks, and he were put to't, and there- 
fore I fay hear him. | 
Tr. When angry Heav'n ſcatters its Plagues among you, 
Is it for nought, ye Thebans! are the Gods 
Unjuſt in puniſhing ? are there no Crimes 
Which pull this Vengeance down ? | 
1 Cit. Yes, yes, no doubt there are ſome Sins ftirring; 
that are the Cauſe of all. 7 f 
2 Cit. Ves there are Sins; or we ſhould have no Taxes. 
| 2 Cit. For my part J can ſpeak it with a fate Conſcience, 
0% l neer ſinn'd in all my Life. 8 x 
1 Cit, Nor I. 
3 Cit. Nor I. (Doors. 
2 Cit. Then we are all juſtified, the Sin lies not at our 
Tr, All juſtified alike, and yet all guilty ; oy 
Were every Man's falſe dealing brought to light, 
His Envy, Malice, Lying, Perjuries, 
His Weights and Meaſures, th other Man's Extortions; 
With what Face could you tell offended Heay'n, | 
You had not ſinn'd? | 
2 Cit. Nay, if theſe be Sins, the Caſe is alter d; for my 
part I never thought any thing but Murder had been a 
Sin. 5 
Tir, And yet, as if all theſe were leſs than nothing, 
You add Rebellion to em; impious Thebans! , 
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3  VWUND1IPUys. 
Have you not {worn before the Gods to ſerve 
And to obey this Oedipus, your King 
By publick Voice elected? anſwer me, 
If this be true 3 
2 Cit. This is true; but it's a hard World, Neighboy 
If a Man's Oath muſt be his Maſter, | 

Cre. Speak Diocles; all goes wrong. 

Dioc. How are you Traytors. Countrymen of Teles! 
This holy Sire, who preſſes you with Oaths, 
Forgets your firſt; were you not {worn before 
To Lajus and his Blood? 

All. We were; we were. 

Dioc. While Lajus has a lawful Succeſſor, 
Your firſt Oath ſtill muſt bind: Eurydice 
Is Heir to Laſus; let her marry Creon: 
Offended Heay'n will never be appeas'd 
While Oedipus ext the Throne of Lajus, 
A Stranger to his Blood. | 

All. We'll no Oedipus, no Oedipus. + 

1 Cit. He puts the Prophet in a Mouſe-hole. 

2 Cit. 1 knew it wou'd be fo; the laſt Man ever ſpe 
the beſt Reaſon. 

Air. Can Benefits thus dye, ungrateful Thebans ! 
Remember yet, when, after Lajus's death, 
The Monſter Sphinx laid your rich Country waſte, 
Your Vineyards ſpoil'd, your labouring Oxen flew; 
Your ſelves for fear mew'd up within your Walls, 
She, taller than your Gates, o'er-look'd your Town, 
But when ſhe rais'd her Bulk to fail above you, 
She drove the Air around her like a Whirlwind, 
And ſhaded all beneath; till tooping down, | 
| She clap'd her leathern Wing againſt your Tow'rs, 
And thruſt out her long Neck, ev'n to your Doors. 
Dioc. Alc. Pyr. We'll hear no more. 
; Tir. You durſt not meet in Temples 
T'inyoke the Gods for aid, the proudeſt he 
| the Who leads you now, then cowr'd, like a dar'd Lark: 
be This Creon ſhook for fear, 
The Blood of Lajus cruddled in his Veins : 
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OE DIT Ss. 385 
ill Oedipus arriv'd. e 7 

nd by his own high 2 and the Gods, 

mlelk to you a God: ye offer d him — 
ur Queen, and Crown ; (but what was then your Crown!) 
id Heav'n authoriz'd it by his Succeſs: | 

ek then, who is your lawful King? 

All. Tis Oedipus. 


Tr. Tis Oedipus indeed: your King more lawful 
Than yet you dream: For ſomething ſtill there lyes 

n Heav'ns dark Volume, which I read through Miſts: 

is great, prodigious; tis a dreadful Birth, 

f wondrous Fate; and now, juſt now diſcloſing. 

ſe, I ſee! how terribly it dawns. 

nd my Soul ſickens with it: 

1 Cit. How the God ſhakes him! | 

Tr. He comes! he comes! Victory! Conqueſt! Triumph! 
ut oh! Guiltleſs and Guilty: Murder! Parricide! 
oft! Diſcovery ! Puniſhment ——*tis ended, 
nd all your Sufferings o er. 

A Trumpet within; Enter Hæmon. 

Him. Rouze up ye Thebans; tune your Io Paans! 
four King returns; the Argians are o'er-come; _ 

heir Warlike Prince in ſingle Combat taken, 
nd led in Bands by God-like Oedipus, 
All. Oedipus, pern e Oedipus ! 


Creon, Furies confound his Fortune. 2 = 
[To them. 


aſte, all haſte: | 


nd meet with Bleſſings our Victorious King; 

cree Proceſſions; bid new Holy-days; 

own all the Statues of our Gods with Garlands; 
d raiſe a Brazen Column, thus inſcrib'd, | | 
oOedipus, now twice a Conqueror; Deliverer of his Thebes; 

ruſt me, I weep for joy to ſce this Day. (trymen, 
Ir. Yes, Heav'n knows why thou weep'ſt;—Go, Coun- 
nd, as you uſe to ſupplicate your Gods „ 
meet your King with Bayes, and Olive-branches: 

dw down, and touch his Knees, and beg from him 

d end of all your Woes; for only he 5 | 
in grve it you. [Ex. Tireſias, the People following. 
0 Vor. IV. MN LES. 


386 OE D Tus. 
Enter Oedipus in Triumph; Adraſtus Priſoner ; Dymas, Tran 
Cre. All hail, great Oedipus; | 

Thou mighty Conqueror, hail; welcome to Hebes: 
To thy own Thebes; to all that's left of Thebes: 

For half thy Citizens are ſwept away, 

And wanting to thy Triumphs: | 
And we, the happy Remnant, only live 
To welcome thee, and dye. 6 

Oedip. Thus Pleaſure never comes ſincere to Man 

But lent by Heav'n upon hard Uſury: | 
And, while Fove holds us out the Bow] of Joy, 

E're it can reach our Lips it's daſht, with Gall 
By ſome left-handed God. O mournful Triumph! 

O Conqueſt gain'd abroad and loſt at home 

O Argos! now rejoyce, for Thebes lyes low ; 

Thy flaughter'd Sons now, ſmile, and think they won, 

When they can count more Theban Ghoſts than theirs, 

Aar. No; Arges mourns with Thebes; you temper dio 

Your Courage while you tought, that Mercy cenrd 
The manlier Virtue, and much more prevail'd: 
While Argos is a People, think your Thebes 
Can never want for Subjects: Every Nation 
Will crowd to ſerve where Oedipus commands. 

Cre. to Ham. How mean it ſnews to favvn upon the Vid! 
Ham. Had you beheld him fight, you had {aid other wife: 
Come, tis brave bearing in him, not to envy 
Superiour Virtue. 
Oedip. This indeed is Conqueſt, 
To gain a Friend like you: Why were we Foes? 
Aar. Cauſe we were Kings, and each diſdain dan Equil 
I fought to have it in my power to do 
What thou haſt done; and ſo to uſe my Conqueſt; 
To ſnhew thee, Honour was my only Motive. 

Know this, that were my Army at thy Gates, 

And. Thebes thus waſte, I would not take the Gift, 
Which, like a Toy dropt from the Hands of Fortune, 
Lay for the next Chance-comer. | 

Oeaip. embracing. No more Captive, 
But Brother of the War: Tis much more pleaſant, 


0 
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4 ſafer, truſt me, thus to meet thy Love, 


vun when hard Gantlets elench'd our Warlike Hands, 
ind kept em from ſoft uſe. - OTE 


Air. My Conqueror! h i 

Oed. My Friend! that other Name keeps Enmity alive. 

ut longer to detain thee were a Crime; | 

To love, and to Euriayce, 80 free: : 

ach welcome as a ruin'd Town can give, 

wet from me; the reſt let her ſupply. 

Adr. I go without a Bluſh, though conquer'd twice, 

y you and by my Princeſs. Ex. Adraſtus; 

Cre. [4{ide.] Then Tam conquer d thrice; by Oedipus, 

Ind her, and ev'n by him, the Slave of both: 

04s, Pm beholden to you, for making me your Image, 

You'd I cou'd make you mine. Ex. Creon, 

tr the People with Branches in their Hands, holding them 
up, and kneeling : Two Prieſts before them. 6h 

Oelip. Alas, my People! 

ſhat means this ſpeechleſs Sorrow, down-caſt-Eyes, 

nd lifted Hands! if there be one among you 

hom Grief has left a Tongue, ſpeak for the reſt. 

Fr. O Father of thy Country! | 

o thee theſe Knees are bent, theſe Eyes are lifted, 

to a viſible Divinity. n 

Prince on whom Heav'n ſafely might repoſe 

e buſineſs of Mankind: for Providence 

gut on thy careful Boſom fleep ſecure, 

ad leave her Task to thee. | 

t where's the Glory of thy former Acts? 

n that's deſtroy'd when none ſhall live to ſpeak it. 

lions of Subjects ſhalt thou have; but mute. 

People of the dead; a crowded Deſart. 

Midnight Silence at the noon of Day. | 

Oedib. O were our Gods as ready with their Pity, 

| with mine, this Preſence ſhou'd be throng'd 

ith all I left alive; and my fad Eyes 

ot ſearch in vain for Friends, whoſe promis d Sight 
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(Gor! 
"WK! 


atter d my toils of War. 
1 Fr, Twice our Deliverer. 


R 2 Oedip. 


3 OE DIPUS. 


Oedip. Nor are now your Vows 
Addrett to one who fleeps : 
When this unwelcome News firſt reach'd my Ears, 
Dymas was ſent to Delphos to enquire 
The Cauſe and Cure of this contagious Ill: 
And is this Day return'd : but ſince his Meſlage 
Concerns the Publick, I refus'd to hear it 
But in this general Preſence: let him ſpeak. 
Dym. A dreadtul Anfwer from the hallow'd Urn, 
And ſacred Tripous did the Prieſteſs give, 
In theſe myſterious Words, | 
The Oracle. Shed in a curſed Hour, by curſed Hand, 
Blood-Royal unreveng'd, has curs'd the Land. 
When Lajus Death is expiated well, 
Tour Plague ſhall ceaſe : the reſt let Lajus tell. | 
Oedip. Dreadful indeed | Blood, anda King's Blood too: L 
And ſuch a King's, and by his Subjects ſhed! 


(Elſe why this Curſe on Thebes? ) no wonder then bt 
If Monſters, Wars, and Plagues revenge ſuch Crimes! 

If Heav'n be juſt, its whole Artillery Fe 
All muſt be empty'd on us: Not one Bolt Al 


Shall err from Thebes; but more be call'd for, more: 
New moulded Thunder of a larger Size; 

Driv'n by whole Fove. What, touch anointed Pow'! Ju 
Then Gods beware; Fove wou'd himſelf be next; 


Cou'd you but reach him too. 3 
2 Pr. We mourn the {ad Remembrance. | 
Oedip. Well you may: 6 

Worſe than a Plague infects you: y are devoted ; i 

To Mother Earth, and to th infernal Powers: F. 

Hell has a right in you: I thank you, Gods, N | 

That I'm no Theban born: how my Blood cruddles! * 

As if this Curſe touchd me! and touch'd me nearer * 

Than all this Preſence! — Yes, tis a King's Blood, =y 

And I, a King, am ty'd in deeper Bonds ; 1 

To expiate this Blood: But where, from whom, 4 

Or how muſt I attone it? tell me, Thebans, * 


How Lajus fell? for a confus d Report 
Paſs d through my Ears, when firſt I took the Crown! 


OE DIYus. 389 

zut full of Hutry, like a Morning Dream, 5 
It vaniſh'd in the Buſineſs of the Day. | 

1 Pr, He went in private forth; but thinly follow'd; 
And ne'er return'd to Thebes. 

Ocdip. Nor any from him? came there no Attendant? 
None to bring the News? | 

» Pr. But one; and he ſo wounded, 
He ſcarce drew Breath to ſpeak ſome few faint Words. 

OEdip. What were they? ſomething may belearnt from 

thence. 

1 Pr. He {aid a band of Robbers watch'd their Paſſage ; 
Who took advantage of a narrow way 
To murder Lajus and the reſt; himſelf 
Left too for dead. 


0: Oelip. Made you no more Enquiry, 7 
But took this bare Relation? j 
oj 2 Pr, Twas neglected: 


For then the Monſter Sphinx began to rage; 

And Preſent Cares ſoon buried the Remote; 

do was it huſh'd, and never ſince reviv'd. 

Oedip. _ —_ mark! 8 

uſt then, the Sphinx began to rage among you; 

n The Gods ook — hy yt: th offending — 

And da ed thence your Woes: thence will I trace“ em. 
1 Pr. Tis juſt thou ſnould'ſt. . 
Oedip. Hear then this dreadful Impretation; hear it: 

Tis lay d on all; not any one exempt: 

Bear witneſs Heav'n, avenge it on the perjur d. 

It any Theban born, if any Stranger 

Reveal this Murder, or produce its Author, 

Ten Attique Talents be his juit Reward: 

But, if for Fear, for Favour, or for Hire, 
d, The Murder'r he conceal, the Curſe of Thebes 
Fall heavy on his Head: Unite our Plagues, 
| Ye Gods, and place *em there: from Fire and Water, 
Converſe, and all things common be he baniſh'd. 
bot for the Murderer's ſelf, unfound by Man, 
on Find him ye Pow'rs Celeſtial and Infernal; 
And the fame Fate or worſe than Lajus met, 
| R 3 Let 
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Let be his Lot: his Children be accurſt; * 
His Wife and Kindred, all of his be curs'd, 6 
Both Pr. Confirm it Heav'n! An 
Enter Jocaſta; Attended by Women. Lil 

Zoc. At your Devotions! Heay'n ſucceed your Wiſts | 
And bring th? effect of theſe your pious Pray'rs Fo 
On you, and me, and all. Bu 
Pr. Avert this Omen, Heav'n! Ge 
Oedip. O fatal Sound, Unfortunate Focafta ! Al 
What haſt thou ſaid! an ill Hour haſt thou choſen Ti 


For theſe fore-boding Words! why, we.were curſing! 
Foc. Then may that Curſe fall only where you ldi 
Oedip. Speak no more! | 


For all thou ſay ſt is ominous: we were curſing; ＋ 
And that dire Imprecation haſt thou faſten d H: 
On Thebes, and thee and me, and all of us. N. 

Foc. Are then my Bleſſings turn'd into a Curſe? T! 
O Unkind Oedipus. My former Lord Ti 


Thought me his Bleſſing: be thou like my Lajus. 
Oedip. What yet again] the third time haſt thou cursd i A 


This Imprecation was for Lajus Death, R 
And thou haſt wiſh'd me like him. 
Foc. Horror ſeizes me! | Ar 
Oedip. Why doſt thou gaze upon me? prithee Love T 
Take off thy Eye; it burdens me too much. A 


| Foe, The more I look, the more I find of Lajus: 
His Speech, his Garb, his Action; nay his Frown; 
(For I have ſeen it;) but ne er bent on me. 
Oedip. Are we ſo like? | 
Foc. In all things but his Loye. (ſpeak how wel 
Oedip. I love thee more: ſo well I love, Words cannot 
No pious Son ere lov'd his Mother more 
Than I my dear Focaſts, 
Joc. I love you too 
The {elf {fame way: and when you chid, methought 
A Mother's Love ſtart up in your Defence, 
And bade me not be angry: be not you: 
For I love Laſus ſtill as Wives ſhou'd love: 
But you more tenderly; as part of me: 
And when I haye youin my Arms, methinks 


OF Dres. 397 


Hull my Child aſleep. 
Oedib. Then we are bleſt: 
And al theſe Curſes ſweep along the Skies 
Like empty Clouds; but drop not on our Heads. 
ſies Foc. J have not joy'd an Hour fince you departed, 
For publick Miſeries, and for private Fears; 
Bur this bleſt Meeting has o'er-paid em all. 9 9 ag 
Good Fortune that comes ſeldom comes more welcome.. 
All I can wiſh for now, is your Conſent. 
To make my Brother happy. | 
jp! Oedid. How, Focaſta ? - 
dit Joc. By Marriage with his Neice, Eurydice! 
0edip. Uncle and Neice! they are too near, my Love; 
is too like Inceſt; *Tis Offence to Kind: | 
Had I not promis'd, were there no Adraſtus, 
No choice but Creon left her of Mankind, 
They ſhou'd not marry; ſpeak no more of it; 
The Thought diſturbs me.” 
| Joc. Heav'n can never bleſs io OM 
due A Vow ſo broken, which I made to Cen; 
Remember he's my Brother. | 
Oedid. That's the Bar: 
| And ſhe thy Daughter: Nature would abhor 
To be forc'd back again upon her ſelf, | 
And like a whirle-pool ſwallowy her own Streams. 
Foc. Be not diſpleas d; I'll move the Suit no more; 
2 Oedip. No, do not; for, I know not why, it ſhakes me 
When I but think on Inceſt; move we forward 
To thank the Gods for my Succeſs, and pray 
To waſh the Guilt of Royal Blood away. [Exeunt ones. -. 
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ACT H. SCENE 1 


SCENE An open Gallery. A Royal Bed. Chan 
ber being ſuppos' d behind. 


The Time, Night. Thunder, &c. 


Enter Hæmon, Alcander and Pyracmon. 


Ham. g URE tis the End of all things! Fate has torn 
1 | The Lock of Time off, and his Head is now 
8 The ghaſtly Ball of round Eternity ! 
& | Call you theſe Peals of Thunder, but the Yawn 
44 Of bellowing Clouds? By Fove, they ſeem to me 
e The World's laſt Groans; and thoſe yaſt Sheets of Flame 
Are its laſt Blaze! The Tapers of the Gods, 
The Sun and Moon, run down like waxen-Globes; 
The ſhooting Stars end all in purple Gellies, 
And Chaos is at Hand. : 
Pyr. Tis Midnight, yet there's not a Theban ſleeps, 
But ſuch as neer muſt wake. All crowd about 
The Palace, and implore, as from a God, 
Help of the King; who, from the Battlement, 
By the red Lightning's glare, deſcry'd afar, 
Atones the angry Powers. [I [Ehunder,& 
Ham. Ha! Pyracmon, look; 
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And ſee, their Faces are quite hid in Clouds. 


Pyr, Cluſters of Golden Stars hang o'er their Heads, 
4 . An 


N Behold, Alcander, from yon' Weſt of Heav'n, 
| 5 The perfect Figures of a Man and Woman: 

17 A Scepter bright with Gems in each right Hand, 

1 Their flowing Robes of dazling Purple made, 
19 Diſtin&ly yonder in that point they ſtand, 

5 juſt Weſt; a bloody red ſtains all <6 Place: 


\ 
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And 


W ike flaming Porcupines, to their left Sides, 
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14 ſeem ſo crouded, that they burſt upon em: 
dart at once their baleful Influence | 


In leaking Fire. 5 
Alc. Long-bearded Comets ſtick, 


5 they would ſhoot their Quills into their Hearts. : 1 
Hem, But ſee! the King, and Queen, and all the Court! - By 
id ever Day or Night ſhew ought like this?. | 
[Thunders again. The Scene draws, and diſcovers the 
Prodigies. | | | 
ter Oedipus, Jocaſta, Eurydice, Adraſtus, and all com- 
ing forward with Amazement. © . 
Ozdip. Anſwer, you Powers Divine; ſpare all this Noiſe, 
This rack of Heav'n, and ſpeak your fatal Pleaſure. 
hy breaks yon dark and dusky Orb away? 
hy from the bleeding Womb of monſtrous Night, 
urſt forth ſuch Myriads of abortive Stars? 
a! my Jocaſta, look! the Silver Moon! 
ſeting Crimſon ſtains her beauteous Face! 
ie's all o'er Blood! and look, behold again, 
hat mean the myſtick Heav'ns, ſhe journeys on? 
vaſt Eclipſe darkens the labouring Planet: : 
bund there, ſound all our Inſtruments of War; 
zrions and Trumpets, Silver, Braſs, and Iron, 
d beat a thouſand Drums to help her Labour. 
Ar. Tis vain; you ſee the — continue; ; 
t's gaze no more, the Gods are humorous, 
Oedip. Forbear, raſh Man — Once more I ask your 
Pleaſure! LETT, | 
that the Glow-worm light of human Reaſon 
light dare to offer at immortal Knowledge, 
nd cope with Gods, why all this Storm of Nature? 
ſhy do the Rocks ſplit, and why rouls the Sea? 
[by thoſe Portents in Heav'n, and Plagues on Earth? 
ay yon Gigantick Forms, Ethereal Monſters ? 
5! 15 all this but to fright the Dwarts ; | 
aich your own, Hands have made? Then be ir ſo. 
if the Fates reſolve ſome Expiation 
© murder'd Lajus; hear me, hear me, Gods! 
R 5 Hear 
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: Hear me thus proſtrate: Spare this groaning Land, 
Save innocent Thebes, ſtop the Tyrant Death; 

þ Do this, and lo I ſtand up an Oblation | 

| To meet your {wifteſt and ſevereſt Anger, 

9 | Shoot all at once, and ſtrike me to the Center. 


The Cloud draws that veil'd the Heads of the Figures in tl n 

Sky, and ſhews em Crown'd, with the Names of Oel. 0 

pus and Jocaſta written above in great Charatlen » 7 

Gold. Wh 

Adr. Either I dream, and all my cooler Senſes by 

Are vaniih'd with that Cloud that fleets away; To 

Or juſt above thoſe two Majeſtick Heads, ( 

I ſee, I read diſtinctly in large Gold, 

Oedipus and Focaſta. ( 

Alc. I read the ſame. Par 

Adr. Tis vronderful; yet ought not Man to wade An 

Too far in the vaſt deep of Deſtiny. Ye 

| Thunder; and the Prodigies vaniſh, ve 

Foc. My Lord, my Oedipus, why gaze you now, WO: 

When the whole Heay'n is clear, as if the Gods Pl 

Had ſome new Monſters made? will you not turn, An 

And bleſs _ People; who devour each word | 

You breathe. | 

 Oedip. It ſhall be fo. © Tl 

Yes, I will die, O Thebes, to fave thee! Ti 

| Draw from my Heart my Blood, with more content Fr 

8 Than e er I wore thy Crown. Yet, O Focaſia! of 

By all the Incearments of miraculous Love, (T 

8 By all our Languiſhings, our Fears in Pleaſure, C 

8 Which oft have made us wonder; here I ſwear A 
22 On thy fair Hand, upon thy Breaſt T ſwear. 
vl I cannot call to mind, from budding Childhood 

3 To blooming Youth, a Cr mie by me committed, Ti 

5 For which the awful Cds ſhould doom my Death. 

29 Foc. Tis not you, my Lord, 0 

; But he who murder'd Lajus, frees the Land: C 

Were you, which is impoſſible, the Man, 0 


Perhaps 
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Perhaps my Poniard firſt ſhould drink your Blood | 
But you are innocent, as your Toca, 
From Crimes like thoſe. This made me violent 
To fave your Life, which you unjuſt would loſe: 
Nor can you comprehend, with deepeſt Thought, 
The horrid Agony you caſt me in, 
When you refoly'd to die. 
Obdlib. Ist poſſible? PH 
Ju. Alas! why ſtart you ſo? Her ſtiff ning Grief, 
Who faw her Children {laughter'd all at once, 
Was dull to mine: Methinks I ſhould have made 
My Boſom bare againft the armed God, 
To fave my Oedipus | 
Oedip. I pray, no more. 
Foc, You've filenc'd me, my Lord. 
Oedip. Pardon me, dear Focaſta; 
Pardon a Heart that ſinks with Suffering, 
Ind can but vent it ſelf in Sobs and Murmurs : 
Yet to reſtore my Peace, Il find him out. 


ves, yes, you Gods! you ſhall have ample Vengeance 


On Laſus Murderer. O, the Traitor's Name! 
Fl know't, Iwill; Art ſhall be eonjur'd for it, 
And Nature all unravel'd. ; 8 
For, Sacred Sir SEE 
9edip. Rage will have way, and 'tis but juſt; III fetch 
Tho lodg'd in Air, upon a Dragon's Wing, 
Tro Rocks ſhould hide him: Nay, he ſhall be dragg d 
From Hell, if Charms can hurry him along: 
His Ghoſt ſhall be, by ſage Tireſias Pow'r, 
(Treas, that Rules all beneath the Moon) 
Confin'd to Fleſh, to ſuffer Death once more; 
And then be plung'd in his firſt Fires again. 
Enter Creon. 


Cre. My Lord, 
Dre. as artends your Pleaſure. 

Oedip. Haſte, and bring him in. 

0. my Jocaſta, Eurydice, Adraſtus, 

Creoa, and all ye Thebans, now the End 

Ot Plagues, of Madneſs, Murders, Prodigies, 
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Draws on: This Battel of the Heav'ns and Earth 

Shall by his Wiſdom be reduc'd to peace. 

Enter Tireſias, leaning on a Staff, led by his Daughter Mal. 

| to, follow'd by other Thebans. 

O thou, whoſe moſt aſpiring Mind 

Knows all the Buſineſs of the Courts above, 

Opens the Cloſets of the Gods, and dares | 

To mix with Fove himſelf and Fate at Council; 

O Prophet, an{wer me, declare aloud 

The Traitor who conſpir'd the Death of Lajus: 

Or be they more, who from malignant Stars 

Have drawn this Plague that blaſts unhappy Thebes ? 
Tir. We muſt no more than Fate commiſſions us 

To tell; yet ſpmething, and of moment, III unfold, 

If that the God would wake; I feel him now, 

Like a ſtrong Spirit charm'd into a Tree, 

That leaps, and moves che Wood without a Wind: 

The rouzed God, as all this while he lay 

Intomb'd alive, ſtarts and dilates himſelf; 

He ſtruggles, and he tears my aged Trunk 

With holy Fury, my old Arteries burſt, 

My rived Skin, | 

Like Parchment, crackles at the hallow'd Fire; 

I ſhall be young again: Manto, my Daughter, 

Thou haſt a Voice that might have fay'd the Bard 

Of Thrace, and forc'd the-raging Bacchanals, 

With liſted Prongs, to liſten to thy Airs: 

O Charm this God, this Fury in my Boſom, 

Lull him with tuneful Notes, and artful Strings, 

With pow'1ful Strains; Manzo, my lovely Child, 

Sooth the umuly God-head to be mild. 
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. SONG to APOLLO. 
Hoebus, God belov'd by Men; 
At thy dawn, every Beaſt is rouxed in his Den; 
g thy ſetting, all the Birds of thy Abſence complain, 
we die, all die till the Morning comes again. 
Phoebus, God belov'd by Men! | 
Il of the Eaſtern Kings, | 
Awful as the God who flings | 
His Thunder round, and the Lightumg wings; 
God of Songs, and Orphean Strings, 
Who to this mortal Boſom brings, 
All harmonious heavnly things! 
Thy drouzy Prophet to revive, | 
n thouſand thouſand Forms before him drive: 
ith Chariots and Horſes all o fire awake him, 
mulllons, and Furies, and Propheſies ſhake him: 
t him tell it in Groans, tho he bend with the Load, 
he burſt with the weight of the terrible God, 


Tir. The Wretch, who ſhed the Blgod of old Labdacides, 
ires, and is great; 5 

ut cruel Greatneſs ne er was long: 

he firſt of Lajus Blood his Liſe did ſeize, 

nd urg d his Fate, 1 55 * | 
hich elſe had laſting been and ſtrong. 
ke Wretch, who Lajzs kill'd, muſt bleed or fly; : 

r Thebes, conſum'd with Plagues, in Ruins lye. 

Oedip. The firſt of Laſus Blood! pronounce the Perſon; 
lay the God roar from thy prophetick Mouth, T 
hat even the dead may ſtart up, to behold: 

ame him, I ſay, that moſt accurſed Wretch, © 

dr by the Stars he dies: TT 

peak, I command thee; . 

Phabus, ſpeak; for ſudden Death's his Doom: 
ere ſhall he fall, bleed on this very Spot; 
Name, I charge thee once more, ſpeak. 


{ G 


i! 


398 OE DIP us. 
\ Tir. Tis loſt, | 
Like what we think can never ſhun Remembrance; 
Yet of a ſudden's gone beyond the Clouds. ; 
Oedip. Fetch it from thence ; Tl have't, where. er itt 
Cre. Let me intreat you, ſacred Sir, be calm, 
And Greon ſhall point out the great Offender. 
'Tis true, reſpect of Nature might injoin 
Me Silence, at another time; but, oh, | 
Much more the Pow'r of my eternal Love! ſtry.... 
That, that ſhould ſtrike me dumb: Yet Thebes, my Coup 
Pl break through all, to ſuccour thee, poor City | 
O, I muſt ſpeak. PINS 
Oedip. Speak then, if ought thou know'ſt: 
As much thou ſeem'ſt to know, delay no longer. 
Cre. © Beauty! O illuſtrious Royal Maid! 
To whom my Vows were ever paid till now, 
And with ſuch modeſt, chaſte and pure Affection, 
The coldeſt Nymph might read 'em without bluſhing; 
Art thou the Murdreſs - of wretched Lajus? 
And I, muſt I accuſe thee! O my Tears! 
Why will you fall in ſo abhorr'd a Cauſe? 
But that thy beauteous, barbarous Hand deſtroy'd 
Thy Father (O monſtrous Act!) both Gods 
And Men at once take notice. 
Oedip. Eurydice ! | 
Eur. Traitor, go on; I fcorn thy little Malice, 
And knowing more my perfect Innocence, 
Than Gods and Men, then how much more than thee, 
Who art their Oppolite, and form'd a Lyar, 
L.thas diſdain thee! Thou once didſt talk of Love; 
Becauſe I hate thy Love, 
Thou doſt accuſe me. | 
Adr. Villain, inglorious Villain, 
And Traitor, doubly damn'd, who dur'ſt blaſpheme 
The ſpotleſs Virtue of the brighteſt Beauty; 
Thou dy'ſt: Nor ſhall the facred Majeſty, | 
[Draws and wounds hin. 
That guards this Place, preſerve thee from my Rage. 


Oe, 
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0:dip. Difarm*em both: Prince, I ſhall make you know 

(hat 1 can tame you twice, Guards, ſeize him 

Adr. Sir, | | 

muſt acknowledge in another Cauſe 

epentance might abaſh me; but I glory 

1 this, but ſmile to ſee the Traitor's Blood. 

0edip. Creon, you ſhall be ſatisfy d at full. 

Cre. My Hurt is nothing, Sir; but I appeal 

o wiſe Tireſias, if my Accuſation 

ze not moſt true. The firſt of Laſus Blood 

ve him his Death. Is there a Prince before her? _.. 

Then ſhe is Faultleſs, and J ask her Pardon. 7 8 

Ind may this Blood ne er ceaſe to drop, O Thebes, 

fPity of thy Sufferings did not move me 

To ſhew the Cure which Heav'n it {elf preſcrib'd. 

Eur. Ves, Thebans, I will die to fave your Lives, 

lore willingly than you can wiſh my Fate; 

ut let this good, this wiſe, this holy Man, 

ronounce my Sentence: For to fall by him, 

y the vile Breath of that prodigious Villain, 

'ould fink my Soul, tho? I ſhould die a Martyr. 

Ar, Unhand me, Slaves. O mightieſt of Kings, 

e at your Feet a Prince not us'd to kneel; | | 

ouch not Eurydice, by all the Gods, 

5 you "_ {ave your Thebes, _ take my Life | 

or, ſnould ſhe periſh, Heav'n would heapPlagues onPlapues, * 

tain Sulphur CO hurl kindled Bolts N ö 

pon your guilty Heads. : 

Cre. You turn to Gallantry, what 1s but Juſtice: 

roof will be eaſie made. Aaraſtus was 

he Robber who bereft th unhapy King 

Life; becauſe he flatly had deny'd 

o make ſo poor a Prince his/Son-in-Law : 

herefore *twere fit that both ſhould periſh. 

17ieb. Both, let both die. Y 

a 417-6. Both, both; let em die. here, 

ds rin ib. Hence, you wild Herd! For your Ring- leader 
c ſhall Fe made Example. Hamon, take him. 

TTieb, Mercy, O Mercy. a OR 
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Oedip. Mutiny in my Preſence! . 
Hence, let me ſee that buſie Face no more. [Rape 
Tir. Thebans, what Madneſs makes you drunk wit 
Enough of guilty Death's already acted: 
Fierce Creon has accus d Eurydice, 5 
With Prince Adraſtus; which the God reproves 
By inward Checks, and leaves their Fates in doubt. 
Oedip. Therefore inſtruct us what remains to do, 
Or ſuffer; for J feel a Sleep like Death 
Upon me, and 1 ſigh to be at reſt. 5 
Tir. Since that the Powers divine refuſe to clear 
The myſtick Deed, Tl to the Grove of Furies; 
There I can force th' Infernal Gods to ſhew 
Their horrid Forms; Each trembling Ghoſt ſhall riſe, 
And leave their grizly King without a Waiter. 
For Prince Adraſtus and Eurydice, 
My Life's engag'd, I'll guard *em in the Fane, 
"Till the dark Myſteries of Hell are done. 
Follow me, Princes; Thebans, all to reſt. 
O, Oedipus, to morrow but no more. 
If that thy wakeful Genius will permit, 
- Indulge.thy Brain this Night with ſofter Slumbers: 
To Morrow, O to Morrow! ſleep, my Son; 
And in prophetick Dreams thy Fate be ſhown. 
[Ex. Tir. Adr. Eur. Man. and Theb, 
Manent Oedipus, Jocaſta, Creon, Pyracmon, Hzmon, 
| and Alcander. _ 
Oedip. To Bed, my Fair, my Dear, my beſt Focaſia, 
After the. Toils of War, tis wondrous ſtrange 
Our Loves ſhould thus bedaſh'd. One moment's Thought, 
And Tl approach the Arms of my belov'd. 
- Foc. Conſume whole Years in Care, ſo now and then 
I may have leave to feed my famiſh'd Eyes 
With one ſhort paſſing Glance, and figh my Vows: 
This, and no more, my Lord, is all the Paſſion 
Of languiſhing Focaſta. [Extt, 
Oedip. Thou ſofteſt, ſweeteſt of the World! good Night, 
Nay, ſhe is beauteous too; yet, mighty Love! 
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never offer d to obey thy Laws, W 
ut an unuſual Chilneſs came upon me; 
1 unknown Hand ſtill check'd my forward Joy, 
Dad me with bluſhes, tho' no Light was near: 
lat ev'n the Act became a Violation, 
By. He's ſtrangely thoughtful. bets: ſme? 
Oedib. Hark! who was that? Ha! Creon, did'ſt thou call 
Cre. Not I, my gracious Lord, nor any here. [Voice 
Oelib. That's ſtrange! methought I heard a doleful 
d Oedipus -—- The Prophet bad me ſleep. 5 | 
e talk'd of Dreams, and Viſions, and to morrow !. 
| muſe no more on't, come what will or can, 
y Thoughts are clearer than unclouded Stars; ; 
ad with thoſe Thoughts Pl] reſt ; Creon, goo] Night. 

| Ex. with Hem, 
Cre. Sleep ſeal your Eyes up, Sir, eternal Sleep. 
But if he muſt ſleep and wake again, O all 
Tormenting Dreams, wild Horrors of the Night, 
d Hags of Fancy wing him through the Air: 
rom Precipices hurl him headlong down; 
* roar, and death be ſet before him. 
Ac. Your Curſes have already tak n Effect; 
ſor he looks very ſad. N 
Cre. May he be rooted, where he ſtands, for ever; 
is 2 never move, Brows be unbent, 
5 Blood, his Entrails, Liver, Heart and Bowels, 
 blacker than the Place I wiſh him, Hell. 
Hr. No more: You tear your ſelf, but vex not him. 
thinks *twere brave this Night to force the Temple, 
hile blind Treſias conjures up the Fiends, | 
nd paſs the time with nice Eurydice. 
alc, Try Promiſes, and Threats, and if all fail, 
ace Hell's broke looſe, why. ſhould not you be mad? 
aviſh, and leave her dead, with her Adraſtus. #4: 
Cre, Were the Globe mine, 1'd give a Province hourly 
Ir ſuch another thought Luſt, and Revenge! | 
o ſtab at once the Ee Man TI hate, 
d to enjoy the Woman whom [I love! 
uk no more of my auſpicious Stars, 


J 
With 


— 


e 


— 


The 


402. OE DIY ws. 
The reſt as Fortune pleaſe; ſo but this Night 
She play me fair, why, let her turn for ever. 
Enter Hzmon, - | 
Hem. My Lord, the troubled King is gone to ref 
Yet, e're he ſlept, commanded me to clear 
The Antichambers: none muſt dare be near him 
Cre. Hæmon, you do your Duty ;—— Tam 
And we obey. — The Night grows yet more dreadfy 
"Tis juſt that all retire to their Devotions; 
The Gods are angry : but to Morrow's dawn, 
If Prophets do not lie, will make all clear. A. y 
Oedipus Exters, walking aſleep in his Shirt, with a Day 
in his right Hand, and a Taper m his left, 
Oedip. O, my Focaſta! tis for this the wet 
Starv's Soldier lies all Night on the cold Ground; 
For this he bears the Storms 
Of Winter Camps, and freezes in his Arms: 
To be thus circled, to be thus embrac'd; 
That I could hold thee ever Hal where art thou? 
What means this melancholly Light, that feems 
The Gloom of glowing Embers? | 
The Curtain's drawn; and fee, ſhe's here again! 
Jocaſta? Ha! what, fall'n aſleep fo foon? 0 
How fares my Love? this Taper will inform me. 
Ha! Lightning blaſt me, Thunder 
Rivet me ever to Prometheus Rock, 
And Vultures gnaw out my inceſtuous Heart, 
By all the Gods! my Mother Merope ! | 
My Sword, a Dagger; Ha, who waits there? Salves 
My Sword: what, Hæmon, dar'ſt thou, Villain, ſtop m 
With thy own Ponyard periſh. Ha! who's this? 
Or is't a change of Death? By all my Honours, 
New murder; thou haſt flain old Polybas: 
Inceſt and Parricide, thy Father's murder'd! 
Out thou infernal Flame: now all is dark, 
All blind and diſmal, moſt triumphant Miſchief! 
And now while thus I ſtalk about the Room, 
I challenge Fate to find another Wret 
Like Oedipus ! | Dundu, , 
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Znter Jocaſta attended, with Lights, in a Night-gown. 
0:dip. Night, Horror, Death, Confuſion, Hell, and Furies 
here am I? O, Focaſta, let me hold thee, 

us to my Boſom, Ages let me graſp thee: 

l that the hardeſt temper'd weather'd Fleſh, 

+ fierceſt humane Spirit inſpir'd, can dare 

YT do, 1 dare; but, oh you Powers, this was 

y infinite degrees too much for Man. 

thinks my deafen'd Ears | 

re burſt; my Eyes, as if they had been knock d 

y ome tempeſtuous Hand, ſhoot flaſhing Fire: 

hat ſleep ſhould do this! | 

Joc, Then my Fears were true. | 
lehought I heard your Voice, and yet I doubted, 

Now roaring like the Ocean, when the Winds 

icht with the Waves; now, in- a ſtill ſmall tone 

our dying Accents fell, as racking Ships, 

ter the dreadful Yell, fink murmuring down, 

nd bubble up a Noiſe. 

Oedid. Truſt me, thou Faireſt, beſt of all thy Kind,” 
lone Cer in Dreams was tortur'd ſo before. on 
et what moſt ſhocks the niceneſs of my Temper, 
yn far beyond the killing of my Father, | 

nd my own Death, is, that this horrid ſleep 

hard my fick Fancy with an act of Inceft: 

dreamt, Jocaſta, that thou wert my Mother; 

Which, tho' impoſſible, fo damps my Spirits, 

hat I cou'd do a Miſchief on my ſelf, 

lt I ſhould fleep and dream the like again. 

Joc. O Oedipus, too well I underſtand you! 

know the Wrath of Heav'n, the Care of Thebes, 

he Cries of its Inhabitants, War's Toils, | 

Ind thouſand other Labours of the State, 

re all refer d to you, and ought to take you 

or ever from Focaſta. 

Oedip. Life of my Life, and Treaſure of my Soul, 
leavn knows I love thee. | 

Joc. O, you think me vile, | 
der, Md of an Inclination ſo ignoble, | 
. That 
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That I muſt hide me from your Eyes for ever. 
Be witneſs, Gods, and ſtrike Focaſia dead, 
If an immodeſt Thought, or low Deſire 
Inflam'd my Breaſt, ſince firſt our Loves were lighted, 
Oedip. O riſe, and add not, by thy cruel Kindneh, 
A Grief more ſenſible than all my Torments, 
Thou think'ſt my Dreams are forg'd; but by thy {elf 
The greateſt Oath, I ſwear, they are moſt true: 
But, 2 they what they will, I hers diſmiſs em; 
Begon, Chimeras, to your Mother Clouds, 
Is there a Fault in us? Have we not ſearch'd 
The Womb of Heav'n, examin'd all the Entrails 


Of Birds and Beaſts, and tir'd the Prophet's Art. thi 
Yet what avails? he, and the Gods together, It U 
Seem-like Phyſicians at a loſs to help us: | 
Therefore, like Wretches that have linger'd long, Dic 


We'll ſnatch the ſtrongeſt Cordial of our Loye; 
To Bed, my Fair. 
Ghoſt within. Oedipus ! | Du 
Ozaip. Ha! who calls? 
Did'ſt thou not hear a Voice? 
Foc. Alas! I did, 
Ghoſt. Focaſta ! 
Foc. O my Love, my Lord, ſupport me! 
Oedip. Call louder, till you burſt your Airy Forms 
Reſt on my Hand. Thus, arm'd with Innocence, 
Pl! face theſe babling Demons of the Air. 
In ſpight of Ghoſts, Il on, 
Tho' round my Bed the Furies plant their Charms; 
VI! break em, with Focaſia in my Arms: 
Claſp'd in the folds of Love, Ill wait my Doom; 
And act my Joys, tho Thunder ſhake the Room, [Ex 
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SCENE A dark Grove. 


ted, 
ls, 


ſel, Enter Creon, aud Diocles. 


Is better not to be, than be unhappy. 

Dioc. What mean you by theſe Words? 

Oe. Tis better not to be, than to be Creon. 

thinking Soul is Puniſhment enough; 

it when tis great, like mine, and wretched too, 

hen every Thought draws Blood. 

Dic. You are not wretched, Ti 

Cre, Tam: my Souls ill married to my Body. - 
ou'd be young, be handſom, be beloy'd: 

ud I but Breath my ſelf into Adraſiy;—— 

Dioc. You rave; call home your Thoughts. 

Cre. I prithee let my Soul take Air awhile; 

ere ſhe in Oedipus, I were a King; 

hen I had kilbd a Monſter, gain'd a Battel; | 

nd had my Rival Pris'ner; brave, brave Actions: 

hy have not I done theſe? | 

Duc. Your Fortune hinder'd. 

Cre. There's it: I have a Soul to do em all: 

t Fortune will have nothing done that's great, 

ut by young handſom Fools: Body and Brawn 

Jo all her Work: Hercules was a Fool, 

d ſtraight grew famous: a mad boiſtrous Fool, 
ay worſe, a Woman's Fool. Fees 
ool is the Stuff, of which Heav'n makes a Hero. 2 
Dioc. A Serpent ne er becomes a flying Dragon, 

il he has ed a Serpent. 
Cre. Goes it there | 
underſtand thee; I muſt kill Adraſtus. 
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And they are Death and thee. 


No Quiet after Death! 
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Dioc. Or not enjoy your Miſtreſs : 
Eurydice and he are Pris ners here, 
But will not long be ſo: this Tell- tale Ghoſt 
Perhaps will clear em both. . 
Cre. Well: tis reſolv d. 
Dioc. The Princeſs walks this Way; 
You muſt not meet her, 
Till this be done. 4 
Ov; 1 malt; ----- 
Dioc. She hates your Sight: 
And more ſince you accus d her. 
Cre. ＋ it not. 
ay to tell thee my Deſign; 
For ſne's too near. 
Enter Eurydice. 
How, Madam, were your Thoughts employ d! 
Eur. On Death, and thee. 
Cre. Then were they not well ſorted; Life and me 
Had been the better Match. 
Eur. Na, I was thinking 
On two the moſt deteſted things in Nature: 


Cre. The thought of Death to one near Death is dreadful 
O tts a fearful thing to be no more. 
Or if to be, to wander after Death; 
To walk as Spirits do, in Brakes all Day; 
And when the Darkneſs comes, to glide in Paths 
That lead to Graves: and in the ſilent Vault, 
Where lyes your own pale Shrowd, to hover o er it, 
Striving to enter your forbidden Corps; 
And often, often, vainly breath your Ghoſt 
Into your lifeleſs Lips: 
Then, like a lone benighted Traveller | 
Shut out from Lodging, ſhall your. Groans be anſwer d 
By whiſtling Winds, whoſe every Blaſt will ſhake 
Your tender Form to Atoms, 

Eur. Muſt I be this thin Being? and thus wander 


Ot 
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one: muſt leave 
1 ; all this Youth: and Froſhneſs 8 13 
tbe vo more the object of Deſire, 
cold lump of Clay; 
h then your diſcontented Ghoſt will leave, 
1 oath its former L. g. 
i is the beſt of what comes after Death, 
1 to the beſt. - 
„ What then ſhall be thy Lot! 
ml Torments, Baths of boiling Sulphur: 
cſſitudes of Fires, and then of Froſts; 
dan old Guardian Fiend, ugly as thou art, 
hollow in thy Ears at every Laſn; 
's for Eurydice ; theſe for her Auraſtus. 
h. For her Adraſtas 
ir. Yes; for her Adraſtus: 
Death ſhall neer divide us: n Wen Denth! 9 
oc, You ſeem'd to fear it. | | | | | 
Fu, But I more fear Creon: | 
ke that hunch· back d Monſter in my Arms, 
| excreſcence of a Man. 
Duc. to Cre. See what you've gain d. 
#, Death. only can be dreadful to the Bad: 
d Innocence, tis like a bug - dear dreſs d 
fiel en Children; pull but off his b 8 
dhe appear a Friend. 0 
Cre. You talk too lightly | 
Death and Hell. Let me inform you better: | 
i. You beſt can tell the News of your own e 
Dive, Nay now you are too ſharp. 


Eur. Can 1 be ſo to one who has accusd me 
Murder and of Parricide? 


Cre, You provok'd me: 

d yet I only did thus far accuſe you, 

next of Blood to Lajus: Be advisd, 

Id you may live. 7 | 

Eur. The Means? - 
Gre. 'Tis-offer'd . TY 


ic Fool Adraſtus 8 'd kimſel, 
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408 OE DIY us. 
Eur. He has indeed, to take the Guilt from me. 
Cre. He ſays he loves you; if he does, tis well: 

He ne'er cou d prove it in a better Time. | 
Eur. Then Death muſt be his recompence for Loe! 
Cre. Tis a Fools juſt Reward: - 

The wiſe can make a better uſe of Life: 

But *tis the young Man's Pleaſure; his Ambition: 

I grudge him not that Favour. 5 

Eur. When he's dead, | 

Where ſhall J find his Equal! 

Cre. Every where. 

Fine empty things, like him, 

The Court ſwarms with *em. | 

Fine fighting things; in Camps they are ſo common, 

Crows feed on nothing elſe: plenty of Fools; 

A glut of 'em in Thebes. 

And Fortune ſtill takes care they ſhou'd be ſeen; 

She places em aloft, o'th* topmoſt Spoke 

Of all her Wheel: Fools are the daily Work 

Of Nature; her Vocation; if ſhe form 

A Man, ſhe loſes by't, tis too expenſive; 

*Twou'd make ten Fools: A Man's a Prodigy. 

Eur. That is a Creon: O thou black Detractor, 
Who ſpitt' ſt thy Venom againſt Gods and Men! 
Thou Enemy of Eyes: 

Thou who lov'ſt nothing but what nothing loves, 

And that's thy ſelf; who haſt conſpir d againſt 

My Life and Fame, to make me loath'd by all; 

And only fit for thee. 

But for Adraſtus Death, good Gods, his Death! 

What Curſe ſhall I invent? f | 
Dioc. No more: he's here. 

Eur. He ſhall be ever here. | 
He who wou'd give his Life; give up his Fame— 

| Enter Adraſtus. 

If all the Excellence of Woman-kind 

Were mine; No, *tis too little all for him: 

Were I made up of endleſs, endleſs Joys. 
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Ar. And ſo thou art: 5 

te Man who loves like me, 

wou'd think ev'n Infamy, the worſt of Ills, 

ere ckeaply purchas d, were thy Love the Price: 
ncrown'd, a Captive, nothing left, but Honour; 

Tis the laſt thing a Prince ſhou'd throw away; 

But when the Storm grows loud, and threatens Love, 
Throw ev'n that over-board, for Love's the Jewel; 

\nd laſt it muſt be kept. | 

Cre. to Dioc. Work him be {ure 

To Rage, he's paſſionate; 3 

ake him th' Aggreſſor. | 

Dioc. O falſe Love; falſe Honour. 

Cre. Diſſembled both, and falſe 

Adr. Dar'ſt thou ſay this to me! 

Cre, To you! why what are you, that I ſhould fear you? 
am not Lajus: Hear me, Prince of Argos, 

oupive what's nothing, when you give your Honour; 

[is gone; tis loſt in Battle. For your Love, 

Wows made in Wine are not ſo falſe as that: 

ou kil?d her Father; you confeſs'd you did: 

mighty Argument to prove your Paſſion to the Daughter. 
Air. | Aſide.) Gods, muſt I bear this Brand, and not retort 
he lye to his foul Throat! Cpt] 
Dioc. Baſely you kilFd him. Of 

Aar. Aſide.] O, I burn inward: my Blood's all offire. 
leides, when the poiſon'd Shirt fate cloſeſt, | 

ad but an Ague fit to this my. Feaver. 

et, for Eurydice, ev'n this Il ſuffer, | 

o free my Love. Well then, I kilbd him baſely. 

Cre. Fairly, I'm ſure, you cou'd not. ES 
Doc. Nor alone. Fr | | | 
Cre. You had your fellow-Thieves about you, Prince; 
— bey conquer'd, and you kilbd. 

| Air, Aſide.] Down ſwelling Heart! | 
15 for thy Princeſs all-—O my Emuryaice !— [To Jer. 
Eur. to kim, Reproach not thus the weakneſs of my Sex, 
$1 I cou'd not bear a ſhameful Death, 

ather than ſee you burden'd with a Crime | 
Vorl. IV. 8 | Of 
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That &er cou'd ſtain a Villain, not a Prince, 
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410 OE DIY us. 
Of which I know you free. 
Cre. You do ill, Madam, 
To let your head-long Love triumph o'er Nature: 
Dare you defend your Father's Murderer ? : 
Eur. You know he kill'd him not. 
Cre. Let him ſay fo. 
Dioc. See he ſtands mute. | 
Cre. O pow'r of Conſcience, ey'n in wicked Ment 
It works, it ſtings, it will not let him utter 
One Syllable, one No to clear himſelf 
From the moſt baſe, deteſted, horrid Act 


Ar. Ha! Villain! 
Dioc. Eccho to him Groves: cry Villain. 
Aar. Let me conſider! did I murther Lajus, 

Thus like a Villain? | 
Cre. Beſt revoke your Words; 

And fay you killd him not. 

Adr. Not like a Villain; prithee change me that 

For any other Lye. | 
Dioc. No, Villain, Villain. 

Cre, Yo. killd him not! proclaim your Innocence, 

Accuſe the Princeſs: So I knew *twou'd be. 

Adr. I thank thee, thou inſtruct'ſt me: 

No matter how I killd him. | 
Cre. [ Aſide.) Coobd again. | 5 
Eur. Thou, who uſurp'ſt the ſacred name of Conſciui e 

Did not thy own declare him innocent; 

To me declare him ſo? The King ſhall knows it. 
Cre. You will not be believ'd, for V1! forſwear it, 
Eur. What's now thy Conſcience? . 
Cre. Tis my Slave, my Drudge, my ſupple Glove, 

My upper Garmcnt, to put on, throw off, 

As J think beſt: Tis my obedient Conſcience, 
Hr. Infamous Wretch!. 

Cre. My Conſcience ſhall not do me the ill Office 

To ſave a Rivals Life; when thou art dead, 

(As dead thou ſhalt be, or be yet more baie 

Ihen thou think'ft me, | 


nce, 


ce 
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by forfeiting her Life, to fave thy own. — ) 
now this, and let it grate thy very Soul, ; 
che ſhall be mine: ( ſhe is, if Vows were binding; ) 

ark me, the Fruit of all thy Faith and Paſſion, 

Eyn of thy fooliſh Death, ſhall all be mine. 

Adr. Thine, Tay'ft thou, Monſter ; 

Shall my Love be thine? i 

), I can bear no more! : | 

Thy cunning Engines have with labour rais d 

y heavy Anger, like a mighty Weight, 

To fall and paſh thee dead. | 
dee here thy Nuptials; ſee, thou raſh Ixion. [ Drams. 


y promis d Juno vaniſh'd ina Cloud; 


nd in her Room avenging Thunder rows 
oblaſt thee thus. Come both —— [Both Draw. 
Cre. Tis what I wiſl'd! 
low ſee whoſe Arm can lanch the ſurer Bolt, 
nd who's the better Fove ! —— [ Fight. 
Eur. Help; Murther, help! | 
ter Exmon and Guards, run betwixt them and beat down 
their Swords. 
Ham. Hold; hold your impious Hands: I think the Furies, 
o whom this Grove is hallow'd, have inſpir'd you: 
low, by my Soul, the holieſt Earth of Thebes 
ſou have profan'd with War. Nor Tree, nor Plant 
rows here, but what is fed with Magick Juice, 
| full of humane Souls; that cleave their Barks 
0 dance at Midnight by the Moon's pale Beams : 
t leaſt two hundred Years theſe reverend Shades 
ave known no Blood, but of black Sheep and Oxen, 
ed by the Prieſt's own Hand to Proſerpine. f 
Adr. Forgive a Stranger's Ignorance: I knew not 
e Honours of the Place. | 
Hem, Thou, Creon, didſt. 
It Oediprts, were all his Foes here lodg d, 
cit violate the Religion of theſe Groves, 
touch one ſingle Hair: but muſt, unarm'd, 
e as in Truce, or furlily avoid 
at moſt he long d to kill. 

EE 
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Cre. I drew not firſt; | 
But in my own Defence, 

Adr. I was provok'd : : 
Beyond Man's Patienee: all Reproach cou d urge 
Was us'd to kindle one not apt to bear. 

Hem. Tis Oedipus, not I, muſt judge this Act: 
Lord Creon, you and Diocles retire: 

Tireſias, and the Brother-hood of Prieſts, 

Approach the Place: None at theſe Rites aſſiſt, 

But you th accus d, who by the Mouth of Lajus 

Muſt be abſolv'd or doom d. | 

Aar. 1 bear my Fortune. | 

Eur. And I provoke my Tryal. 

Hem. Tis at Hand. 

For ſeg the Prophet comes with Vervin crown', 
The Prieſts with Yeugh, a venerable Band; 
We leave you to the Gods. 

 [Ex. Hæmon with Creon and Diock 
Enter Tireſias, led by Manto: The Prieſts follow ; all clath 


1 in long black Habits. 
71 Tir. Approach, ye Lovers; 
3 Tll-fated Pair! whom, ſeeing not, I know: 


This Day your kindly Stars in Heay'n were join d: 
When lo, an envious Planet interpos'd, 
And threaten'd both with Death: I fear, ] fear. 
Eur. Is there no God ſo much a Friend to Love, 
Who can controul the Malice of our Fate? 
Are they all deaf? or have the Giants Heav'n? 
Ur. The Gods are juſt. - 
But how can Finite meaſure Infinite? 
RNeaſon! alas, it does not know it ſelf! 
Yet Man, vain Man, wou'd with this ſhort-lin'd Plumm 
Fathom the vaſt Abyſs of heay'nly Juſtice. 
Whatever is, is in its Cauſes juſt ; 
Since all things are by Fate. But purblin'd Man 
Sees but a part o'th* Chain; the neareſt Links; 
His Eyes not carrying to that equal Beam 
That poiſes all above. 

Eur. Then we muſt dye! 
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OE DIPVVsS. 413 
e Danoer's imminent this Day. | | 

* 125 then there's one Day leſs for humane Ils: 
nd who wou'd moan himſelf, for ſuffering that, 
hich in a Day muſt paſs? ſomething, or nothing —— 
| ſhall be what I was again, before 
I was Adraſtus ,— 5 18 
penurious Heav'n, can'ſt thou not add a Night 

o our one Day; give me a Night with her, 
Ind PII give all the reſt. Ls 
Tir. She broke her Vow | 
Firſt made to Creon: but the time calls on:: 
nd Lajus Death muſt now be made more plain, - 
ow loth I am to have recourſe to Rites 
o full of Horrour, that I once rejoice 
want the uſe of Sight. | 
1 Pr, The Ceremonies ſtay. | 
Tir. Chuſe the darkeſt part oth? Grove; 
duch as Ghoſts at Noon-day love. 
Dig a Trench, and dig it nigh 

here the Bones of Lajus lye. 
Altars rais'd of Turf or Stone, 
ill th' Infernal Pow'rs have none. 
nlwer me, if this be done? | 
n Pr. "Tis done. EE: oy 
Tr. Is the Sacrifice made fit? | 
Draw her backward to the Pit: 
Draw the barren Heyfer back; 
Barren let her be, and black. 
ut the curled Hair that grows © 
Full betwixt her Horns and Brows: 
ind turn your Faces from the Sun: 
Inſwer me, if this be done? 8 
All Pr, Tis done. . „ 
Tir. Pour in Blood, and Blood like W-. 
o Mother Earth and Proſerpine : 
Mingle Milk into the Stream; 
caſt the Ghoſts that love the Steam; 
dnatch a Brand from Funeral Pile; 
ols it in to make em boil; 
: S 3 | And 
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And turn your Faces from the Sun; 
Anſwer me, if all be done? 

All Fr. All is done. 

{Peal of Thunder; and Flaſhes of Lighnting ; ben Gram 

beiow the Stage. 

Man. O, what Laments are thoſe ? 

Tir. The Groans of Ghoſts, that cleave the Earth with Pain] 
And heave it up: they pant and ſtick half way. 

[The Stage wholly darker, 

Man. And now a ſudden Darkneſs covers all, | 
True genuine Night: Night added to the Groves; 
The Fogs are blown full in the Face of Heay'n. 

Tir. Am I but half obey'd: Infernal Gods, 
Muſt you have Muſick too ? then tune your Voices, 
And let *em have ſuch Sounds as Hell ne'er heard 
Since Orpheus brib'd the Shades, ; 


Muſick firſt. Then Sing, 


1, Hear, ye ſullen Pow'rs below: 
Hear, ye Taskers of the Dead. 
2. You that boiling Cauldrons blow, 
You that ſcum the molten Lead. 
3. You that pmch with Red-hot Tongs ; 
1. Lou that drive the trembling Hoſls 
Of poor, poor Ghoſts, 
With your ſharpen d Prongs; 
2. You that thruſt em off the Brim; 
3. You that plunge em when they ſwim: 
1. Till they drown; 
Till they go 
Oz à row 
Down, down, down | 
Ten thouſand, thouſand, thouſand Fathoms low. 
Chorus. Till they drown, &c. | | 
1. Muſick for a while | 
Shall your Cares beguile: 
Mondring how your Pains were eas d; 
2. And diſdaining to be pleas d; | 


ſang 


Pan; 


ten 


„ - 


And Thebes more hated? Hell is Heav'n to Thebes. 


In Hell 1 ſhun the publick Scorn; and then 
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z. Till Alecto free the dead 
From their eternal Bands ; 
Till the Snakes drop from her Head, > 
And Whip from out her Hands. 1 
1, Come away | 
Do not ſtay, 
But obey :F 
While we play, : 
For Hell's broke up, and Ghoſts have Holy-day, 
Chorus. Come away, &c. | a 
A flaſh of Lightning: The Stage is made bright; 
and the Ghoſts are ſeen paſſing betwixt the Trees. 
1. Lajus! 2. Lajus! 3. Lajus! 
1. Hear! 2. Hear! 3. Hear! 
Tir. Hear and appear. | 
Fj the Fates that ſpun thy Thread ; 
Cho. Which are three, 
Tir, By the Furies fierce, and dread! 
Cho. Which are three, 
Tir, By the Fudges of the dead! 
Cho. Which are three, 
Tyree times three ! 
Tir. By Hell's blue Flame: 
By the Stygian Lake : 
And by Demogorgon's Name, 
At which Ghoſts quake, | 
Hear and appear. i 
[The Ghoſt of Lajus riſes arm'd in his Chariot as he 
was ſlain. And behind his Chariot, ſit the three 
who were murder'd with him. | 


Ghoſt of Lajus. Why haſt thou drawn me from my Pains 
To ſuffer worſe above; to ſee the Day, [below, 


For Pity ſend. me back, where I may hide, 
In willing Night, this ignominious Head: 


They hunt me for their Sport, and hoot me as I fly: 
Behold ey'n now they grin at my gor d ſide, 
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And chatter at my Wounds, 

Tir. I pity thee : | 5 
Tell but why Tzezes is for thy Death accurſt, 

And Ill unbind the Charm. 

Ghoſt. O ſpare my Shame. 

Tir. Are theſe two Innocent? 

Ghoſt. Of my Death they are. | 
But he who holds my Crown, Oh, muſt I ſpeak! 
Was doom'd to do what Nature moſt abhors. 

The Gods forciaw it; and forbad his Being, 

Before he yet was born. I broke their Laws, 

And cloath'd with Fleſh his pre-exiſting Soul. 

Some kinder Pow'r, too weak for Deſtiny. 

Took pity, and indu'd his new form'd Maſs © 

With Temperance, Juſtice, Prudence, Fortitude, 

And every Kingly Virtue: But in vain. 

For Fate, that ſent him hood-winkt to the World, 

Perform'd its work by his miſtaking Hands. 

Ask'ſt thou who murcer'd me? *twas Oedipus : 

Who ſtains my Bed with Inceſt? Oedipus : 

Fer whom then are you curſt, but Oedipus ! 

He comes; the Parricide: I cannot bear him: 

My Wounds ake at him: Oh his murd'rous Breath 

Venoms my airy Subſtance! hence with him, 

Baniſh him; ſweep him out; the Plague he bears 

Will blaſt your Fields, and mark his Way with Ruin. 

From Thebes, my Throne, my Bed, let him be drivn; 

Do you forbid him Earth, and Til forbid him Heayn. 

[ Ghoſt deſcend, 

Enter Oedipus, Creon, Hæmon, gc. 

Oedip. What's this! methought ſome peſtilential Bal 
Struck me juſt entring.; and ſome unſeen Hand 
Struggled to puſh me backward! tell me why 
My Heir ſtands briſtling up, why my Fleſh trembles! 
You ſtare at me! then Hell has been among ye, 
And ſome lag Fiend yet lingers in the Groye, 

Tir. What Omen ſaw'ſt thou entring ? 

Oedip. A young Stork, X 
That bore his aged Parent on his Back; * 
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i weary with the weight, ſhe ſhook him off, 

ind peck d out both his Eyes. | 

Adr. Oh, Oedipus ! ̃ 

gur. Oh, wretched Oedipus ! 

Tr, O! Fatal King! bs | 55 
0e4ip, What mean theſe Exclamations on my Name? 
thank the Gods, no ſecret Thoughts reproach me: 

o: J dare challenge Heavn to turn me outward, 

nd ſhake my Soul quite empty in your Sight. 

en wonder not that I can bear unmov'd 

Theſe fix'd Regards, and ſilent Threats of Eyes: 

\ ocnerous Fierceneſs dwells with Innocence; 

nd conſcious Virtue is allow'd ſome Pride. 

Tir. Thou know'ſt.not what thou ſay ſt. 

Oedid. What mutters he! tell me, Eurydice: 

hou ſhak'ſt ; Thy SouPs a Woman. Speak, Adraſtus; 
nd boldly. as thou met'ſt my Arms in fight; - | 
rt thou not ſpeak ? why then *tis bad indeed: 

heſias, thee I ſummon by thy Prieſthood, . | 

el me what News from Hell: Where Lajus points, 

Ind who's the guilty: Head! 

Ty. Let me not anſwer. | 

0-4p. Be dumb then, and betray thy native Soil 

o farther Plagues. 8 
Tir, I dare not name him to thee. | 


n human Name! © | | 

Tir, Urge me no more to tell a thing, which known 
Yould make thee more unhappy : Twill be found, 

bo I am ſilent. 850 N 
Oedip. Old and obſtinate! Then thou thy ſelf 

t Author or Accomplice of this Murther, 

nd ſhun ſt the Juſtice, which by publick Ban . - 

hou haſt incurr d. | W 
Tir. O, if the Guilt were mine 

were not half ſo great: Know wretched Man, 

hou only, thou art guilty; thy own Curſe 
als heavy on thy ſelf. 9285 


11 


But 


81 


of 
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Oedip. Dar ſt thou converſe with Hell, and canſt thou fear 
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Oedip. Speak this again: | | \ 


Put ſpeak it to the Winds when they are loudeſt : 


Or to the raging Seas, they'll hear as ſoon, 
And ſooner will believe. 

Tir. Then hear me Heav'n, | 
For bluſhing thou haſt ſeen it: Hear me Earth, 


Whoſe hollow Womb could not contain this Murder, 


But ſent it back to Light: And thou Hell, hear me, 
Whoſe own black Seal has *firm'd this horrid Truth, 
Oedipus murther d Lajus. 
Oedip. Rot the Tongue, 5 
And blaſted be the Mouth that ſpoke that Lie. 
Thou blind of Sight, but thou more blind of Soul, 
Tir. Thy Parents thought not ſo. | 
Oedip. Who were my Parents? 
Tir. Thou ſhalt know too ſoon. 
Oedip. Why ſeek I Truth from thee? 
The Smiles of Courtiers, and the Harlots Tears, 
The Tradeſman's Oaths, and Mourning of an Hei, 
Are Truths to what Prieſts tell. 
O why has Prieſt-hood Priviledge to lye, 
And yet to be beliey'd! thy Age protects the: 

Tir. Thou canſt not kill me; tis not in thy Fate, 
And 'twas to kill thy Father; wed thy Mother; 
And beget Sons, thy Brothers. | 

Oedip. Riddles, Riddles! 

Tir, Thou art thy ſelf a Riddle; a perplext 
Obſcure Z1i;:ma, which when thou unty'ſt, 
Thou ſhalt be found and loft. 

Oedip. Im poſſible! 

Adraſtus, ſpeak, and as thou art a King, | 
Whole Royal Word is ſacred, clear my Fame. 

Adr. Wou'd I cou'd! ; 

Oedip. Ha, wilt thou not: Can that Plebeian Vice 
Of Lying Mount to Kings! can they be tainted! = 


Then Truth is loſt on Earth. 


Cre. The Cheat's too groſs: 
Adraſtus is his Oracle, and he, 
The pious Juggler, but Adraſius Organ. 
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6:dip. Tis plain, the Prieſt's ſuborn d to free the Pris ner. 
Cre. And turn the Guilt on you. | 
0:dip. O, honeſt Creon, how haſt thou been bely d? 

Eur. Hear me. TT NUN 
Cre. She's brib'd to fave her Lover's Life. 
Adr. If, Oedipus, thou think 
Gre, Hear him not ſpeak. 
Air. Then hear theſe holy Men. 
Cre, Prieſts, Prieſts all brib'd, all Prieſts. 
0:4ip. Adraſtus I have found thee: 
The Malice of a vanquiſh'd Man has ſciz'd thee. 
Aux. If Envy and not Truth——— 
Oedip. Ill hear no more: Away with him. 
a takes him off 6y force: Creon and Eurydice 


To Tir. | a ſtand ſt thou here, Impoſtor ! 
do old, and yet ſo wicked — Lie for Gain; 
And Gain ſo ſhort as Age can promiſe thee! 
Tr. So ſhort a time as I have yet to live 
Exceeds thy pointed Hour; Remember Lajus: 
No more; if e er we meet again, twill be 
In mutual Darkneſs; we ſhall feel before us 
To reach each other's Hand; remember Lajus. a 
Ex. Tireſias: Prieſts follow. 
OEdipus ſolus. 3 
Remember Lajus! that's the Burden ſtill: 
Murther and Inceſt ! but to hear em nam'd 
My Soul ſtarts in me: 'The good Sentinel 
Stands to her Weapons; takes the firſt Alarm 
To Guard me from ſuch Crimes Did I kill Lajus? 
Then I walk'd ſleeping, in ſome frightful Dream, 
My Soul then ſtole my Body out by Night; 
And — me back to Bed e er Morning- wake. 
e It cannot be ev'n this remoteſt Way, 
But ſome dark hint would juſtle forward now, 
And goad my Memory — Oh my Focafta? , 
Enter Jocaſta. | 
Joc. Why are you thus difturb'd? 
Oraip. Why, wouldſt thou think it? 


Ne 
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No leſs than Murder. 
Foc. Murder! what of Murder? | 
Oedip. Is Murder then no more? add parricide, 
And Inceſt; bear not theſe a frightful Sound? 
For. Alas! 
Oedip. How poor a Pity i is Alas 
For two ſuch Crimes! was Lajus us'd to ie? 
Foc. Oh no: The moſt ſincere, plain, honeſt Man 
One who abhorr'd a Lie. 
Oedip. Then'he has got that Quality in Hell, 
He charges me—- but why accuſe I him? 
I did not hear him ſpeak it: They accuſe me; 
The Prieſt, Adraſius and rs 
Of murdering Lajus——Tell me, while I think ont, 
Has old Tireſis practis'd long this Trade? 
Fec. What Trade? 
Oedip. Why, this foretelling Trade? 
Foc. For many Years, 
Oedip. Has he before this Day accus'd me ? 
Foc. Neyer. 
Oedip. Have you ere this inquir'd, who did this Murder! 
Foc. Often; but — in vain. 
Oedip. J am fatisf 
Then 5 an 3 ig but one Day old. 
The Oracle takes place before the Prieſt ; 
The Blood of Lajus was to murder ys 
I'm not of Lajus's Blood. 
oc. Ev'n 2 
Are always doubtful, and are often for 'd: 
Lajus had one, which never was fulfilfd, 
Nor ever can be now! 
Oedip. And what foretold it? 
Foc. That he ſhould have a Son by me, Som] 
The Murderer of his Father: True indeed, 
A Son was born; but, to prevent that Crime, 
The wretched Infant of a guilty Fate, 
Bo through his untry'd Feet, and bound with Cords, 
On bleak Mountain, naked was expos'd: 
Th Wing himſelf livd many, many Years, 7. 
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zud found a different Fate; by Robbers murder d, 
Where three Ways meet: Yet theſe are Oracles; 
Ard this the Faith we owe em. 
Oedip. Sayft thou, Woman? | 
By Heav'n thou haſt awaken'd ſomewhat in me, 
That ſhakes my very Soul! : 
Foc, What, new Diſturbance! L ſaid'ſt it!) 
0edip. Methought thou faid'ſt— (or do I dream thou 
This Murder was on Lajus Perſon done, 8 8 
Where three Ways meet? 

oc. So common Fame reports. 
Oedid. Would it had ly d. 
Foc, Why, good my Lord? 
02dip. No Queſtions: | 
Tis buſie time with me; diſpatch mine firſt; 
Gy where, where was it done! 25 
Joc. Mean you the Murder? 155 5 
Oedip. Could ſt thou not anſwer without naming Murder ! 
Joc. They ſay in Phocide; on the Verge that parts it 
From Daulia, and from Delphos. 
Oedip. So! How long | when happen d this! 
Joc. Some little time before you came to Thebes, 
Oedip. What will the Gods do with me! 
Foc. What means that Thought? 
Oedip. Something: But 'tis not yet your Turn to ask: 
How old was Lajus, what his Shape, his Stature, 
His Action, and his Meen? quick, quick, your Anſwer 

Joc. Big made he was, and tall: His Port was fierce, 
Erect his Countenance: Manly Majeſty 
Site in his Front, and darted from his Eyes, 
Commanding all he viewed: His Hair juſt grizled, 
As in a green old Age: Bate but his Years, 
ou are his Picture. [ Picture? 
Oedip. Aſide.] Pray Heav'n he drew me not! am I his 
7c. So I have often told you. . 
Oeuip. True, you have; 
Add that to the reſt: How was the King 
ittended when he travell'd ? - 
Joc. By four Servants; | 
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He had my Leave; and now he lives retir'd. 
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He went out privately. 
Oedip. Well counted ſtill: | 
One ſcap'd I hear; what fince became of him 
Foc, When he beheld you firſt, as King in Thebes, 
He kneeld, and trembling beg'd I wou'd diſmiſs him: 


Oedip. This Man muſt be produc'd; he muſt, Focafy, 
Foc. He ſhall — yet have I leave to ask you why? 
Oedip. Yes, you ſhallknow:; For where ſhould I repoſe 
The Anguiſh of my Soul, but in your Breaſt! 
I need not tell you Corinth claims my Birth; 
My Parents, Polhybus and Merope, | 
Two Royal Names; their only Child am J. 
It happen'd once; *twas at a Bridal Feaſt, 
One warm with Wine, told me I was a Foundling, 
Not the King's Son; I ſtung with this Reproach, 
Struck him : My Father heard of it: The Man 
Was made ask Pardon; and the Buſineſs huſh'd. 
Foc. Twas ſomewhat odd. 
Oedip. And ſtrangely it perplext me. 
I ſtole away to Delphos, and implor'd 
The God, to tell my certain Parentage. 


He bade me ſeek no farther; "Twas my Fate 
To kill my Father, and pollute his Bed, 
By marrying her who bore me. 


Foc. Vain, vain Oracles! 

Oedip. But yet they frighted me; 

J leokt on Corinth as a Place accurft, 
Reſolv'd my Deſtiny ſhould wait in vain; 
And never catch me there. 

Foc. Too nice a Fear. 

Oedip. Suſpend your Thoughts; and flatter not too {oet 
Juſt in the Place you nam'd, where three Ways meet, 
And near that time, five Perſons I encounter'd; 
One was too like, (Heay'n grant it prove not him) 
Whom you deſcribe for Lajus: — 

And fierce they were, as Men who liv'd on Spoil. 

I judg'd 'em Robbers, and by Force repell d 

The | eas they us'd: In ſhort, four Men I ſlew: n 
| | he 
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My Hands are Guilty, but my Heart is free, [Ex. Amb; 
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The fifth upon his Knees demanding Life, 
My Mercy gave it Bring me Comfort now, 
If 1 flew Laſus, what can be more wretched! 
From Thebes and you my Curſe has baniſh'd me: 
From Corinth Fate. | | 
Foc. Perplex not thus your Mind; 
My Husband fell by Multitudes oppreſt, 
90 Phorbas ſaid: This Band you chanc'd to meet; 
And murder'd not my Lajus, but reveng'd him. 
0:dip. There's all my Hope: Let Phorbas tell me this; 
And I ſhall live again 
To you, good Gods, I make my laſt Appeal; 
Or clear my Virtue, or my Crime reveal: 
If wandring in the maze of Fate I run, 
And backward trod the Paths I ſought to ſhun, 
Impute my Errors to your own Decree; 


ACT W. SG ENT I 
Enter Pyracmon and Creon, 


y Some Buſineſs of Import that Triumph wears 
You ſeem to go with; nor is it hard to gueſs 
When you are pleas d, by a malicious Joy: 
Whoſe red and fiery Beams caſt through your Viſage 
A glowing Pleaſure. Sure you ſmile Revenge, 
And I could gladly hear. 5 b> 
Cre. Would'ſt thou believe ! | 
This giddy hair-brain'd King, whom old Tireſias. 
Has Thunder-ſtruck with heavy Accuſation, 
Tho? conſcious of no inward Guilt, yet fears; 
He fears Focaſta, fears himſelf, his Shadow; 
He fears the Multitude; and, which is worth 
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An Age of Laughter, out of all Mank ind, 

He chuſes me to be his Orator: | 
Swears that Adraſtus, and the lean-look'd Prophet, 

Are joint Conſpirators; and wiſh'd me to | 

Appeaſe the raving Thebans; which I ſwore 

To do. | 

Pyr. A dangerous — - 

Directly oppolite to your own Intereſt. 

Cre. No, dull Pyracmon; when I left his Preſence; 
With all the Wings with which Revenge could imp 
My Flight, I gain'd the midft o'th' 92 
There, ſtanding on a Pile of dead and dying, 

I to the mad and ſickly Multitude, | 
With interrupting Sobs, cry'd out, O Thebes, ns 
O wretched Thebes, thy King, thy Oedipus, 
This barbarous Stranger, this Uſurper, Monſter, 
Is by the Oracle, the wiſe Tireſas, 
Proclaim'd the Murderer of thy Royal Lajus: 
33 too, no longer now my Siſter, 

s found Complotter in the horrid Deed. 
Here I renounce all tye of Blood and Nature, 
For thee, O Thebes, dear Thebes, poor bleeding Thebes, 
And there I wept, and then the Rabble howl'd, 
And roar'd, and with a thouſand antick Mouths 
Gabbled Revenge, Revere was all the Cry, 

Pyr. This cannot fail: I ſee you on the Throne; 
And Oedipus caſt out. | 

Cre. Then ſtrait came on MR 
Alcander, with a wild and bellowing Croud, 

Whom he had wrought; I whiſper'd him to join, 
And head the Forces while the Heat was in em: 
So to the Palace I return'd, to meet | 
The King, and greet him with another Story. 
But ſee, he enters. | 
Enter Ocdipus and Jocaſta, attended. 

Oedip. Said you that 2horoas is return d, and yet 
Intreats he may return, without being ask d 
Of ought concerning what we have diſcover d? 
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EDIUS. ALF 
2 He ſtarted when I told him your Intent, ORE. 
plying, what he knew of that Affair 
rould give no Satisfaction to the King; 
hen, falling on his Knees, begg'd, as for Life, 
o be diſmiſs'd from Court: He trembled too, 
if convulſive Death had ſeiz'd upon him, 
nd ſtammer'd in his abrupt Pray'r fo wildly, 
hat had he been the Murderer of Lajus, i 
uit and Diſtraction could not have ſhook him more. 
0:49. By your Deſcription, ſure as Plagues and Death 
y waſte our Theves, ſome deed that ſhuns the Light 
got thoſe fears: If thou reſpect ſt my Peace, 
cure him, dear Focaſta; for my Genius 
brinks at his Name. . 
Joc. Rather let him go: 5 
o my poor boding Heart would have it be, 
Without a Reaſon. RED” 
Oedip. Hark, the Thebans come! | 
Therefore retire: And, once more, if thou lov'ſt me, 
et Phorbas be retain e. | DOE 
Foc, You ſhall, while I 
we Life, be Eo 27 
n vain you ſooth me with your ſoft Indearments, 
\nd ſet the faireſt Countenance to view, 
[our gloomy Eyes, my Lord, betray a D 
ind inward Languiſhing : That Oracle 
us like a ſubtil Worm its venom'd Way, © 
'reys on your Heart, and rots the noble Core, 
low-cer the beauteous Out- ſide ſhews ſo lovely. 

Oedip. O, thou wilt kill me with thy Love's exceſs! 
All, all is well; retire, the Thebans come. Ex. Joc. 
Ghoſt. Oedipus ! | | 

Oedip. Ha! again that Scream of Woe! ED 
rice have I heard, thrice ſince the Morning dawn'd 
t hollow'd loud, as if my Guardian Spirit 

ald from ſome vaulted Manſion, Oedipus ! 
VT 15 it but the Work of Melancholy? 
When the Sun ſets, Shadows, that ſhew'd at Noon 
Put {mall, appear moſt long and terrible; | 


1 So 
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So when we think Fate hovers o'er our Heads, 
Our Apprehenſions ſhoot beyond all bounds, 
"Owls, Ravens, Crickets ſeem the Watch of Death, 
Nature's worſt Vermin {care her God-like Sons. 
Ecchoes, the very leavings of a Voice, 
Grow babling Ghoſts, and call us to our Graves: 
Each Mole-hill Thought fwells to a huge Olympus, 
While we fantaſtick Dreamers heave and puff, 
And fweat with an Imagination's weight; 
As if, like Atlas, with theſe mortal Shoulders 
We could ſuſtain the Burden of the World. 
| [Creon comes fimmi 
Cre. O, ſacred Sir, my Royal Lord 
Oedip. What now ? 
Thou ſeem'ſt affrighted at ſome dreadful Action, 
Thy Breath comes ſhort, thy darted Eyes are fixt 
On me for Aid, as if thou wert purſu'd : 
I ſent thee to the Thebans, ſpeak thy Wonder; 
Fear not, this Palace is a Sanctuary, 
The King himſelf's thy Guard, 
Cre. For me, alas, | [ youre! 
My Life's not worth a Thought, when weigh'd wi 
But fly, my Lord, fly as your Life is ſacred, 
Your Fate is precious to your faithful Creon, 
Who therefore, on his Knees, thus proſtrate begs 
You would remove from Thebes that vows your Ruin. 
When I but offer d at your Innocence, 
They gather'd Stones, and menac'd me with Death, 
And drove me through the Streets, with Imprecations 
Againſt your ſacred Perſon, and thoſe Traitors | 
Which juſtify'd your Guilt : Which curs'd Tireſias 
Told, as from Heay'n, was cauſe of their Deſtruction. 
Oedip. Riſe, worthy Creon, haſte and take our Gua 
Rank *em in equal Part upon the Square, 
Then open every Gate of this our Palace, 
And let the Torrent in. Hark, it comes. [Shai 
I hear em roar: Begon, and break down all 
The Dams that would oppoſe their furious Paſſage. 
Do n (Ex. Creon with 6 
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Enter Adraſtus, his Sword drawn. : 
A. Your City „ 

A in Arms, all bent to your Deſtruction: 
heard but now, where I was cloſe confin d, 
thundring Shout, which made my Jaylors vaniſh, 
xy, Fire the Palace; where's the cruel King? 
ct, by th' Infernal Gods, thoſe awful Pow'rs 
hit have accus'd you, which theſe Ears have heard, 
nd theſe Eyes ſeen, I muſt believe you guiltleſs; 
xr, fince I knew the Royal Oedipus, 
hye obſery'd in all his Acts ſuch Truth 
nd God-like Clearneſs; that to the laſt gufſh 
{Blood and Spirits, I'll defend his Life, 
d here have {worn to periſh by his Side. 
Oed. Be witneſs, Gods, how near this touches me, 
| | | [ Embracing him. 

what, what Recompence can Glory make? | 
Air. Defend your Innocence, ſpeak like your ſelf, 
d awe the Rebels with your dauntleſs Virtue, 

t, hark! the Storm comes nearer. ; 
Oedip, Let it come. | 
he force of Majeſty is never known 
it in a general Wrack: Then then is ſeen 
he Difference twixt a Threſhold and a Throne. 
ner Creon, Pyracmon, Alcander, Tireſias, Thebans. 
Ac. Where, where's this cruel King? Thebans, behold 
ere ſtands your Plague, the Ruin, Deſolation 
F this unhappy=—ſ{peak ; fhall I kill him? 

hall he be caſt out to Baniſhment ? 
All Theb. To Baniſhment, away with him. 

Oedip. Hence, you Barbarians, to your flaviſh Diſtance ; 
to the Earth your ſordid Looks; for he | 
[ho ſtirs, dares more than Mad-men, Fiends, or Furies. 

ho dares to face me, by the Gods, as well 

ay brave the Majeſty of Thundring Foe. 

d 1 for this relieve you when beſieg d 

this fierce Prince, when coop'd within your Walls, 
id to the very brink of Fate reduc'd ; 

ben lean-jaw'd Famine made more Havock of 1. 


Wata; 


Ours! 
wit 
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Than does the Plague? But I rejoyce I know you, 
Know the baſe Stuff that temper'd your vile Souls: 
The Gods be prais'd, I needed not your Empire, 
Born to a greater, nobler, of my own; =» 
Nor ſhall the Scepter of the Earth now win me 
To rule ſuch Brutes, ſo barbarous a People. | 
Adr. Methinks, my Lord, I ſee a {ad Repentance, 
A general Conſternation {pread among em. 
Oedip. My Reign is at an end; yet cer I finih— 
I'll do a Juſtice that becomes a Monarch, 
A Monarch, who, 'th' midſt of Swords and ]ayelins, 
Dares act as on his Throne encompaſt round 
With Nations for his Guard. A'cander, you 
Are nobly born, therefore ſhallloſe your Head: ¶ Sizes lin. 
Here, Haæmon, take him: but for this, and this, 
Let Cords diſpatch em. Hence, away with em. 
Tir. O ſacred Prince, pardon diſtracted Toebes, 
Pardon her, if ſhe acts by Heaven's Award; 
If that th' Infernal Spirits have declar d 
The depth of Fate, and if our Oracles 
May ſpeak, O do not too ſeyerely deal, 
But let thy wretched Thebes at leaſt complain: 
If thou art guilty, Heav'n will make it known; 
If innocent, then let Tireſias dye. {candy 
Oedip. I take thee at thy Word. Run, haſte, and fave 4 
I ſwear the Prophet, or the King ſhall dye, 
Be Witneſs, ali you Thebans, of my Oath; 
And Phorbas be the Umpire. | 
Tir. I ſubmit. | Trumpet, ſand 
Oedip. What mean thoſe Trumpets? 
Enter Hæmon with Alcander, &c. 
Hem. From your Native Country, | 
Great Sir, the fam'd Ægeon is arriv'd, | 
That renown'd Fayourite of the King your Father: 
He comes as an Ambaſſador from Corinth, 
And ſues for Audience. 


Oedip. Haſte, FHemon, fly, and tell him that I burn 
T' embrace him, | 


Hun, 
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n. The Queen, my Lord, at preſent holds him 
— 2 ; * behold her here. 8 
3 Enter Jocaſta, Eurydice, Cc. 
Joc, Hail, happy Oedipus, happieſt of Kings? 
enceforth be bleſt, bleſt as thou canſt defire, | 
deep without Fears the blackeſt Nights away ; : 
t Furies haunt thy Palace, thou ſhalt ſleep 
ecure, thy Slumbers ſhall be ſoft and gent] 
As Infants Dreams. 155 

Oedib. What does the Soul of all my Joys intend? 
And whither would this Rapture? 

oc. ©, I could rave, : | 
Pull down thoſe lying Fanes, and burn that Vault, 
From whence reſounded thoſe falſe Oracles, 
That robb'd my Love of Reſt: if we muſt pray, 
Rear in the Streets bright Altars to the Gods, 
Let Virgins Hands adorn the Sacrifice; 
And not a Gray-beard Forging Prieſt eome near, 
To pry into the Bowels of the Victim, 
And with his Dotage mad the gaping World. 
But ſee, the Oracle that I will truſt, _ 
True as the Gods, and affable as Men. 

Enter Ægeon, Kneelss _ } 
Oedip. O, to my Arms, welcome, my dear Egeon; 
Ten thouſand welcomes, O, my Foſter-Father, 
Welcome as Mercy to a Man condemn'd! 
Welcome to me, f 
As, to a ſinking Mariner, 3 | 
The lucky Plank that bears him to the Shore! Ni 
But ſpeak, O tell me what ſo mighty joy 
ls this thou bring'ſt, which ſo tranſports Focaſta ? 
Joc. Peace, Peace, Ægeon, let Focaſta tell him! 
O that I could for ever Charm, as now, 
My deareſt Oedipus: Thy Royal Father, 
Polzbus, King of Corinth, is no more. 6 

Oedip. Ha! can it be? ZEgeon, anſwer me, i 
And {peak in ſhort, what my Focaſta's tranſport 
May over-do.  - 

ze, Since in few Words, my Royal Lord, you ask 

| . 
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To know the Truth; King Pohbus is dead. | 
.  Oedjp, O all you Powers, ist poſſible? what, dead! 
But that the Tempeſt of my Joy may rife. 
By juſt degrees, and hit at laſt the Stars: 
Say, how, how dy'd he? Ha! by Sword, by Fire, 
Or Water? by Aſſaſſinates, or Poyſon? ſpeak: 
Or did he languiſh under ſome Diſeaſe? 
Age. Of no Diſtemper, of no Blaſt he dy d, 
But fell like Autumn- Fruit that mellow yd long: 
Ev'n wonder d at, becauſe he 10 no ſooner. 
Fate ſeem d to wind him up for fourſcore Years; 
Yet freſhly ran Ke on ten Winters more: 
Till, like a Clc (worn out with catin Time, 
The Wheels of 1 Life at laſt ſtood ſtill. 
Oedip. O, let me preſs thee in my youthful Arms, 
And ſmother thy old Age in my Embraces. 
Yes Thebans, yes Focaſta, yes Adraſtus, 
Old Polybus, the King my Father's dead. 
Fires ſhall be kindled in the midſt of Thebes; 
I'th' midſt of Tumult, Wars, and Peſtilence, 
I will rejoyce for Polybus his Death. 
Know, be it known to the limits of the World; 
Yet farther, let it paſs yon dazling Roof, 
The Manſion of the Gods, and ſtrike em deaf 
With everlaſting Peals of thundring Joy. 
Tir. Fate! Nature! Fortune! what is all this World? 
Oedip. Now, Dotard ; now, thou blind old wizard Prophtt 
Where are your boding Ghoſts, your Altars now; 
Your Birds of Knowledge, that, in dusky Air, 
Chatter Futurity ; and where are now 
Your Oracles, that call'd me Parricide ? 
is he not dead? deep laid in's Monument ? 
And was not I in Theves when Fate attack'd him? 
Avant, begon, you Vizors of the Gods! 
Were I as other Sons, now I ſhould weep; 
But, as I am, T've Reaſon to rejoyce: 
And will, tho' his cold Shade ſhould rife and blaſt me. 
O, for this Death, let Waters break their Bounds, * 
OcKN 
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ks, Valleys, Hills, with ſplitting 10's ring: 

Fucaſta, Io penn fing. 
I. Who would not now conclude a happy End? 
it all Fate's turns are ſwift and unexpectec. 
Ege. Your Royal Mother Merope, as if Gf 
e had no Soul fince you forſook the Land, a 
Waves all the 1 Princes that adore her. / (ſpeak. 
Oedid. Waves all the Princes! poor Heart! for what? O 
ge. She, tho in full-blown Flow'r of glorious Beauty, 
rows cold, ev'n in the Summer of her Age: 
nd, for your ſake, has ſworn to dye unmarry'd. 

Oel. How! for my fake, dye, and not marry! O, 
ſy Fit returns. 5 
Age. This Diamond, with a thouſand Kiſſes bleſt, 
Fith thouſand Sighs and Wiſhes for. your Safety, 
be charg'd me give you, with the general Homage 
f our Corinthian Lords. | | 
Oedip. There's Magick in it, take it from my Sight; 
There's not a Beam it darts, but carries Hell, 
ot flaſhing Luſt, and Necromantick Inceſt: 
Fake it from theſe fick Eyes, Oh hide it from me. 
o, my Jocaſta, tho Thebes caſt me out, 
hile Merope's alive, T'll ne'er return! 
O, rather let me walk round the wide World 
A Beggar, than accept a Diadem 
Dn ſuch abhorr'd Conditions. 
Foc. You make, my Lord, your own Unhappineſs, 
dy theſe extravagant and needleſs Fears. 

Oedip. Needlets! O, all you Gods! By Heay'n I'd rather 
Embrue my Arms up to my very Shoulders | 
1 the dear Entrails of the beſt of Fathers, 
han offer at the execrable Act 
Of damn'd Inceſt: therefore no more of her. 
Age. And why, © ſacred Sir, if Subjects may 
reſume to look into their Monarch's Breaſt, 
by ſrould the Chaſte and Spotleſs Merope 
f Infuſe ſuch Thoughts as I muſt bluſh to Name? 
7 Oedip. Becauſe the God of Delphos did forewarn me, 
oo i Thundring Oracles. 


44 
pitt, 


ge. 


— — — 

- — — — - — 
* 
* 


r 


2 


—_ 5 * 
— 


8 * 
x * * 9 hy 4 > " q 
—— + Jl we — ow bo —« So . _ OED - . L 
= — cer : . — -” NFL R 
. r *. x\ 4 
P 3 * wage 8 — — 3, * 


— —_— 5 SR 


—— 


= £X rr 


EAT 


= Atigp<- 1 * —— 
" ITS . 


WO > ot FEI 
1 
— — 


— 
— 0 


K — 2—_j - 
n 
* * . ma kb 


— — — ——— 
* _— —— 


Enjoy the Queen (which 
The Act would prove no Inceſt. 
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ge. May J intreat to know em? 

Oedip. Yes, my Ægeon; but the fad Remembrancy 
Quite blaſts my Soul: ſee then the ſwelling Prieſt 
Methinks I have his Image now in View; | 
He mounts the Tyjpos in a Minute's ſpace, 


His clouded Head knocks at the Temple roof, 18 
While from his Mouth | | eto 
Theſe diſmal Words are heard: 0 0.0 A 


« Fly, Wretch, whom Fate has doom'd thy Father Fa 
« Andwith prepoſtrous Births, thy Mother's Womb to: 
ge. Is this the Cauſe 
Why you refuſe the Diadem of Corinth? 
Oedip. The Cauſe! why, is it not a monftrous one? 
Ege. Great Sir, you * return; and tho you ſhaul 
the Gods forbid) 


DOedib. How, Ægeon? | 

Tho I enjoy'd my Mother, not inceſtuous! 

Thou ray'ſt, and ſo do I; and theſe all catch 

My madneſs; look, they're dead with deep Diftraion: 

Not Inceſt! what, not Inceſt with my Mother? 
ge. My Lord, Queen Merope is not your Mother 
Oedip. Ha! did J hear thee right? not Merope 

My Mother! 


Age. Nor was Polybus your Father. 0 
Oedip. Then all my Days and Nights muſt now be ſpei urn. 
In curious Search, to find out thoſe dark Parents ho | 
Who gave me to the World; ſpeak then Ægeon, er a 
By all the Gods Celeſtial and Infernal, nde 
By all the tyes of Nature, Blood, and Friendſhip, mh 
Conceal not from this rack*d deſpairing King hoſ 
A Point or {malleſt Grain of what thou know'ſt: th 
Speak then, O anſwer to my Doubts directly. en! 
If Royal Folhbus was not my Father, Il 
Why was I calid his Son? lc: 
ge. He, from my Arms, en 
Receiv'd you as the faireſt Gift of Nature. me 
Not but you were adorn'd with all the Riches dJ. 
That Empire could beſtow in coſtly Mantles ; Ou); 
— — | | Upon ' 0; 
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eon its Infant Heir. : 2 

Ozdip. But was 1 made the Heir of Corinth's Crown, 
cauſe Zgeor's Hands preſented me? 

Ere. By my Advice, 

eng paſt all hope of Children, ; 

e took, embrac'd, and od you for his Son. 
Oel. Perhaps 1 then am your's; inſtruct me, Sir: 
i be ſo, I'll kneel and weep before you, 

h all th? Obedience of a penitent Child, 

pploring Pardon. N 

il me if you pleaſe, 

will not writhe my Body at the Wound: 

t ink upon your Feet with a laſt Sigh, 

kd ask Forgiveneſs with my dying Hands. 

ge. O riſe, and call not to this aged ChRenk 
he little Blood which ſhould keep warm my Heart; 
u are not mine, nor ought I to be bleſt 

th ſach a God-like Off- ſpring. Sir, I found you 
pon the Mount Citharon. 

0eip, O ſpeak, go on, the Air grows ſenſible 

| the great things you utter, and is calm: 

he hurry'd Orbs, with Storms ſo rack'd of late, 

em to ſtand ſtill, as if that Fove were talking. 
heron! ſpeak, the Valley of Citheron ! 

Age. Ofi-times before I thither did reſort, 

arm'd with the Converſation of a Man 

ho led a rural Life, and had Command 

er al the Shepherds who about thoſe Vales 

nded their numerous Flocks: in this Man's Arms 
ww you imiling at a fatal Dagger, 5 

hole Point he ofren offer'd at your Throat; 

It then you {miPd, and then he drew it back, 

en lifted it again, you ſmil'd again: 

he at laſt in fury threw it from him, 

1 c:y'd aoud, the Gods forbid thy Death. 

en 11 fy in, and, after ſome Diſcourſe, 

we he did bequeath your innocent Lite; 

d . the welcome Care to Polybus. PE, 

Ou, To whom belongs the Maſter of the Shepherds? 
'OL, IV. = Age. 
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Ege. His Name I knew not, or I have forgot: 
That he was of the Family of Lajus, 4 
I well remember. 4 

Oedip. And is your Friend alive? for if he be, 
III buy his Preſence, tho' it coſt my Crown, 

ge. Your menial Attendants beſt can tell 
Whether he lives, or not; and who has now 
His Place. | | 

Foc. Winds, bear me to ſome barren Iſland, 
Where print of humane Feet was never ſeen, 
Ofer-grown with Weeds of ſuch a monſtrous Height, 
Their baleful Tops are waſh'd with bellying Clouds: 
Beneath whoſe venomous Shade I may have vent 
For Horrors that would blaſt the Barbarous World, 

Oedip. If there be any here that knows the Perſon 
Whom he deſcrib'd, I charge him on his Life 
To ſpeak; Concealment ſhall be ſudden Death: | 
But he who brings him forth, ſhall have Reward 
Beyond Ambition's Luft. 

Tir. His Name is Phorbas : 

ocaſta knows him well; but if J may 
Adviſe, Reſt where you are, and ſeek no farther. 

Oea ip. Then all goes well, ſince Phorbas is ſecur d 
By wy Jocaſta. Haſte, and bring him forth: 

My Love, my Queen, give Orders. Ha! what mean 
Theſe Tears, and Groans, and Struglings? ſpeak, my Fi 
What are thy Troubles? | 

Foc. Yours; and yours are mine: 

Let me conjure you take the Prophet's Counſel, 
And let this Phorbas go. 

Oedip. Not for the World. 

By all the Gods, III know my Birth, tho' Death 
Attends the Search: I have already paſt 
The middle of the Stream; and to return 
Seems greater Latour, than to venture o'er: 
Therefore produce him. 

Joc. Once more, by the Gods, 

I beg, my Oedipus, my Lord, my Life, 
My Love, my all, my only utmoſt Hope, 
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beg you, baniſh, Phorbas: O, the Gods, N 
kneel, that you may grant this firſt Requeſt. 

deny me all things elſe; but, for my Sake, 

ind as you prize your own eternal Quiet, 

yer let Phorbas come into your Preſence. 

Oedip. You muſt be rais'd, and Phorbas ſhall appear, 

ho his dread Eyes were Baſilisks, Guards, haſte, 
geurch the Queen's Lodgings ; find, and force him hither. 
 [Exennt Guards. 


— 
1 
* 


For, O, Oedipus, yet ſend, 
nd ſtop their Entrance, e re it be too late: 

Unleſs you wiſh to ſee Focaſta rent f ; 

yith Furies, ſlain out-right with meer Diſtraction, 
Keep from your Eyes and mine the dreadful Phorbas. 
orbear this Search, T'll think you more than Mortal: 
il you yet hear me? 

Oedib. Tempeſts will be heard, 
Ind Waves will daſh, tho' Rocks their baſis keep, 
ut ſee, they Enter. If thou truly lev'ſt me, 

iter forbear this Subject, or retire. | 
Enter Hæmon, Guards, with Phorbas. 
Joc, Prepare then, wretched Prince, prepare to hear 

\ Story, that ſhall turn thee into Stone. 

ould there be hew'n a monſtrous Gap in Nature, 

\ faw made through the Center, by ſome God, 

[rough which the Groans of Ghoſts might ſtrike thy Ears, 
They would not wound thee, as this Story will. 

iark, hark! a hollow Voice calls out aloud, 

focaſa: Yes, I'll to the Royal Bed, 

here firſt the Myſteries of our Loves were acted, 
nd double dye it with imperial Crimſon ; 

car off this curling Hair, ; 

e gorg d with Fire, ſtab every vital Part, 

nd, when at laſt Pm ſlain, to Crown the horrour, 
ly poor tormented Ghoſt ſhall cleave the Ground, 
0 try if Hell can yet more deeply wound. 


Oedip. She's gone; and as ſhe went, 
ew larger, 
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And tell me on thy Life, ſay, doſt thou know him! 
12:4 thou eer ſee him? converſe with him 
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Peep'd from the watry Brink, and glow'd upon me. 
I ſeek no more; but huſh my Genius up 
That throws me on my Fate. Impoſitble! 
O wretched Man, whoſe too too buſie Thoughts 
Ride ſwifter than the galloping Heay'ns round, 
With an eternal hurry of the Soul: — 
May, there's a time when ev'n the rowling Year 
Seems to ſtand ſtill, dead Calms are in the Ocean, 
When not a Breath diſturbs the drowzy Wayes: 
But Van, the very Monſter of the World, D 
Is ne'er at reſt, the Soul for ever wakes. 
Come then, ſince Deſtiny thus drives us on, 
Let's know the Bottom. Hamon, you I ſent; 
here is that Phorbas ? 
Hem, Here, my Royal Lord. 
Oedip. Speak firft, Ægeon, ſay, is this the Man? 
Age. My Lord, it is: Tho' Time has plough'd that Fax 
With many Furrows ſince I ſaw it firſt; (oct it 
Yet I'm too well acquainted with the Ground, quite to fo 
Oedip. Peace; ſtand back awhile. | 
Come hither Friend; I hear thy Name is Pf orbas. 
Why doſt thou turn thy Face? I charge thee anſwer 
To what I ſhall enquire: Wert thou not once 
The Servant of King Lajus here in Thebes ? 
Phor. 1 was, great Sir, his true and faichful Servant; 
Born and bred up in Court, no foreign Slave. (ment? 


Oedip. What Office hadſt thou? what was thy Employ: 4 
Phor. He made me Lord of all his Rural Pleaſures; c 
For much he lov'd 'em: oft [ entertain'd N 
With ſporting Swains, o'er whom J had command. 
Oed Where was thy Reſidence? to what part o'th' County p 
Didſt thou moſt frequently reſort ? 0 


Phor. To Mount Cirheron, and the pleaſant Valles Pri 
which all about lye ſhadowing its large Feet. | 
Oedip. Come forth Aeon. Halwhy ſtart'ſt thou Phra 
Forward I fay, and Face to Face confront him; 
Look wiſtly on him, through him, if thou canſt, 
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Near Mount Citheron ! | ; | 

Plor, Who, my Lord, this Man? 

Ocdid. This Man, this old, this venerable Man: 

| Speak, did'ſt thou ever meet him there? | 

Phor. Where, facred Sir? 

0:dip. Near Mount Cith2ron ; anſwer to the Purpoſe, 

"Tis « King ſpeaks; and Royal Minutes are 

of much more worth than thouſand Vulgar Years: 

Did'ſt thou e'er ſee this Man near Mount Cithero?? | 
Por. Moſt ſure, my Lord, I have ſeen Lines like thoſe 
His Viſage bears; but know not where nor when. 

Ee. It poſſible you ſhould forget your ancient Friend? 
There are perhaps | | 
particulars, which may excite your dead Remembrance. 
Eve you forgot I took an Infant from you, 

Doom'd to be murder'd in that gloomy Vale? 

The Swadling-bands were Purple, wrought with Gold. 
ve you forgot too how you wept, and begg d 

That I ſhould breed him up, and ask no more. 

Pier. W. at-c'er I begg'd; thou like a Dotard, ſpeak'it 
More than is requiſite: and what of this? 

Why is it mention'd now? And why, O why 

Poſt thou betray the Secrets of thy Friend? 

Ege. Be not too raſh, That Infant grew at laſt 
King: and here the happy Monarch ſtands, (ter d 

Phor. Ha! whither would'ſt thou? O what haſt thou ut- 
or what thou haſt ſaid, Death ſtrike thee dumb for ever, 
Oedip. Forbear to curſe the Innocent; and be 
nccurſt thy ſelf, thou ſhifting Traytor, Villain, 

Vamn'd Hypocrite, equivocating Slave. 

Phoy, O Heay'ns! wherein, my Lord, have I offendec|? 
Oedip. Why ſpeak you not according to my Charge? 
Fring forth the Rack: ſince Mildneſs cannot win you, 

Torments ſhall force. | 
Phor. Hold, hold, O dreadful Sir; 

Lou will not rack an Innocent old Man, 
Oedip. Speak then. a 
P vor, Alas, what would you have me ſay ? 
04h, Did this old Man take from your Arms an Infant 
: ©) | Phov: 
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Phor. He did: And, Oh! I wiſh to all the Gods, 
Phorbas had periſh'd in that very Moment. 
Oedip. Moment! Thou ſhalt be Hours, Days, Years adjing 
Here, bind his Hands; he dallies with my Fury: 
But I ſhall find a way 
Por. My Lord, I ſaid 
I gave the Infant to him. | 
Oedip. Was he thy own, or given thee by another? 
Thor. He was not mine; but given me by another, 
Oeip. Whence? and from whom? what City? of wht 
Houſe? 


Phor. O, Royal Sir, I bow me to the Ground, 
Would J could fink beneath it: by the Gods, An 
I do Conjure you to inquire no more. ( 
Oedip. Furies and Hell] Hæmon, bring forth the Rack; e 
Fetch hither Cords, and Knives, and ſulphurou; Flames: Fo 
He ſhell be bound, and gaſh'd, his Skin flead off, Ho 
And burnt alive. 5 Fo 
Phor. O ſpare my Age. 4 
Oedip. Rite then, and ſpeak. | Ch 
Phor. Dread Sir, I will. Ha 
| Gedip. Who gave that Infant to thee? 4 
Phor. One of King Lajus Family. | bh 
O-dip. O, you immortal Gods! But ſay, who wastk 1 
Which of the Family of Lajus gave it? | 
A Servant; or one of the Royal-Blood? 7 
Phor. O wretched State! I dye, unleſs I ſpeak; 7 
And if ſpeak, moſt certain Death attends me = 
Oedip Thou ſhalt not dye. Speak then, who was it ? (pe, 7 
While I have Senſe to underſtand the Horrour ; * 
For I grow cold. | 1 
Phor. The Queen Focaſta told me By 
It was her Son by Lajus. | 93 
Oedip. O you Gods! But did ſhe give it thee? 1 
Phor. My Lord, ſhe did. 6 (feu s, 
Oedip. Wherefore? for what? — O break not yet, 
Tho' my Eyes burſt, no matter: wilt thou tell me, 
Or muſt I ask for ever? for what end? 
Why gave ſhe thee her Child? G& 


Phor, To murder it. Oh 
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Oed. O more than ſavage! murder her own Bo wels! 
Without a Cauſe! 

Phor, There was a dreadful one, 

Which had foretold, that moſt unhappy Son 
Should kill his Father, and enjoy his Mother. 

0:44, But one thing more. 
ſa told me thou wert by the Chariot | 
When the old King was {lain: Speak, I conjure thee, 
Fo- I ſhall never ask thee ough again, | 
What was the Number of th' Aſſaſſinates? | 

Phy. The dreadful Deed was acted but by one; 

And ſure that one had much of your Reſemblance. 

Oeaip. Tis well! I thank you, Gods! 'tis wondrous” 
Pagoers, and Poiſon; O there is ng need [ well! 
[For my Diſpatch: And you, you mercileſs Pow'rs, | 
Hoord up your Thunder-ſtones; keep, keep your Bolts 
For Crimes of little note. | Balls.” 

Adr. Help, Hemon, help, and bow him gently forward; 
Chafe, chafe his Temples: How the mighty Spirits, 
Half ſtrangled with the Damp his Sorrows rais'd, 
S.rupgle for Vent: But ſee, he breaths again, 

And vigorous Nature breaks through all Oppoſition. - 


ſing 
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How fares my Royal Friend? 
0:4, The worie for you. | 
0 berbarous Men, and oh the hated Light, 
Why did you force me back to curſe the Day; _ 
To curſe my Friends; to blaſt with this dark Breath 
The yet untainted Earth and circling Air ? 
To raiſe new Plagues, and call new Vengeance down, 
Why did you tempt the Gods, and dare to touch me? 
Methinks there's not a Hand that graſps this Hell, 
But ſhould run up like Flax all blazing Fire. 
; Stand from this ſpot, I wiſh you as my Friends, 
And come not near me, leſt the gaping Earth 
Swallow you too Lo, I am gone already. 8 
Drams, and claps his Sword to his Breaſt, which A- 
draſtus ſtrikes away with his Foot. 
Adr. You ſhall no more be truſted with your Life: 
Cre, Alcander, Hemon, help to hold him, | 
2 T 4 Ozatp.. 
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Ocdip. Cruel Adraſtis! wilt thou, Hæmon, too ? 
Are theſe the Obligations of my Friends? 

O worſe than worit of my moſt barbarous Foes! 
Dear, dear Adraſtus, look with half an Eye 

On my unheard-of Woes, and judge thy ſelf, 

If it be fit that ſuch a Wretch ſhould live! 

O, by theſe melting Eyes, unus'd to weep, 
With all the low Submiſſions of a Slave, 

I do conjure thee give my Horrors way; 

Talk not of Life, for that will make me rave: 
As well thou may'ſt adviſe a tortur'd Wretch, 
All mangled o'er from Head to Foot with Wounds, 
And his Bones broke, to wait a better Day. 

Ar, My Lord, you ask me things impoſſible; 
And I, with Juſtice ſhould be thought your Foe, 
To leave you in this Tempeſt of your Soul. | 

Tir. Tho' baniſh'd Theves, in Corinth you may Reign 
Th' infernal Pow'rs themſelves exact no more: 
Cam then your Rage, and once more ſeck the Gods, 

Oedib. PN have no more to do with Gods, nor Men: 
Hence, from my Arms, avant. Enjoy thy Mother | 
lat, violate, with Beaſtial Appetite, 

The ſacred Veils that wrapt thce yet unborn! 
This is not to be born! Hence; off, I ſay; 

For they who let my Vengeance, make themſelves 
Accomplices in my moſt horrid Guilt, 

Adr. Let it be ſo; We'll fence Heavy n's Fury from oi 
And ſuffer al! together: This perhaps, 

When Ruin comes, may help to break your Fall. 
' Oedip, O that, as oft I have at Athens ſeen 
The Stege ariſe, and the big Cluuds deſcend; 

So now in very Deed 1 might behold 

The pond'rous Earth, and all yon Marble Roof 
Meet, like the Hands of Fove, and cruſh Mankind: 
For all the Elements, and ali the Powers 
Celeſtial, nay, Terreſtrial and Infernal, 

Conſpire the Rack of out-caſt Oedipus. 

Fall Darkneſs then, and everlaſting Night 
Shadow the Globe; may the Sun neyer dawn, 


j 
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The Silver Moon be blotted from her Orb; 

and for an Univerſal Rout of Nature | 

Through all the inmoſt Chambers of the Sky, 

May there not be a glimpſe, one Starry Spark, - 

But Gods meet Gods, and juſtle in the Dark. 

hat Jars may riſe, and Wrath Divine be hurl'd, 
Which may to Atoms ſhake the ſolid World, ¶ Exeunt. 


+CT V SCENE I 


Euter Creon, Alcander and Pyracmon. 


re. Hebes is at length my own; and all my Wiſhes, 
Which ſure were great as Royalty e er form'd, 
Fortune and my auſpicious Stars have crovyn'd. 
Diadem, thou Center of Ambition, 
Vhere all its different Lines are reconciPd, 
is if thou wert the Burning-glaſs of Glory! 
2, Might I be Counſeller, I would intreat you 
o cool a little, Sir; 
Find out Euryuice; 
and, with the Reſolution of a Man 
Mark d out for Greatneſs, give the fatal Choice 
Of Death or Marriage. 
Al. Survey e Oedlipis, 
s one who? tho' Unfortunate, beloy'd, 
hought Irinocent, and therefore much hmentcd 
Py all the Thebans; you muſt mark him dead: 
nce nothing but his Death, not Baniſhmentr, 
an give Aſſurance to your doubtful Reign. 
Cre, Well have you done, to{natch me from the Storm 
Vi racking Tranſport, where the little Streams 
f Loye, Revenge, and all the Under Paſſions, 
\s Waters are by ſucking Whirl-pools drawn, - 
Vere quite deyour'd in the vaſt Gulph of Empire: 
Therefore, Hracmon, as you boldly urg'd, 


F Euryd ice 
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Eurydice ſhall die, or be my Bride. 

A cander, ſummon to their Maſter's Aid 

My menial Seryants, and all thoſe whom Change 


Of State, and hope of the new Monarch's Favour, 
Can win to take our Part: Away. What now? 


[Ex. Alcander. 
Enter Hæmon. 
When He weeps, without the help of Ghoſts, 
I may foretel there is a fatal Cauſe. 

Hem. Is't poſſible you ſhould be ignorant 
Of what has happen'd to the deſperate King? 

Cre. I know no more, but that he was conducted 
Into his Cloſet, where I faw him flin 
His trembling Body on the Royal Bed; 

All left him there, at his Deſire, alone: 
But ſure no Ill, unleſs he dy'd with Grief, 
Could happen, for you bore his Sword away. 

Hem. I did; and, having lock'd the Door, I ſtood; 
And through a Chink I found, not only heard, 

But faw him, when he thought no Eye beheld him: 
At firſt, deep Sighs heav'd from his woful Heart 
Murmurs, and Groans, that ſhook the outward Rooms, 
And art thou ſtill alive, Oh Wretch! he cry'd : 
Then groan'd again, as if his forrowful Soul 

Had erack'd the Strings of Life, and burſt away. 

Cre. I weep to hear; how then ſhould I have grierd or 
Had I beheld this wondrous Heap of Sorrow ! C1 
But,: to the fatal Period. \nc 

Hem. Thrice he ſtruck, 

With all his Force, his hollow groaning Breaſt, 

And thus, with Out-cries, to himſelf complain'd. 
But thou canſt weep then, and thou think'it *ris well, 
Theſe bubbles of the ſhalloweſt emptieſt Sorrow, 
Which Children vent for Toys, and Women rain 
For any Trifle their fond Hearts are ſet on; 

Yet theſe thou think*ſ are ample Satisfaction 

For bloodieſt Murder, and for burning Luſt: 

No, Parricide; if thou muſt weep, weep Blood; 
Weep Eyes, inſtead of Tears: O, by the Gods, 
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Tx greatly thought, he cry d, and fits my Woes. | 
Which faid, he ſmil'd revengefully, and leapt 
Upon the Floor; thence gazing at the Skies, 
His Eye-balls fiery Red, and glowing Vengeance; 
Gods, I accuſe you not, tho I no more | 
der. Will view your Heav'n, till with more durable Glaſles, 
The mighty Souls immortal Perſpectives, 
| fnd your dazling Beings: Take, he cry'd, 
Take, Eyes, your laſt, your fatal Farewel-view. 
When with a Groan, that ſeem'd the Call of Death, 
with horrid Force lifting his impious Hands, 
| He ſnatch d, he tore, from forth their bloody Orbs, 
The Balls of Sight, and daſh'd em on the Ground. 
Cre. A Maſter-piece of Horror; new and dreadful! 
Hem, I ran to ſuccour him; but, oh! too late; 
For he had pluck'd the remnant Strings away. 
What then remains, but that I find Tire/zas, 
Who, with his Wiſdom, may allay thoſe Furies 
That haunt his gloomy Soul? 8 LSA. 
Cre. Heav'n will reward 
Thy care; moſt honeſt, faithful, fooliſh Hæmon 
Put ſee, Alcander enters, well attended. 
Enter Alcander, attended. 
I ee, thou haſt been diligent. 
Alc, Nothing theſe, | 
or Number, to the Crowds that ſoon will follow ; 
de reſolute, | 
ind call your utmoſt Fury to revenge. 
Cre, Ha ! thou hiſt given 
Alm to Cruelty; and never may 
hele Eyes be clos'd, till they behold Alraſtus 
pretch'd at the Feet of falſe Eurydice. | 
but ſee, they're here! 1etire a while, and mark, 
Enter Adraſtus, and Eurydice, attended. 
Adr. Alas, Eurydice, what fond raſh Man, 
Vhat inconſiderate and ambitious Fool, 
That ſhall hereafter read the Fate of Ozdipms, 
Vih dare, with his frail Hand, to graſp a Scepter? 


ms, 


Ti Eur. 


Fly from tumultuous Thebes, | 


' Leſt ſhe repent, and haſten on thy Doom. 
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Eur. Tis true, a Crown ſeems dreadful, and J wiſh 
That you and I, more lowly plac'd, mightypaſs 
Our ſofter Hours in humble Cells away: 

Not but ] love you to that infinite Height, 
I could (O wondrous Proof of fierceſt Loye!) 
Be. greatly wretched in a Court with you. 
Aar. Take then this moſt loy'd Innocence away; 


From Blood and Murder, 

Fly frem the Author of all Villanies, 

Rapes, Death, and Treaſon, from that Fury Creon: 
Vouchiafe that I, o'er-joy'd, may bear you hence, 
And at your Feet preſent the Crown of Argos. 


[ Creon and Attendants come up 10 him, 


Cre. L have ofer-heird thy black Delign; Adraſtus, 
And therefore, as a Traitor to this State, 

Dea:h ought to be thy Lot: Let it ſuffice 

That Thebes ſurveys thee as a Prince; abuſe not 
Her profter'd Mercy, but retire betimes, 


Adr. Think not, moſt abject, 
Moſt abhorr'd of Men, R 
Adraſtus will vouchſafe to anſwer thee; 
Thevans, to you I juſtifie my Love: 
J have addreſt my Prayers to this fair Princeſs; 
But, if Jever meant a Violence, 
Or thought to Raviſh, as that Traitor did, 
What humbleſt Adorations could not win; 
Brand me, you Gods, blot me with foul Diſhonour, 
And let Men curſe me by the Name of Creoz! 
Eur. Hear me, O Thebans, if you dread the Wrah 
Of her whom Fate ordain'd to be your Queen, 
Hear me, and dare not, as you prize your Lives, 
To take the Part of that Rebell:ous Traitor. 
By the Decree of Royal Oedipus, 
By Queen 7ocafta's Order, by what's more, 
My own dear Vows of everlaſting Love, 
{ here reſign to Prince Adraſtus Arms 
All that the World can make me Miſtreſs of. 


Cre, 


m. 
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erjur'd Woman! 

. 47 = when I give the Word. fall on, 

Traitor, reſign the Princeſs, or this moment ; 

Expect, with all thoſe moſt unfortunate Wretches, 

Upon this ſpot ſtraight to be hewn 1n pieces. 

Air. No, Villain, no; | 

With twice thoſe odds of Men, 

doubt not in this Cauſe to vanquiſh thee, 

Captain, remember to your Care I give 


wh Love; ten thouſand thouſand times more dear. 


Than Life or Liberty. 
Cre. Fall on, Alcander. | 
Hracmon, you and 1 muſt wheel about 
For nobler Game, the Princeſs. 
Air. Ah, Traitor, doſt thou ſhun me? 
Follow, follow, 5 
My brave Companions; ſee, the Cowards fly. 
Ex. fighting: Creon's Party beaten off by Adraſtus: 
| Enter Oedipus. 
Oedib. O, tis too little this, thy loſs of Sight, 
What has it done? I fall be gaz'd at now | 
The more; be pointed at, There goes the Monſters ! 
Nor have I hid my Horrors from my 1!f; 
For tho corporeal Light be loſt for ever, 
The bright reflecting Soul, through glaring Opticks, 
Preſents in larger Size her black Idea's, | 
Doubling the bloody Proſpect of my Crimes: 
Holds Fancy down, and makes her act again, 
With Wife and Mother, Tortures, Hell and Furies. 
Ha! now the baleful Off- ſpring's brought to light! 
in horrid Form they rank themſelves before me; 
hat ſhall I call this Medley of Creation? 
ere one, with all th' Obedience of a Son, 
borrow:ng Focaſta's Look, kneels at my Feet, 
nd cals me Father; there a ſturdy Boy, 
eſembling Lajus juſt as when I kilbd him, 
cars up, and with his cold Hand graſping mine, 
ns oat, how fares my Brother Oedibus? 


What 


446 nn; 
What, Sons and Brothers! Siſters and Daughters too! 
Fly all, begon, fly from my whirling Brain; 
Hence, Inceſt, Murder; hence, you ghaſtly Figures! 
O Gods! Gods, anſwer; is there any mean? 
Let me go mad, or die. 
| Enter Jocaſta, 
Foc, Where, where is this moſt wretched of Mankind, 
This ſtately Image of Imperial Sorrow, 
Whoſe Story told, whoſe very Name but mention, 
Would cool the Rage of Feavers, and unlock 
The Hand of Luſt from the pale Virgin's Hair, 
And throw the Raviſher before her Feet ? 
Oedip. By all my Fears, I think Focaſta's Voice! 
Hence; fly; begon: O thou far worſe than worſt 
Of damning Charmers! O abhor'd, loath'd Creature! 
Fly, by the Gods, or by the Fiends, I charge thee, 
Far as the Eaſt, Weſt, North, or South of Heay'n, 
But think not thou ſhalr ever enter there: 
The golden Gates are barr'd with Adamant, 
*Gainſt thee, and me; and the Celeſtial Guards, 
Still as we rife, will daſh our Spirits down. | 
Foc. O wretched Pair! O greatly wretched we! 
Two Worlds of Woe! | 
Oedip. Art thou not gone then? ha! 
How dar'ſt thou ſtand the Fury of the Gods? 
Or com'ſt thou in the Grave to reap new Pleaſures? 

c. Talk on; till thou mak'ſt mad my rowling Bran; 
Groan ſtill more Death; and may thoſe diſmal Sources 
Still bubble on, and pour forth Blood and Tears. 
Methinks, at ſuch a Meeting, Heav'n ſtands ſtill; 

The Sea nor Ebbs, nor Flows: This Mole-hi!] Earth 
Is heav'd no more: The buſie Emmets ceaſe; 
Vet hear me on 
| Oedip. Speak then, and blaſt my Soul. 

Joc. O, my lov'd Lord, tho' I reſolve a Ruin 
To match my Crimes; by all my Miſeries, 
*Tis Horror, worſe than thouſand thouſand Deaths, 
To ſend me hence without a kind Farewe!, 


* Oed. 
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0:dip. Gods, how ſhe ſhakes me! ſtay thee, © Focaſta, 
weak ſomething &er thou goeſt for ever from me. 

Joc. Tis Woman's weakneſs, that I would be pity d; 
pirdon me then, O greateſt, tho moſt wretched, 
Of all thy Kind: My Soul is on the Brink, 
and ſees the boiling Furnace juſt beneath: 
Do not thou puſh me off, and I will go, 
With ſuch a Willingneſs, as if that Heav'n 
With all its Glory glow'd for my Reception. 

Oedip. O, in my Heart, I feel the Pangs of Nature; 
It works with kindneſs o'er: Give give me way; 
] feel a Melting here, a Tenderneſs, | | 
Too mighty lf the Anger of the Gods! 
Direct me to thy Knees: yet oh forbear, 
Left the dead Embers ſhould revive, 
Stand off and at juſt Diſtance 
Let me groan my Horrors here | 
Joa the Earth, here blow my utmoſt Gale; 

Here fob my Sorrows, till I burſt with Si og; . 
Here Gaſp and Languiſh out my wounded Soul. 

Joc. In ſpight of all thoſe Crimes the cruel Gods 
Can charge me with, I know my Innocence; 
Know yours: *Tis Fate alone that makes us wretched, 
For you are ſtill my Husband. 

Oedip. Swear I am, | 
And I' believe thee; ſteal into thy Arms, 
Renew Endearments, think 'em no Pollutions, 
But chaſte as Spirits Joys: Gently I'll come, 
Thus weeping blind, like dewy Night, upon thee, 
And fold thee ſoftly in my Arms to flumber, 

[The oc of Lajus aſcends by degrees, pointing at 

ocaſta. | 

Joc. Begon, my Lord! Alas, what are we doing? 
Fly from my Arms! Whirl-winds, Seas, Continents, 
And Worlds, divide us! O thrice happy thou, 
Who haſt no uſe of Eyes; for here's a Sight 


Would turn the melting Face of Mercy's {elf 
To a wild Fury, K i 


nd, 


un; 


00! Oedip. 


L 
8 
| 
n 
5 
* 
14 
4 
1 
4 
© 
41 
1 
1 © 
4 
* 
* 
« 
l 
N 
. 1 
3 
W L 
1 8 1 
ol 
o , 
4 
. ' 
* . 
4 k = 
, 4 
hp 
2 C 
7 4. * 
by = 
„ 4 
\ 
l * 
4 : 
= 
N 
1 
y 88 
= 4 
g 
i 
* 
> 
4 
„ 
| | 
b 
1 5 


8 
Li 
F 
| 
am 
n_— 
j 
q 1 
＋ ' 
WM 
. 
y * 
4 19 
4 
1 
q [1 
4 . 
* 
„ 
. 
i 


— 


4 Ve” 


=? 1 0 0 _ * * * 
2 — — ee „ 
* — * *4 


"Or I ſhall be before thee: See, thou canſt not ſee; 
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O-dip. Ha! what ſeeſt thou there? 
Foc. The Spirit of my Husband ! O the Gods! 
How wan he looks! 
Oedip. Thou rav'ſt; thy Husband's here. 
Foc. There, there he mounts 
In circling Fire, amongſt the bluſhing Clouds! 
And ſee, he waves Focaſta from the World! 
Ghoſt. Focaſta, Oedipus. [Vanſh with Thur 
_ Oedip. What wouldſt thou have? | | 
Thou know'ſt I cannot come to thee, detain'd 
In Darkneſs here, and kept from means of death. 
I've heard a Spirit's force is wonderful; 
At whoſe approach, when ſtarting from his Dungeon, 
The Earth does ſhake, and the oli Ocean proans, 
Rocks are remov'd, and Tow'rs are thund: ed down: 
And Walls of Braſs, and Gates of Adamant 
Are paſſable as Air, and fleet like Winds. 
or. Was that a Raven's Croak ; or my Son's Voice? 
No matter which; Il to the Grave, and hide me: 
Earth open, or T'il tear thy Bowels up. 
Hark! he goes on, and blabs the Deed of Inceſt. 
Oedip. Strike then, imperial Ghoſt; daſh all at once 
This Houſe of Clay into a thouſind Pieces: 
That my poor lingring Soul may take her Flight 
To your immortal Dwellings, 
oc. Haſte thee then, 


Then I will tell thee that my Wings are on: 
PII mount, Pil fly, and with a Port Divine 
Glide all along the gaudy milky Soil, 
To find my Lajus out; ask every Gol 
In his bright Palace, if he knows my Lajr's, 
My murder'd Lajzs ! 
Oedip. Ha! how's this, Focaſn ? 
Nay, if thy Brain be fick, then thou art happy. 
Foc. Ha! will you not? ſha!l I not find him out? 
Will you not ſhow him? are my Tears deſpis'd? 
Why, then Ii! thunder, yes, I will be mad, 
And fright you with my Cries: Yes, crucl Gods, 
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Tho! Vultures, Eagles, Dragons tear my Heart, 

I ſnatch celeſtial Flames, fire all your Dwelliags, 

Melt down your golden Roofs, and make your Doors 

of Cryſtal fly from off their Diamond Hinges; 

Drive you all out from your Ambroſial Hives, 

ro frarm like Bees about the Field of Heav'n: 

This will I do, unleſs you ſhew me Lajus, 

My dear, my murder'd Lord. O Lajus! Lajus! Lajus! 
Ex. Jocaſta. 

Oedip. Excellent Grief! why, this is as it ſhould be! 

No Mourning can be ſuitable to Crimes 

Like ours, but what Death makes, or Madneſs forms. 

could have wiſh'd methought for Sight again, 

To mark the Gallantry of her Diſtraction : 

Her blzzing Eyes darting the wandring Stars, 

Thave ſeen her mouth the Heav'ns, and mate the Gods; 

White with her thundring Voice ſhe menac'd high, 

An! every Accent twang'd with _— Sorrow 

But what's all this to thee? thou, Coward, yet 

Art living, canſt not, wilt not find the Road 

To the great Palace of magnificent Death; 

Tho? thouſand ways lead to his thouſand Doors, 

Which Day and Night are ſtill unbarr'd for all. 

_ [Claſhing of Swords: Drums and Trimpets without. 
Euk! 'tis the Noiſe of claſhing Swords! the Sound 
Comes near: O, that a Battel would come o'er me! 

li | but graſp a Sword, or wreſt a Dagger, 
Ii make a Ruin with the firſt that falls. 
Enter Hæmon, with Guards. 

Hem. Seize-him, and bear him to the Weſtern-Tow'r, 
Pardon me, ſacred Sir; I am inform'd 
That Cyeo has deſigns upon your Life: | 
Forgive me then, if, to preſerve you from him, 
| order your Confinement. 

Oedip. Slaves, unhand me. 
I think thou haft a Sword: *T'was the wrong fide, 
Tet, cruel Hæmon, think not I will live; 
He that could tear his Eyes out, ſure can find 
Some deſperate. Way to Rifle this curſt Breath; 
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Or if I ſtarye! but that's a lingring Fate; 

Or if I leave my Brains upon the Wall! 

The aiery Soul can eaſily o'er- ſnoot | 

Thoſe Bounds with which thou ſtriveſt to Pale her in: 

Yes, I will periſh in deſpite of thee; ' 

And, by the Rage that ſtirs me, if I meet thee 

In th' other World, II curſe thee for this uſage, [xx 
Hem. Tireſ:as, after him; and, with your Counſch 

Adviſe him humbly ; charm, if poſſible, 

Theſe Feuds within: While I without extinguiſh, 

Or periſh in th Attempt, the furious Creon; 

That Brand which ſets our City in a Flame. 
Tir. Heav'n proſper your Intent, and give a Period 


To all our Plagues: What old Tire ſas can, C 
Shall ſtraight be done, Lead, Muzto, to the Towr. E. 
N | Ex. Tir. and Mut Ty 
Hem. Follow me all, and help to part this Fray, Wh. 

: | Trumpets aii V it 

Or fall together in the bloody Broil. Fm WW 
Enter Creon with Eurydice, Pyracmon and his Party H 
Ung Ground to Adraſtus. Leſ 

Cre. Hold, hold your Arms, Adraſius Prince of Arg; 4 
Hear, and behold; Eurydice is my Priſoner, - 
Adr. What would'ſt thou, Hell-hound ? Wit 
Cre. See this brandiſh'd Dagger: Eu 
Forego th' Advantage which thy Arms have won, 4 


Or, by the Blood which trembles through the Heart bet 
Of her whom more than Life I know thou loy't, 
Tl bury to the Haft, in her fair Breaſt, 0 
This Inſtrument of my Revenge. Hand 
Adr. Stay thee, damn'd Wretch; hold, ſtop thy blood 

Cre. Give order then, that on this inſtant, now, 
This moment, all thy Soldiers ſtraight disband. 

Adr. Away, my Friends, ſince Fate has ſo allotted; 
Begon, and leave me to the Villain's Mercy. 

Eur. Ah, my Adraſtus! call em, call em back! 
Stand there; come back! O, cruel barbarous Men! 
Could you then leave your Lord, your Prince, your Ki 
After ſo brayely having fought his Cauſe, " 
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To periſh by the Hand of this baſe Villain? 
Why rather ruſh you not at once together 
All to his Ruin? drag him through the Streets, 
Hang his contagious Quarters on the Gates; 
Nor let my Death _ you. 

Cre. Dye firſt thy {elf then. 


Air. G, I charge thee hold. | | 

hence, from my Preſence all: he's not my Friend 

That diſobeys: See, art thou now appeas'd ? | 

[Ex, Attendants. 

or is there ought elſe yet remains to do, 

That can attone thee? ſlack thy thirſt of Blood 

With mine: but fave, O fave that innocent Wretch. | 
Cre. Forego thy Sword, and yield thy ſelf my Priſoner. 
Eur. Yet while there's any dawn of Hope to ſave 

Thy precious Life, my dear Adraſtus, 

Wh:t-cer thou doſt, deliver not thy Sword; 

With that thou may'ſt get off, tho Odds oppole thee: 

For me, O fear not; no, he dares not touch me; 

His horrid Love will ſpare me. Keep thy Sword; 

Leſt T be raviſh'd after thou art {lain, | 
Air, Inſtruct me, Gods, what ſha'l Adraſias do? 
Cre. Do what thou wilt, when ſhe is dead: my Soldiers 

With Numbers will o'er-pow'r thee. Is't thy Wiſn 

Euridice ſhould fall before thee? <4 
Adr. Traytor, no: 

Better that thou and I, and all Mankind 1 

Should be no more. : 
Cre, Then caſt thy Sword away, 

And yield thee to my Mercy, or I ſtrike. | 
Ar. Hold thy rais'd Arm; give me a Moment's pauſe, - 

My Father, when he bleſt me, gave me this; 

My Sen, ſaid he, let this be thy laſt Refuge; 

If thou forego'ſt it, Miſery attends thee: 

Yet Love now charms it from me; which in all 

The Hazards of my Life I never loſt. 

1's thine, my faithful Sword, my only Truſt; 

ho my Heart tells me that the Gift is fatal. 

Cre, Fatal! yes, fooliſh Love-fick Prince, it ſhall: 

by Arrogance, thy Scorn, 
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My Wounds Remembrance, 

Turn all at once the Fatal Point upon thee. 

Pyracmon, to the Palace, diſpatch | | 

The King: hang Hemon up, for he is Loyal, 

And will oppoſe me: Come, Sir, are you ready ? 
Adr. Yes, Villain, for what-ever thou canſt dare. 
Eur. Hold, Creon, or through me, through me you wou 
Adr. Off, Madam, or we perith both; behold 

I'm not unarm'd, my Ponyard's in my Hard: 

Therefore away. | | 

Eur. Til guard your Life with mine. 

Cre. Dye both then; there is now no time for da!lying 
| | [Kills Epi 

Eur. Ah, Prince, farewel; farewel, my dear Aurea. 
Dye. 

Adr. Unheard of Monſter! eldeſt-born of Hell! 

Down, to thy Primitive Flames, [S. abs Crean, 
Cre. Help, Soldiers, help: | 

Revenge me. 

Adr. More; yet more: a thouſand Wounds! 

Ill ſtamp thee ſtill, thus, to the gaping Furies. 

[ Adraſtus falls, kild by the Soli 

Enter Hxmon, Guards, with Alcander ana Pyracmon bund: 

the Ajjeſſms are driven off. 

O Hemon, I am lain; nor need I name 

Th' inhumane Author of all Villanics; 

There he lyes gaſping. 1 
Cre. If I muſt plunge in Flames, 

Burn firſt my Arm; baſe Inſtrument, unfit 

To act the dictates of my daring Mind: 

Burn, burn for ever, O weak Subſtitute | 

Of that the God, Ambition, Des 
Adr. She's gone; O deadly Marks-man, in the Heut! 

Yet in the pangs of Death ſhe graſps my Hand: 

Her Lips too tremble, as if ſhe would ſpeak 

Her laſt Farewel O, Oedipus, thy Fall 

Is great; and nobly now thou goeſt attended! 

They talk of Heroes, and Celeſtial Beauties, 

And wondrous Pleaſures in the other Worl]; | 

Let me but find her there, T ask no more, 15 
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Tyr 4 Captain to Hamon : with Tireſias ard- Manto. 
Cp. O, Sir, the Qeen Focaſia, ſowiit and wild, 
ga robb'd Tygreſs bounding o'er the Woods, 

s acted Murders that amaze Mankind: 
u twiſtcd Gold I faw her Daughrers hang 
the Bed Royal, and her litt:e Sans 4 
bd through the Breaſts upon the bloody Pillows. 
Ham. Relentleſs Heav'ns! is chen the Fate of Lajus 
ever to be aton'd? How ſacred ought . 
ings Lives be held, when but the Death of one 
demands an Empire's Blood for Expiation ? 
ut ſee! the furious mad Jocaſta's here. | 
ere draws, and diſcovers Jocaſta held by her Women, and 
ſabb' d in many Plates o, her Boſom, her Hair diſuevel d; 
ber Children ſiaiu upon the Bed. 0 
Jas ever yet a Sight of io much Horrour, 
Ind Pity brought to view! 
Foc, Ah, cruel Women! 
vil you not let me take my laſt Farewel 
Df thoſe dear Babes? O let me run and ſeal 
y melting Soul upon their bubling Wounds! 
print upon their Coral Mouths ſuch Kiſſes, 
s ſhall recal their wandring Spirits home. 
et me go, let me go, or I will tear you Piece-meal, 
ep, Hemon, hel: - 
ep, Oedipus; help, Gods; Focaſta dies. 
Enter Oedipus above. 
Oedip. I've found a Window, and I thank the Gods 
Tis quite unbarr'd: ſure by the diſtant Noiſe, 
he Height will fit my fatal Purpoſe well. 
Jec. What hoa my Oedipus! tee, where he ſtands! 
His groping Gholt is odg'd upon a Tow'r, 
Nor can it find the Road: Mount, mount, my Soul; 
Il wrap thy ſhivering Spirit in Lambent Flames! and ſo 
we'll fail. | | | 
ut 1:2! we're landed on the happy Coaſt; 
And ail the Golden Strands are cover'd o'er 
With glorious Guds, that come to try our Cauſe, 
fore, Jore, whole Majeſty now ſinks me down, 
le who himſclf burns in unlawfal Fires, 
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Shall judge, and ſhall acquit us. O, *tis done; 
Tis fixt by Fate, upon Record Divine: 

And Oedipus ſhall now be ever mine. [Dj 
Oedip. Speak, Hemon; what has Fate been doing there 

What Dreadful deed. has mad Focaſta done? 

Ham. The Queen her ſelf, and all your wretched Off-ſprigg 
Are by her Fury lain. 

Oedip. By all my Woes, 5 
She has out-done me, in Revenge and Murder; 
And I ſhould envy her the ſad applauſe: 

But, Oh! my Children! Oh, what have they done? 

This was not like the Mercy of the Heay'ns, 

To ſet her Madneſs on ſuch Cruelty : 

This ſtirs me more than all my Sufterings, 

And with my laſt Breath I muſt call you Tyrants, 
Hæm. What mean you, Sir. 

Oedip. Jocaſta! lo, I come. | 
O Lajus, Labdacus, and all you Spirit 
Of the Cadmean Race, prepare to meet me, 

All weeping rang'd alorg the gloomy Shore: 

Extend your Arms t' embrace me; for I come; 

May all the Gods toc f. um their Battlements 

Behold, and wonder at a Mortai's daring; 

And, when I knock the Goal of dreadful Death, 

Shout and applaud me with a clap of Thunder: 
Once more, thus wing'd by horrid Fate, I come 
Swift as a falling Meteor; To, I flye, 

And thus go downwards, to the darker Sky. 
Thunder. He flings himſelf from the Window : The Tix: 
| bans gather avout his Bod). 

Hem. O Prophet, Oedipus is now no more! 

O curs'd Effect of the moſt deep Deſpair ! 

Tir. Ceaſe your Complaints, and bear his Body hence 
The dreadful Sight will daunt the drooping Thebans, 
Whom Heay'n decrees to raiſe with Peace and Glory: 
Yet, by theſe terrible Examples warn'd, | 
The ſacred Fury thus alarms che World. WY 
Let none, tho' ne'er ſo Virtuous, Great and High, H. 


Be judg d entirely bleſt before they Dye. 
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W HAT Sophocles could undertake his! 
Our Poets found a Work for more than one; 
ſal therefore Two lay tugging at the Piece, 
ith all their Force, to draw the pondrous Maſs from Greece, 
A weight that bent ev'n Seneca's ſtrong Muſe, 
Ad which Corneille's Shoulders did refuſe. 
oy hard it is th? Athenian Harp to ſtring ! 
$ much two Conſuls yield to one juſt King. 
Terrour and Pity this whole Poem ſway ; 
Tie mightieſs Machines that can mount a Play; 


Y Hom heavy will thoſe Vulgar Souls be found, 


Whom two ſuch Engines cannot move from Ground? 

When Greece and Rome have ſmil'd upon this Birth, 

Tos can but Damn for one poor ſpot of Earth; 

Aud when your Children find your Fudgment ſuch, — 

They'll ſcorn their Sires, aud wiſh themſelves born Dutch; 

Each haughty Poet will infer with eaſt, 

How much his Wit muſt under-write to pleaſe, 

4; ſome flrong Churl would brandiſhing advance 

Tre monumental Sword that conquer'd France; 

90 you, by judging this, your Fudgments teach 

Thus far y0u like, that is, thus far Jois reach. 

Sizce then the Vote of full two thouſand Years 

Has Crown 4 this Plot, and all the Dead are theirs, 2 
It 


EPISOSGtUXFT. 
Think it a Debt you pay, not Alms you give, 
And in your own Defence, let this, Play live. 
Think em not vain, when Sophocles is ſhown, 
To praiſe his Worth they humbly doubt their own, 
| Tet as weak States each others Pow'r aſſure, | 
? Weak Poets by Conjunction are ſecure. 
| Their Treat is what your Palates reliſh moſt, 
| Charm! Song! ard Show ! a Murder and a Ghoſt ! 
We know not what you can def:re or hope, 
To ple ſe you more, but burning of a Pope. 
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